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1.

Tanya Donnelly missed the beach. She missed the sun, the smell of the ocean, and most of all, she missed the feeling of laying out in a thong bikini and feeling the warmth of the July sun on her bare buttocks. At least that's what she told herself when she decided to come back to Marston's Pointe after a year long hiatus.

She missed the sun, and had unfinished business. Those were the reasons that she used to justify risking death or imprisonment to return to her hometown.

At this point, I have to have a death wish. Tanya thought as she gazed out at the familiar beach under a wide brim sunhat. Her trademark red hair was tied up in a tight bun and concealed under the white hat, and a pair of large black sunglasses completed her disguise as she lay face down on a beach towel, surveying her former home. When she had decided to come back to Marston's Pointe, she had half considered dying her bright red hair to something less conspicuous, maybe brown or black, but something stopped her, something deeper and more carnal than mere vanity.

The thing that stopped her from dying her hair was the same thing that caused her to come to the beach in her signature, white thong bikini. It was the bikini she wore on a certain, eventful evening, an evening she had spent the past year thinking about. A night when she found herself bound and gagged in her own laundry room, and a muscle bound young man named Brad found her. What followed was a night of passion as she and Brad made love...

Well, more specifically she allowed Brad to fuck her in the ass while she was still bound and gagged.

A lot had happened since that night. In fact, Tanya had every reason to hate and despise Brad. He was manipulative and a criminal, a high ranking member of Ace's crime organization, the criminal enterprise that lurked just beneath Marston's Pointe's idyllic surface, and it was a criminal enterprise that Tanya had dedicated her life to destroying.

Under the orders of Ace, Brad had kidnapped Tanya, and subjected her to all sorts of humiliations and tortures. She had lost everything while under his control, even her home, which Brad had at one point made his own. Worse off, Tanya was also a wanted criminal due to the fact that she had colluded with Shelly Arnold, a known criminal, in kidnapping the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department.

Tanya had spent most of her year with a lawyer disputing these charges. Her defense was that she had been manipulated, unaware of Shelly's true intentions. To add to it, Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva, the Sheriff and her deputies, weren't even legitimate. Shelly and Tanya had discovered that Gina and her girls had kidnapped the real Sheriff, Felicia Fetters, and were in fact impersonating law enforcement officials. In Tanya's eyes, she had done the right thing by taking dangerous criminals off the street. Sadly, her lawyer needed physical evidence of that, not just Tanya's word.

So here she was, back in town, determined to clear her name, and save her reputation. Or so she told herself. Tanya swore that she would keep a low profile, gather what evidence she could, and then leave, but here she was, not even back in town 24 hours, and already strutting her stuff in a thong bikini on the beach. Part of Tanya wanted the attention, but it was the attention of a very specific person she wanted.

Brad.

She knew Brad worked for Ace, and knew that if Ace had his way, Brad would get rid of her, but Tanya suspected that Brad would welcome her back with open arms. Deep inside, she hated herself for wanting Brad after all he had done to her, but there was a lot that she had to confront herself about during the past year.

That night in the laundry room had been one of the best of her life, and it was the reason that now, every time she pleasured herself, she stuffed her mouth with her own panties and tied her hands with a length of scarf...

And it was the reason that she was now wearing a butt plug under the thong.

Tanya laid out on her towel and reached behind her, picking at the thong bikini riding up her ass, worried that if it got too tight then people would notice. The butt plug was small, and it would be hard to notice, but she was still worried.

After picking at her thong, she turned her head to survey the crowded beach around her. It was mid-July, which was peak tourist season for Marston's Pointe. People of all ages crowded the white sand beach, children laughed and played, and Tanya could feel eyes on her from every direction. Some eyes were the judgmental eyes of angry mothers, appalled at a middle aged woman wearing something so revealing to a public beach, but most of the stares she got were the hungry eyes of men as they gaped at her bare, full buttocks.

Tanya had been blessed with a nice, round ass and large, natural breasts, and loved to flaunt them. As she lay in the sun, she pretended not to notice every man passing by and craning his neck to see her buttocks turned up towards the sun's welcoming rays. She imagined Brad passing by just then, wearing nothing but swim shorts, his rock hard abs oiled up for a day at the beach. Brad would halt and stare at her, who would be oblivious to his presence, and feel a stirring in his too tight shorts...

Tanya felt her nipples go erect against her bikini top at the thought. She reached behind again to pick at her thong, and felt the hard, circular plug up her asshole and her vagina started to moisten.

A shadow loomed over her and Tanya heard footsteps in the sand. Her eyes widened under the sunglasses and she felt the frat boy’s eyes on her thonged ass before she saw him.

Brad!

Was this it? Did she somehow will him to her, or was it just dumb luck? Her heart skipped a beat, and then started pounding a mile a minute in an attempt to burst forth from her rib cage. What would he do? Would he suggest to go somewhere more private?

Or would that simply be his cover, and then as soon as he got her away, would get rid of her, permanently, at the behest of his boss? Every possibility ran through Tanya's mind at once, and she broke out in a cold sweat despite the baking California heat.

She turned her head to face the looming shadow, keeping her jaw clenched. The sun was to his back, keeping him in silhouette, but she saw the outline of black, spiked up hair, and the sunglasses on his face.

No, this wasn't him. He was too short, his physique too slight. Whoever this was, he had a deep, dark tan and a thin but athletic build. The boy stopped and loomed over Tanya, and she turned slightly to get a good look at his face.

He seemed like the frat boy type, and his sunglasses did nothing to hide the dumbfounded look on his face as he gaped down at her ass.

“Hey, uh... I noticed you were burning a bit there. I was wondering if you needed...” He fumbled and stammered over his words as Tanya turned to her side, giving him a view of her large, heaving cleavage. She looked down and saw something rising up inside his swim trunks.

“You want to oil me up?” She asked, lowering her sunglasses and peering right at him. The Frat boy stammered and took a step back, his growing erection becoming more and more obvious.

“Uh.. yeah... if...if you want...” He stammered.

Tanya looked him over. He was kinda cute, in the dumb, puppy dog way. And from the bulge in his pants, he seemed well endowed.

And she was still turned on.

Tanya's eyes ran over him again and back to his sunglasses.

“How about you buy me a drink first?” She smiled at him. He squealed and stumbled back.

“Oh... I mean, sure. Yeah!” He shouted, pumping his fist.

“And you might want to do something about that.” Her eyes flashed to his crouch. He groaned and his hands flew towards the tent he had pitched in his pants.

As the Frat Boy fumbled to hide his erection, Tanya folded up her beach towel, turning her ass towards him as she did, each movement slow and methodical. She was well aware that she was probably making a scene for everyone around her, but she didn't care.

Once the towel was folded, she pulled over her beach bag, and still bent over, shoved the towel inside.

“You.. you know there's a new cabana bar not far from here, want to check that out.” He asked.

Tanya stood, he was short, shorter than her. In fact, he was eye level with her boobs, and she could tell that his eyes fell straight on them despite his sunglasses.

“Sure, I don't think I'm ready to get out of the sun just yet.” She smiled at him, and he returned a lop sided grin of his own.

“Sure, follow me!” He exclaimed, and lead the way as Tanya followed.

A beach cabana? That's nice. Tanya thought as she followed the giddy Frat Boy across the beach. Why didn't someone think of opening one earlier?

“Oh, I'm Tazam, or just Taz,” He looked back over his shoulder, lowered his glasses, and winked at her. “You know, like the Tasmanian Devil.”

Tanya smiled politely back at him, thankful that her glasses hid the fact that she was rolling her eyes.

“I'm Tanya.”

Taz was practically skipping as he lead the way to the new bar. Tanya was surprised at how close it was, and realized that she had passed it when she first came onto the beach but only glanced at the bar out of the corner of her eye, dismissing it as a surf shop.

The bar sat right at the edge of the beach, and true to every beach cabana, had a tiki bar vibe. It looked like a small, bamboo shack with a thatched roof, and Tanya was surprised at how crowded it looked. Patrons sat on the beach side of the bar enjoying drinks while other patrons stood off the side and behind the bar stools, also enjoying alcoholic beverages.

As they got closer, Tanya realized that every patron was male. Though the men occasionally made conversation with each other, their eyes kept glancing to the other side of the bar. Immediately Tanya smirked, realizing that this meant there was probably a cute bartender.

Some of the men shifted and Tanya got a glance of a lithe, tan female form behind the bar, drifting from one customer to the next. She briefly glimpsed supple breasts supported by an orange bikini top, and then watched as the bartender turned and grabbed a drink from a shelf behind her, giving Tanya a view of a matching orange thong cleaving beautiful, tanned ass cheeks.

Then Tanya froze, realizing that she recognized that ass. It was an ass that she would never forget as long as she lived.

“Hey, wait...” She stopped, grabbing Taz by the wrist. He stopped and spun to face her.

“Yo, I thought you wanted to grab a drink!” His voice had an edge of annoyance to it.

Tanya fought the urge to look over his shoulder at the beautiful, thong clad bartender, and instead looked Taz dead in the eyes.

“Why don't we get out of here?”

She practically heard Taz's heart kick into overdrive as his jaw dropped. It took all of Tanya's self control not to stare at the bar, but avoiding eye contact was her best play right now.

“Really?” His voice cracked as he asked.

“Yeah,” this time she did glance over his shoulder, and saw that the bartender was dealing with a patron. “Yeah, let's go someplace private, you know?”

To accentuate this, she lowered her glasses and winked at him.

“Uhh sure, I'm not sure where though. I'm sharing a hotel room with some-”

Tanya didn't let him finish as she grabbed him by the wrist and dragged him in the opposite direction of of the bar.

“This way, I know a place.” She turned and flashed him a forced smile, and then glanced back at the bar.

Felicia Fetters, former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, was the bartender, and she was a woman that Tanya did not mean to cross just yet.

***

Felicia Fetters had faced down many threats during her time as Sheriff of Marston's Pointe. She had been held at gunpoint, kidnapped multiple times, and almost blown up, just to name a few, but right now, she almost longed for the days of being bound and gagged at the hands of her enemies over what she was dealing with now:

Drunk, horny frat boys.

Her usual day at the bar consisted of being ogled and catcalled, and the rules of customer service dictated that she take it all with a smile and a wink.

At least that's what Janet said she had to do.

Currently, Felicia had her back to the bar as she closed out a customer's tab to a chorus of hoots and cheers as they all leered at her thonged ass. As she ran the customer's credit card through the machine, she looked up at her reflection in the mirrored back of the bar and saw a group of three or four frat boys with their phones out.

White hot anger welled up inside Felicia, and before she knew it, she was spinning around to face them. They must have saw the anger in her eyes, for they lowered their phones immediately and raised their in surrender to her.

“Sorry babe, it's just... it's rare to see quality like that.” The boy in the lead, with a thick mop of blond hair said.

Felicia wanted to tell the pig to go fuck himself. She wanted to grab him by the balls and escort his ass away from her bar, but she knew Janet would never stand for it. Besides, they needed the patronage right now. So instead Felicia batted her eyes and flashed him a bright smile.

“Aw honey, I see that phone again I'm adding an extra ten to your tab.” She cooed, smiling through her teeth at him.

“How about you give me your number instead?” He winked.

Felicia laughed and turned back to the register. As she did, something caught her eye on the beach behind him. She did a double take and craned her neck to peer out beyond the salivating male crowd behind her.

“What, want to get a second glance?” Blondie said, motioning to his pecks as he did, but Felicia only flashed him a weak smile.

In the distance, she saw a woman with a large, wide brimmed white hat hurrying away, leading a dark skinned man by the hand. There was something familiar about the woman...

The crowd behind Felicia shifted, giving her a brief view of the white thong bikini the woman had on...

Could it be?

The shaggy, blond mop of the frat boy invaded Felicia's field of vision as Blondie stepped over, blocking Felicia's view.

“Or I could buy you a drink?” His eyebrows raised as he flashed her a goofy smile. It took all of Felicia's self control not to roll her eyes.

“Sorry hun, I don't drink on duty.”

“What are you, a cop or something?” He chuckled, and she chuckled back and turned back to the register.

A cop or something.

Or something...

Felicia stared at her reflection in the mirror behind the bar, at the mop of brown hair falling to the side of her head. She hadn't called herself in a cop in over a year, but in reality, she had only truly been Sheriff of Marston's Pointe for a few days, and had spent the better part of two years after that as a hostage in one form or another.

She turned her head to stare at the closely buzzed sides. As much as she liked her current hairstyle, Janet agreed that it made her look badass, it was never her choice to get it. Instead, Felicia, bound and gagged, had been forcibly given the haircut when she was a captive of “The Queen” a sadistic, kinky dominatrix.

After getting free, Felicia had considered growing back out her long, thick brown hair, but had decided to own her new style. The back and sides of her head were buzzed closer, while the top of her head was kept long and it usually fell to her right side naturally. Keeping the hairstyle was Felicia's way of showing that the past had indeed happened, but she was in control now.

“Hey, excuse me!” A voice called behind her.

Felicia sighed and turned around to face a short, balding man with a Hawaiian shirt and coke bottle glasses seated at the bar. His bug eyes bore into Felicia as he stared at her.

“Are you done yet? I have to go!” He squawked in a high pitched, whiny voice.

“Just a minute dear.” She smiled and turned back to her card reader to see that his card had gone through, she had just gotten lost in her thoughts.

Felicia printed out his receipt, grabbed a card and a pen, and turned to face the man. When she did, every man's eyes immediately shifted down to their drinks.

“Just sign there sweety.” She said, looking over her patrons. Most of them would throw her a glance when they thought she wasn't looking and then back to their drinks or phones, but some, like the blond frat boy, just salivated over her like dogs.

Where the hell is Janet? Felicia sighed mentally. She always did better handling these jackals when Janet was with her. Janet was her back up, her calvary that helped keeping the invading mongrels that were the horny men away.

Then she saw her. Janet was still a good distance away, making her way down the beach towards the bar. Her golden brown hair glistened in the afternoon sun, and a sheen of sweat hung over Janet's considerable cleavage as she walked her all terrain bike down the beach towards the bar.

Biking was part of Janet's new fitness regimen, and she usually would bike a few miles along the beach before starting her shift at the bar. Felicia could see now that Janet was wearing a hot pink string thong bikini, a bikini very familiar to Felicia. It was the bikini Janet had been wearing the day they first met, and it was a personal favorite of Felicia's.

Felicia watched as the sweat covered goddess walked towards the bar, smiling at passers by on the beach as she did. It always amazed Felicia at how well Janet handled people, and after all that she had been through she still enjoyed people. As Janet walked, Felicia noticed men stop and gawk at her, with Janet's ass and boobs both getting equal attention.

While Felicia's best asset was always her backside, something she was proud of, Janet had the full package. Janet had large, full, natural breasts and a round, equally sizable ass. Felicia loved seeing Janet in the pink thong bikini because Janet's amazing ass seemed to eat that thong up, and the men loved it as well. As soon as Janet stepped behind the bar, Felicia knew that most of the male attention would flock to Janet, who would easily smile and work them all over.

“Don't they ever... get to you?” Felicia asked Janet once as they cuddled in bed together one night.

Janet only shrugged.

“You smile and bat your eyes at them and they give you an enormous tip. In the end, they're the fools.” Was Janet's well thought out response.

Felicia tried to keep those words in mind every time she felt the urge to slam a customer's head off of the wooden bar, but in the end Felicia just didn't have Janet's patience for people.

“Hey cutie!” Someone called, bringing Felicia back to reality. Once again, she felt a surge of anger welling up inside of her, but quickly hid it with another toothy smile.

Felicia turned to the voice to see that it came from the blond frat boy, who was now leaning over the bar.

“Hey I dropped my glasses, I was wondering if you could grab them for me.” He smiled and pointed to the far end of the bar by the cash register, where a pair of sunglasses lay.

Internally, Felicia sighed, but outwardly she kept smiling.

“Oh, and how did they get all the way over there?” She put her hand on her hip playfully as she spoke.

“Oh you know, I just have butter fingers” He shrugged and held up his palms playfully as he did.

Felicia kept one hand on her hip and made a fist with the other. She knew this game, and knew it too well. When she wasn't looking he tossed his glasses over to the far side of the bar so he could ogle her ass when she bent over to pick them up. It was a game as old as time, but every man thought he was so clever when he thought of it.

She wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, that they would stay right there, but then Janet's words came back to her.

Plus this guy and his friends had spent a lot at the bar, and she and Janet needed the money.

Felicia looked over the guy's shoulder and saw Janet growing ever closer. The last thing Felicia wanted was to start a fight with a customer in front of Janet. So, Felicia smiled at the grinning frat boy.

“Sure thing hon.”

The walk over to the sacrificial sunglasses seemed like an eternity. She felt every eye in the bar turn to admire her rear end as she walked. Maybe she would give them a good show, take her good ol' time bending over to retrieve the glasses. Most likely this would all end with the frat boy wanting to shove a piece of paper with his phone number down her bikini top. Every time that happened, Felicia wanted to politely say that she wasn't interested in men, but she knew that telling a horny, drunk college aged man that she was a lesbian would be like ringing the dinner bell.

Finally, Felicia reached the sunglasses and stood over them, staring at her reflection in the lenses. In that moment, Felicia hated herself, hated the frat boy, and hated the bar.

Think of Janet, think of her, think of us.

Give them a show.

Felicia spread her legs wide, flexing her glute muscles as she did, and bent over to retrieve the glasses, slowly unclenching her ass cheeks as she did, giving everyone behind her a good view of the orange fabric of the thong that barely kept her ass from being completely bare. She heard a loud chorus of hoots and hollers as she did.

Her heart quickened its pace. The thing that Felicia hated most about all of this was that part of her liked it. She had always been an exhibitionist, it was most of the reason why she got into modeling in the first place. As far back as she could remember she had been blessed with a great body, and once she got into fitness, it had only become better, and she loved showing it off.

The thing about modeling was that it was empowering. Felicia felt beautiful, and she modeled for herself, not for others.

Plus when she was modeling she was getting paid.

It's all for the tips. She told herself as she gripped the sunglasses with one hand, and ran the other hand up her thigh. It was an unconscious move, a relic of her modeling days, but she knew it would drive the men crazy.

Behind her, she heard the CLICK CLICK of photos being taken and her head snapped around to see the frat boy and his friends with their phones out, snapping photos and no doubt recording video of her bending over.

That was it. Before Felicia could stop herself, she rose to her full height and stormed over, sunglasses in one hand, and the other hand balled into a tight fist.

Blondie lowered his phone and threw up his hand in gesture of peace.

“Hey relax lady, it's just that it's so rare to see quality like that in-”

Felicia didn't let him finish. She slammed his sunglasses down in front of him and grabbed his wrist and squeezed, causing him to cry out and drop his phone.

“Fucking pig! I should kick your ass right now!” Felicia said through gritted teeth.

The Frat Boy squealed and cried while his friends all clustered around him, all of them crying out at Felicia. She didn't hear them, all of it was just red noise around her main target.

“What did you say?” She hissed, feeling the veins popping in her neck.

“I said get off of me you crazy bitch!” He screamed.

That was it. Felicia saw red and grabbed his unruly mob of blond hair. She was dimly aware of one of his friends grabbing her bicep to stop her.

“Hey, Felicia!” A voice called behind her, and Felicia felt someone tug on her other arm. She ignored it, pulling on the frat boy's hair. She didn't know what her plan was, but just kept pulling.

Maybe I'll pull until his hair just comes clean off!

“Felicia stop!” The voice cried, and Felicia spun around, face contorted in fury.

It was Janet. She was standing next to Felicia, pulling on her other arm.

Just like that, the haze of red around Felicia vanished, and she was back in reality. The red hot anger swelling inside of her dissipated and unconsciously she let go of the squealing Frat boy.

Felicia froze, her mouth agape, staring at Janet, who's eyes were wide with concern.

Now it was Blondie's turn. Before Felicia could register, his face turned red with anger and he grabbed her by the hair.

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed and pulled her towards him. Felicia felt the anger come back like someone had flicked and switch and she screamed more in rage than pain and grabbed his arms. Janet shot forward to help.

“That's enough!” Another female voice cried, and suddenly everyone froze. Felicia looked up to see the frat boy being pushed away.

Everyone on the other side of the bar backed away, and standing where the Frat Boy once stood was a tall, amazonian woman with large eyes, even larger breasts, and long, dark hair.

Gina.

Or Sheriff Gina, as she went by now.

Everywhere Gina went, all eyes fell on her. She was a planet that caught everything that passed in her gravitational field. Men wanted her and women wanted to be her... and wanted her.

“Who... who the hell are you?” Blondie stammered, eyes shifting immediately to the gold police patch embroidered on Gina's bikini top.

Not that long ago, when that pig Brad became Sheriff for a brief time, he assigned Gina to a new division called “beach patrol”. In essence, all it was for Brad was an excuse to force Gina to strut around in a skimpy thong bikini and ogle her. After the girls regained control of the police department, Gina decided to keep the Beach Patrol around, uniforms included.

Felicia suspected that much like her with her haircut, Gina was doing it in an attempt to own and take control of something that had been previously used to degrade and humiliate her, and like everything she did, Gina owned it.

The Beach Patrol uniform consisted of a black, high waisted thong bikini. On her bikini top on her right breast was the embroidered gold badge with “Sheriff” emblazoned at the top and “Gina” on the bottom. To round out the ensemble, Gina wore her gun belt around her hips, her holster dangling against one shapely leg, a radio against the other. A can of pepper spray, a knife, and extra clips lined the rest of the belt, and all in all it probably presented a confusing image for the dumbfounded young man.

“I'm the Sheriff of this community, what's going on here?” Gina approached, eyes scanning the crowd around her. Felicia could now see Eva Gina's Latina Deputy, surveying the crowd a few feet behind Gina.

Like Gina, Eva wore the black thong Beach Patrol bikini, only the badge on her bikini top had “Deputy” emblazoned on it. As Eva walked she caught the gaze of a young man who had been ogling her amazing, mocha colored ass in her thong. Felicia always prided herself on her ass, but Eva's rear end gave hers a run for it's money, which she always resented Eva for... but that was the least of her issues with the lusty Latina.

As Eva passed the young man, she flashed him a brilliant white smile and winked.

“Hola.” She said, her accent adding a hint of seduction even if that wasn't the intent.

“She... sheriff?” Blondie stammered again. “You?”

“Yes,” Gina answered, now standing directly in front of him. “You have a problem?” Her hands gripped the handle of her gun and Gina dared the young man with her eyes not to stare at her considerable cleavage.

“It's just... that you're...”

“A what?” Gina asked, leaning her head down. Gina was tall, which combined with her beauty intimidated most men.

“She...” Blondie turned towards Felicia. “She attacked me.”

Gina raised her head towards Felicia.

“Is this so?”

Felicia crossed her arms and prepared to defend herself when Blondie interrupted.

“Yes officer. She attacked me and I demand you arrest her! You let people like this run a business in your community?”

“Hey!” Felicia interjected, but he wasn't letting up.

“I'm a paying customer and she treats me like this!”

“He was harassing me!”

“I was not, she's been eyeing me up all day!”

“Check his phone!”

“Really, she parades around in an outfit like that and she expects us not to-”

“That's enough!” Gina gritted her teeth, glaring at him.

“Well Sheriff I wish to file a report!” The Frat Boy inflated himself, trying to look big and important.

“Get off my beach.” Gina didn't raise her voice, or break eye contact with him.

“But...” He stammered. “But... you can't! She attacked me!”

“Get off my beach or I'll throw you off it.” Gina said, standing at her full height, hands on her hips.

The Frat Boy's jaw went slack, and then he decided to jump into a tirade.

“I'm... you need my money! Tourists like me, we make your town! I'll tell everyone I know not to-”

Gina took a step towards him, throwing one hand up in a “stop” gesture, and another hand drifted towards her gun. He got the message and shut up.

“I don't want people like you around my town or my beaches. You have thirty seconds to get out of my sight or you'll spend the night in jail. Understood?”

Blondie swallowed and looked at his friends around him.

“The clock's ticking.” Gina warned.

Blondie hurried away, his entourage following.

“You'll be hearing from my Dad's lawyer!” He shouted over his shoulder as he beat a hasty retreat, followed by his posse.

As they passed, Eva caught another one of them eyeing up her thonged ass and winked at them again.

Felicia watched them go and felt Janet's soft hand on her shoulder.

“Are you okay?”

Felicia shrugged away from her.

“Yeah fine.”

Gina now strolled over and leaned against the bar, folding her arms under her and pressing her massive breasts together. Every remaining patron struggled not to look at her. Felicia did as well, and found herself struggling not to ogle Gina's impressive but enhanced tits under the small bikini top.

“Causing trouble Felicia?” She asked, her wide doe eyes seemed to look right into Felicia's soul. In that moment, Felicia felt her blood boiling again. Why couldn't Gina just wear a normal Sheriff's Uniform? Why did she have to strut around in a bikini all the time?

“Pigs, they deserved it.” Felicia nodded at the retreating Frat Boys.

“Look, if you have a problem... call me.” She sighed, standing up straight, and Felicia felt herself somewhat relieved that she no longer had the first row seat to Gina's cleavage show.

“I can handle myself.” Felicia started gathering the empty glasses from the bar. Gina walked along the other side of the bar, keeping pace with Felicia.

“Yes, but what if they sue? What if you get a bad reputation, need I remind you about you current financial situation?”

Felicia dropped a glass and it shattered on the wooden floor of the bar. She turned and glared at Gina.

“What are you, my mother?”

“Are you going to clean that up?” Gina motioned to the glass.

“I got it.” Janet hurried over with a broom and dustpan in hand.

Felicia hurried over to the dishwasher at the far end of the bar and started loading the glasses in.

“No, I'm not,” Gina hurried along with her. “But I did come to talk about something with you.”

Felicia sighed and met Gina's gaze again.

“First of all, can you please stop leaving dirty dishes in the sink.”

Felicia's hands gripped the wooden bar and she glared at Gina. Really? This is what she wanted to talk about.

“I said I would do them tonight when I get home.” Felicia grunted, blood still boiling.

“That's what you always say,” Gina sighed and then made a motion with her hands like she was batting away the entire conversation. “Whatever, that's not what I came here for.”

Felicia rolled her eyes. The past year had been an awkward one, full of rebuilding. One new adjustment was that Felicia, Janet, and Gina all now lived under the same roof.

Felicia had lost her place thanks to Gina kidnapping her, and Janet had lost hers too, and worse off for Janet, she had lost her bar, a family bar too, to Ace, the local criminal kingpin.

Apparently, Gina had a crisis of conscience after being kidnapped herself so many times, and had apologized profusely to both Felicia and Janet, saying she would do anything in her power to make things right again. Felicia had dismissed it as posturing, something Gina was doing to make herself feel better.

Then Gina bought a place along the beach and offered Felicia and Janet a room there, rent free. At first Felicia had refused but Janet convinced her to take it. Then, Gina told Janet that she had money from her modeling days and offered Janet some of it to open her own business. To Felicia's surprise, Janet took it, but on the condition that it was a loan, not a gift.

Now here they were, working at this new beach bar, using most of the proceeds to pay back Gina. Janet and Felicia had promised each other that once they had this debt paid off then they would save up for a place of their own, but until then, they were roomies with Gina.

Janet didn't seem to mind living with Gina, but Felicia and Gina butted heads from day one. Gina was a neat freak and a control freak, which clashed with Felicia. Thankfully, their separate schedules kept them apart most of the time.

“So what did you come for?” Felicia sighed. Gina loved to lecture her about getting her life together, etc. Felicia wasn't in the mood for another one of those.

“I came to ask you to reconsider joining the police force.”

Felicia's jaw about dropped when Gina said it. She felt her glutes tighten and her blood rush through her veins.

“What?” It came out as a whisper.

“Rejoin the Sheriff's Department. I'd even be willing to step aside and be a deputy and make you sheriff.” Gina spoke with absolute certainty and never broke off eye contact with Felicia when she spoke.

“I... what?” Felicia shook her head, still processing.

She had sworn off law enforcement in favor of building a life with Janet, and now Gina just swoops in and ignores that?

“I know it's a lot, but think about it. If today's incident proves anything it's that you-”

“No.” Felicia said, voice cold and stern.

“Felicia just think about-”

“No. Do you think I liked getting kidnapped? Having my life threatened, being humiliated? Do you think I want to strut around the beach in a little bikini playing Baywatch?”

“I know you'll like that last part?” Gina smiled and winked, which only made Felicia angrier.

“What makes you think I'd want that?”

“Look, I owe it to you after all-”

“So you want it for yourself? Not because you think I'd want it.”

Gina sighed, opened her mouth, closed it, and then let out a breath.

“Partly,” She said in a defeated tone. “I could use the help. Caitlyn is sweet and means well but she's not a cop, and Eva is... well...”

To drive her point home, Gina turned to Eva, who was on the far side of the bar, leaning over with her ass sticking straight out, pretending not to notice all of the men passing by and staring.

Felicia somewhat understood that last part, but couldn't even stomach the idea of working with Eva. She couldn't even believe that Gina still worked with the Latina, but imagined part of that was because Gina couldn't find anyone else.

Felicia turned back to Gina and shook her head.

“No, I'm done.”

Gina sighed and rolled her eyes.

“At least take some time to think about it. You could use the extra money to-”

“I'm done.” Felicia said in a harsh tone, her blood boiling again. How dare Gina bring their financial situation into this?

She glared at Gina, who got the hint that Felicia was angry.

“Fine, we'll talk later.” She backed away from the bar and headed towards Eva.

Felicia watched as Gina went. Gina wasn't used to hearing no from people, and her response told Felicia this wasn't over.

Gina motioned to Eva, who stepped away from the bar and hurried after her boss.

Felicia watched them, every muscle in her lithe body tensed. Part of her hated Gina for always having that effect on her.

Then she felt soft, calming hands on her shoulders. At first Felicia cringed, then realized it was Janet, softly massaging her.

“Hey, you're tense.” Janet whispered in her ear as she massaged her.

“Sorry, it's just...” Felicia trailed off as she felt the tight coils of muscle in her shoulders start to unravel.

“You know, we could close up for a minute, and I'll take you in the back and show you how to relax.” Janet's hands moved down along Felicia's back as she spoke.

At first Felicia considered saying no. They needed the business, especially since Gina had just expelled a group before they could pay for their drinks, but then Felicia realized that she could probably use it.

Plus more Janet touched her, the more wet she felt herself getting. Her nipples were already hard and erect, and Felicia was afraid that if she turned towards the beach all of the customers would see them poking through her bikini top.

“Sure...” Felicia sighed, leaning her head back.

“Go in the back, I'll by by in a few minutes.” Janet's hands lowered and drifted along Felicia's butt cheeks before pulling away.

Felicia felt her skin flush and hurried towards the back door, feeling more moisture collect between her legs.

Maybe this day was looking up.

2.

“Hey Eva, any day now.” Gina tapped her foot impatiently. Eva only smiled at her and squirted a large pool of tanning oil into her palm.

“Oh hold your horses, you wouldn't want me to burn, would you?” Eva had a way of verbally taunting people that drove Gina crazy, and it drove men crazy, but in a different way. The Latina flashed her brilliant smile and started to rub the oil over her considerable cleavage. Her breasts heaved with every motion and soon started to glisten in the afternoon sun thanks to the oil.

Gina looked around, sighing. As always, Eva was making a spectacle of herself, with men and women both stopping to gawk at her. At one point Gina saw a mother give them a dirty glare as she passed and cover the eyes of her two slack jawed young boys, and for a moment it looked like the woman was going to go up to them and say something, but then Gina saw her eyes go to the police badges on their bikinis and her gaze shifted from anger to confusion. The Sheriff nodded and the woman hustled her children away and her face returned to the default angry look.

Gina and Eva had moved from the beach to the boardwalk, which probably explained why Eva chose now to apply her tanning oil. Eva ate up any attention she could get, male or female, and despite Gina's best efforts, she found it hard to pin down what exactly Eva's sexuality was.

Rope, that's her sexuality.

Gina had found out early on that Eva had a bondage fetish, but soon found out the hard way that Eva's fetish bordered on full on obsession. It didn't matter if Eva was doing the tying or was the one being tied, she loved it all. Unfortunately for Gina, she found herself in Eva's crosshairs once when both of them had been bound and gagged in the back of a van and headed for an unknown doom.

Even now, she shuddered at the thought. A lot had happened since then, and once they had regained control of the Sheriff's department, Gina told herself that Eva was done as a Deputy, but unfortunately help was hard to find, and she had to keep the lusty Latina around.

Right now Gina didn't know who she was annoyed at more, Eva or Felicia. She had hoped that if Felicia had returned, she could reduce Eva's role in the department, maybe keep her on desk duty, but Felicia declined, for now. Part of Gina couldn't blame Felicia, of all the things the girls had been through, Felicia had been through the worst.

And most of it was Gina's fault.

How much more do I have to do for her? Gina wondered. She let Felicia and Janet live with her rent free, she loaned them money for the bar, and now offered Felicia her old position, the same position Gina had stolen, and she declined.

Maybe I'll talk with her more at home. Gina told herself, but knew that Felicia would most likely avoid her at home. Felicia spent most of her time avoiding Gina at home, but this time would probably double that.

Then there was the incident at the bar, which worried Gina. Other than her frequent trips to the cabana, she heard Felicia talking with Janet at home, and knew Felicia wasn't happy there. Gina sensed that the explosion today was something building up inside Felicia for a long time.

Gina worried too about that frat boy if he chose to pursue pressing charges. He had a case for assault, despite his obvious harassment of Felicia. Hopefully the fray boy would spend the rest of his time in Marston's Pointe in a drunken haze, maybe get laid, and forget about it.

Maybe I could send Eva his way, that would make him forget about Felicia. Gina smiled at the thought of the frat boy realizing he was in completely over his head when he got intimate with Eva. He was probably one of those guys who only knew the missionary position and considered himself a sex god despite only having vanilla sex.

“Hola Gina.” Eva's call brought Gina back to reality. She turned towards her mocha skinned deputy to see Eva waving her shapely, thonged ass at Gina while wagging the bottle of tanning oil at her.

“Would you be so kind?” She pouted, eyes shifting from the bottle to her rear end.

Gina rolled her eyes. “Eva, no. Let's go.”

Eva pouted and then bent over a railing, sticking her ass out even further. Gina could practically hear men's necks snapping from trying to get a peek.

“Aw, please...” She wagged her ass back and forth at the Sheriff. Gina could feel more and more eyes on them as Eva put on her show.

“For the last time-”

“Aw, well if you don't then I'll just have to get someone else...” Eva interrupted, and her hungry eyes scanned the crowd around them. Gina finally caved and turned, watching as men stopped, salivating over the sight of the thong clad Latina.

Gina sighed. The easy thing to do would be to let Eva get a random passerby to do it, but one of Gina's priorities was rebuilding the image of the Sheriff's Department, an image that had been tarnished, and a female deputy getting a random tourist to oil up her ass would not be a good image.

“Fine...” Gina sighed and strolled over. Eva cooed with excitement and held out the bottle of tanning oil.

“Hold out your hands!” She exclaimed, smiling.

Gina rolled her eyes and held out her palms for Eva to squirt oil onto. As Eva did, Gina looked over her shoulder to see a crowd forming.

Exactly what Eva wanted.

Eva finished pouring the oil on Gina's hands, and then turned and bent over the wooden railing again, sticking her ass straight out.

Gina rubbed her oil slicked palms together, feeling the expectant eyes of men on them. She looked down at Eva's ass, swinging back and forth like a mocha, peach shaped pendulum and rolled her eyes.

“Hurry up Gina, I'm starting to burn.” Eva taunted.

If anything, this reinforced that Gina needed Eva off patrol, maybe off the force, and fast.

Once the oil was spread over her palms, Gina placed her hands on Eva's cheeks. Eva sighed to accentuate it.

“Ohh, so cool.”

Gina started to rub Eva's ass, watching as her rear started to shine from the tanning oil. Eva swayed her backside as Gina rubbed.

“Oh yes, get it all over...”

Involuntarily, Gina tightened her hands over Eva's ass. Immediately she regretted it, realizing that what would elicit pain from some, would only elicit pleasure from Eva.

Eva cooed and sighed loudly, driving this home.

“Don't forget to get under the cheeks.” Eva looked over her shoulder and winked at Gina as she said this. Gina avoided her gaze and moved her hands down, oiling the area under Eva's ass cheeks and the top of her thighs.

“Excuse me!” A heavily accented female voice called from behind. Gina felt a mixture of relief and annoyance fill her as she pulled away from Eva's ass and rubbed her oil slick hands on her thighs. In some ways she was relieved to be finished with this humiliating public display, but also somewhat suspected that the woman calling after them was going to chide them for such an overt, sexual display.

“Excuse me!” The woman called again. Gina scanned the crowd for the voice, watching as suddenly self conscious men turned away and pretended to mill about the boardwalk. She noticed quite a few of them shoving smart phones in their pockets, which told her that they had most likely been recorded.

That will be on social media any minute now. She grimaced inwardly.

Gina now saw the woman approaching, and saw the bikini she was wearing, and certainly hoped that this woman wasn't going to complain about them being indecent.

The woman was strikingly beautiful, with long, straight blond hair, a wide, pointy noise and full jaw. Her large breasts were held back by a small, pink bikini top and she wore a matching, g-string thong. Slung over her shoulder was a large, matching pink beach bag.

Gina could tell from the woman's solid, sweat coated abs that she spent a lot of time in the gym too. As best Gina could tell, the woman's accent sounded vaguely hispanic, though her light skin made her ethnicity hard to tell.

“Hello, are you... police?” The woman stopped in front of Gina, her eyes scanning over Gina's uniform bikini. Eva had stood back up and turned to face the woman as well, though her hands ran over her own ass, rubbing the remaining oil over her smooth skin.

“Yes, can we help you?” Gina asked, standing straight and doing her best to look authoritative.

“You, I just... I love your bikinis. Are they official uniforms?” The woman asked, her eyes shifting from Gina to Eva. There was something... hungry about her gaze. It was deep and inquisitive, but also always searching and processing.

“Yes, they are. Is there something wrong?” Gina was used to people playing 20 questions over their uniforms, but today wasn't in the mood for it.

“I just love them! They're so... unique!” The woman said, and reached out like she was going to touch Gina's bikini top, but caught herself and retracted her hand.

“Is there a problem or something we can help you with?” Gina asked in her best police voice.

“Yes, as you can see, we're quite busy.” Eva giggled. Gina turned to glare at her and Eva winked, prompting Gina to roll her eyes and turn back to the woman.

“Oh yes, I'm sorry,” The woman extended her hand. “My name is Anya.”

“Gina, Sheriff.” Gina took the woman's hand.

“Eva.” Eva shook her hand as well.

“I'm so sorry to bother you, but there's...” The woman looked around and blushed, suddenly seeming self conscious for a woman parading around in a g-string.

“Yes?” Gina leaned in.

“I saw a man go into the women's changing room.” Anya said in a hushed tone.

“Oh no.” Eva responded, the condescension heavy in her voice.

“Oh yes,” Anya continued. “He was being lead in by a woman. They looked around to make sure no one was watching, but I saw.”

Gina tried to restrain a sigh. A couple sneaking into a changing room for a quickie. It wasn't unheard of, but she hated dealing with them. They were always awkward, or things got heated, very quickly.

“The man was short with dark hair and dark skin,” Anya continued, “And the woman was quite buxom, big, huge breasts!” She pantomimed with her hands in front of her own breasts, cupping them to simulate grasping large, round breasts.

“I see...” Gina nodded her head.

“Yes, and an impressive ass! Quite full, and round!” Anya went on. “She had a white thong bikini! Very nice! Made her cleavage and ass pop!”

Gina perked up. White thong, big breasts and big ass, could it be?

She shook the thought away from her head. No way it could be Tanya, or could it?

“Did you... did she have red hair?” Gina asked. Most likely the woman didn't, but she had to know.

“She had a hat on, and sunglasses, but it looked like she had fiery red hair up under it!” Anya exclaimed.

Gina felt her pulse quicken and tried to contain her excitement. Tanya! It had to be!

The rational part of her brain pushed the thought aside. Why would Tanya return to Marston's Pointe?

At one point, Tanya was a local journalist, but had fallen in league with Shelly Arnold, a known criminal. Together, both women had successfully tricked and kidnapped Gina and her deputies, and Gina had suspected that Shelly had something to do with the disappearance of Jessica, a model friend of Gina's.

Both Tanya and Shelly had gotten on the wrong side of Ace as well, and had undergone their own ordeals with his men. Now both were on the run, wanted by Ace and by Gina. For the past year, there had been neither hide nor hair of Tanya, Shelly, or Shelly's big breasted hench woman, Lisa. Gina had suspected that all of them were someplace far away from Marston's Pointe, and hoped they would leave it at that.

It was something that Gina felt mixed on, because as much as she didn't see them as a priority, the fact that Jessica was still missing bothered her, and it was something Gina took personally. If Tanya was back in Marston's Pointe, Gina had a sneaking suspicion that Shelly wasn't far behind.

Or it could not be Tanya, but another buxom, red-headed woman with a penchant for white thongs.

“Show us.” Gina said to Anya, who perked up and turned away.

“Follow me!” The woman said, and practically skipped ahead of them. Gina turned to Eva.

“Wait out here.” Eva nodded as Gina headed after the blond woman. Gina figured that if whoever was in the changing room tried to run, Eva could grab them on the way out,

At least that was her official reasoning, mostly Gina had Eva wait because she didn't trust her in a sexually charged situation.

As Gina followed the blond woman, she found herself with a front row view of the woman's peachy rear end in the g-string. Her ass was tight and tan, and rippled with the muscly sinews underneath her skin. It was very clear that this woman worked out, and did squats.

***

“You want me to do what?” Taz asked Tanya, a look of confusion on his face.

“Tfff mmmfff pnnnss ufffmm sttfff mmfftt uffff ummm msss!” Tanya mumbled, her mouth stuffed with her own bikini bottoms. To accentuate her point, she wagged her bare ass in Taz's direction. Her hands were bound behind her back with her own bikini top, though the butt plug was still inserted in her anus.

“Ummm...” she batted her eyes and rubbed her ass cheeks with her bound hands while bending over in front of Taz. They had found a stall in the women's changing room and locked the door behind them, and Taz had enthusiastically stuffed Tanya's mouth with her wadded bottoms and tied her hands behind her with her bikini top, but now hesitated at the third step.

Come on! I thought guys like women who do anal!

“Uhh...” Taz's jaw was slack as he gawked at her considerable back side. His swim trunks were down around his ankles, and his hard, erect penis pointed at Tanya's asshole like an antenna.

“Umm cmmm onnn!” She moaned. The more time they wasted, the greater the chances increased of someone walking in.

“Can't we just... do it doggy style?” Taz asked.

“Grrrmm!” Tanya grumbled, seeing the hesitation in his eyes. He was having second thoughts.

This meant extreme tactics.

“Ohhmm... hmmmm...” Tanya backed up, rubbing her ass cheeks against his penis. She could feel his cock pulsing from the blood pumping through it. Taz let out a small squeak.

A squeak? Really? She turned her head away from him and rolled her eyes. This was what she got for messing with amateurs.

“I... uh... suppose I could...” He stammered as Tanya stood straight up, sandwiching his cock between her full, juicy ass cheeks. She pressed her nude body against his and moaned.

“Ooohhhm...” One of Taz's hands came up and gripped her bare breast while the other hand clamped over her stuffed mouth.

“I mean... I could try...” He started rubbing his penis up and down between her cheeks.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya nodded, her own body rocking up and down against him.

“For a lady like you...” He stammered again, and Tanya fought the urge to spit out her bikini gag and tell him to stop talking and just do it.

She could feel the blood pumping through his penis as he pressed it between her ass cheeks. Her skin was flushed with arousal as well as the blood pumped through her body.

“Ohhm... hm...” She moaned, feeling her heart thudding against her ribcage. Tanya looked over her shoulder and met Taz's eyes, which were glazed over with lust and a hint of confusion.

“Ohmm hmmm...” Her eyes shifted down and she bent over again, wagging her ass over Taz's penis. His eyes shifted to the butt plug poking out of Tanya's rear end. She wagged her ass again and his eyes lit up as he finally got the message.

Then behind him, the stall door shook as someone pounded on it from the other side. Taz squeaked again and jumped.

“Mmooo!” Tanya yelled, her mouth full of her own bottoms.

“Come on out!” An authoritative female voice ordered. Tanya spun around and thought Taz's eyes were going to jump right out of his skull they were so wide and terrified. He stood frozen like a statue, his trunks still around his ankles and penis still fully erect.

The stall door shook again, this time the pounding even harder. Tanya thought it would fall right off it's hinges.

“I know your in there, this is the Sheriff. Come out now!”

“Eeep!” This time it was Tanya who squealed and backed into the corner of the stall. Gina!

“Ummm tttyyy mmmee!” She moaned, and wiggled her bound hands at Taz. He seemed to snap back to life and bent over to lift up his trunks.

“Cmmmm mmmmnnn!” Tanya moaned, turning around and waving her bound hands at him again. More pounding, and the stall door shook even more.

“Last chance, open up!” Gina shouted.

Taz lifted his trunks and held them up around his waist with one hand while unlocking the stall with the other. No sooner did the sliding lock “CLICK” open than the door swung wide, revealing Gina in all her glory. Her large breasts heaved up and down and her nostrils were flared as she glared at Taz, and then over to Tanya.

“Hurrrmmmlll...” Tanya bit down on her bikini bottoms and let out a pathetic moan, and she backed past the toilet as far back into the stall as she could go. Gina's eyes fell upon her and widened with recognition.

“Uh... officer... please this isn't what it looks like.” Taz pleaded. He still hadn't tied his trunks and clutched them around his waists while while his erect penis poked through them.

Gina turned her gaze to Taz and she gave him a look like she had forgotten he was there.

“Go, get out, and don't let me catch you on my beach again.”

Taz didn't have to be told twice, and shuffled past the buxom Sheriff and out of sight. Gina never took her eyes off of Tanya, cowering in the corner of the stall. The Sheriff took a few steps forward, hands on her hips.

“Well, well Tanya. What an awkward predicament we find you in.” Gina gloated.

Tanya was pressed in the corner where the stall met the brick wall, and started to slide down, wishing she could make herself smaller.

“Nnnnmmmm.... pppssss... nnnmmm..” She pleaded, shaking her head.

“Oh yes, it's time for you to answer for all you've done.” Gina continued advancing.

Then Tanya noticed movement behind Gina, and her gaze shifted to behind the large breasted Sheriff. At first Tanya thought maybe Taz had come back, but then saw it was a lithe, athletic blond woman. She was clad in a small, pink g-string, and was coming up behind Gina fast. Had she always been there.

Gina noticed Tanya's gaze shifting to behind her, but it was too late. It had all happened so fast. The blond woman came up behind Gina and pressed her body against the Sheriff, one hand clamping over Gina's mouth, while the other produced a small, black gun. No sooner had she placed her hand over Gina's mouth than she held the gun to Gina's temple.

“Hmmmph!” Gina cried into the woman's hand, and her own hand's rose instinctively to pull it away. She stopped though when she realized she had a gun against her head.

“Oh shush Sheriff, this will be over soon.” The blond woman said with an unplaceable accent.

“Hmmm?” Gina's eyes shifted in confusion, her hands still clutching the woman's arm. The blond woman's eyes shifted to Tanya and she winked.

“You just sit tight, I'll deal with you in a moment.” With a wink, she pulled Gina back out of the stall.

“Mmmmfff! Mmmmo!” Gina moaned as she was yanked back.

***

Outside the changing room, it occurred to Eva at some point that it was taking Gina a while to come back out, but she dismissed the notion, too intent on applying tanning oil to the back of her thighs. Of course, this meant that the best way for Eva to apply the oil to the back of her thighs was to bend over as far as she could and reach behind herself to do it. Her thonged, mocha ass stuck straight out, giving the appearance that she was mooning the entire boardwalk behind her.

As Eva's fingers rubbed up and down her lean thigh, she pretended not to notice all the stares from the men as they passed. At one point she increased the speed of her hands as they worked over her thigh, causing her ass cheek to jiggle up and down with the movement. She didn't have to look up to see jaws drop. Plus, to her pretending not to notice was part of the fun. The other fun part was that she knew no one would say anything. The police badge, combined with the gun and handcuffs around her hips, intimidated most men who would usually make a pass at her, and even the prudish women thought twice about calling Eva out for being “inappropriate”.

To her, this was the best part of law enforcement, the power. Walking around with a handy set of cuffs was the second part.

Maybe I should go in and check on Gina? Eva thought, then decided not to. If Gina needed help, she wouldn't have told Eva to wait outside.

Eva of course, knew that the real reason was that Gina didn't trust Eva, not since that night in the van. Part of Eva couldn't blame Gina, but she didn't regret a minute of it. Ropes and gags had an effect on Eva, especially when the threat of imminent death hung over her head. It had been the most turned on Eva had ever been, and she still pleasured herself to the memory of that night.

She could still remember it like it was yesterday, having a bound and gagged Gina bent over her knee, then she pulled down Gina's thong while the taller woman squealed into her gag. Particularly, Eva remembered the noise Gina made when she shoved her finger up Gina's ass. Often, Eva wondered how that night would have went if they wouldn't have been rescued.

One day I hope to find out. Eva smiled to herself and stood straight, preparing to oil up her other thigh, when she heard frenzied footsteps behind her. She barely had time to turn her head before she felt someone run into her.

A male voice let out a squeal as whoever it was practically bounced off of Eva's buoyant backside. She looked behind her to see a dark skinned young man with a close cropped hair style back away and throw his arms up.

“Oh no! Please don't...” he began, then his swim trunks fell down, revealing a quite large and erect penis, and Eva realized that one of his hands had been holding up his trunks.

The young man squealed and bent over, struggling to pull up his shorts.

“Oh please, please don't arrest me, I'm sorry” He stammered, looking up at Eva as she turned to face him. She had a look about her, she knew that, and it was a look that made most men and women uncomfortable, and from the look of things, it was happening again.

The boy stopped, shorts halfway up, and met Eva's gaze. The hungry, animal look in her eyes practically caused him to melt. Meekly, he backed up, hiking his shorts up.

“Please... the other woman... she told me to run...” He motioned to the changing room behind him.

Eva licked her lips and looked at his quickly shrinking penis under the swim trunks.

“Oh is that so? Well, public nudity is a serious crime.” Eva murmured, taking a few steps forward. He retreated, hands clutching at his swim trunks for dear life.

“I'm sorry, it was just a bit of fun, really.”

“Well you best get on your way before my partner gets out here. I'll be nice... this once.” She punctuated that with a wink that caused him to squeal and drop his pants, eliciting another squeal.

The young man struggled to pull his shorts up and nodded at Eva and then scurried away. She did her best to look like a cop, standing straight and placing her hands on her hips as she watched him scurry down the boardwalk away from her. Part of Eva was tempted to mess with the kid, to handcuff him while his pants fell and humiliate him a bit, but she figured that Gina would be out any minute and wouldn't approve.

Plus, she preferred to play with women. Men weren't bad though, when she was bored and wanted something new.

Eva turned her attention back to the changing room entrance, expecting Gina to come out at any minute, either with or without a handcuffed woman in tow.

A few minutes passed and no one came out of the room. Eva bit her lip. She wasn't concerned, but... curious?

Was the woman proving difficult? Could Gina perhaps need an extra hand? If she did, then she would have radioed for Eva. Then there was that blond woman with the Spanish sounding accent, could have sent her out too if she needed a hand. Where was she?

Hands still on her hips, Eva tapped her foot against the boardwalk. A few more minutes passed and still no Gina.

She decided to give it a few more minutes. If there was trouble, Eva would have heard the commotion by now. In a little bit she would go in and see if Gina needed an extra hand.

Plus, if the woman was being a pain, it meant that Eva could have a little fun restraining her.

***

“Llfffttt mmme mmmoo!” Gina mumbled into the thick, white cloth wrapped around her mouth. She was seated on the cold, wet concrete of the changing room floor, looking up at her captor: The blond woman in the g-string, who stood over her, a satisfied smile on her face while she held Gina's police issue bikini in her hand mockingly.

“I'm sorry Sheriff, I just saw this cute little bikini of yours and I couldn't help myself.” The woman smiled, looking down at the bound and naked Sheriff.

“Wyyy mmooo... Wnnn hhhh ggmmmmm fyyyy..” Gina narrowed her gaze and tried to look intimidating despite her circumstances. As she did, she strained against the ropes that bound her hands behind her back, but it was tied tightly and securely. Her feet were also bound together too at the ankle.

And she was completely nude, this woman, whoever she was, had taken Gina's bikini top and bottoms.

“Oh it's okay Sheriff, I'm soon someone will be along soon to set you free, but by then I'll be long gone.” The woman giggled.

“Mmmrrrph! Mmmm!” Gina stamped her feet against the ground in frustration. This hadn't been the first time she had been bound and gagged, far from it actually, but she still despised it.

Most of all though, she didn't want Eva to be the one to find her. Just thinking of what that woman would do if she found Gina bound and gagged and naked sent a shudder through the nude Sheriff.

Movement caught Gina's eye, and at first she thought maybe it was someone entering the changing room. Her heart fluttered and her eyes widened with hope, but the she saw that it was Tanya, hands still tied behind her back and mouth still stuffed with her bikini bottoms, edging her way out of the bathroom stall she had been cowering in.

Gina's eyes narrowed and she felt her blood boil. Tanya thought she could just weasel away.

“Hyyy! Mmmrurrrmm!” Gina mumbled. The blond followed Gina's gaze and saw Tanya trying to creep away on tiptoe. Tanya froze, eyes wide and scared.

“Ulllp!” She moaned.

The blond woman eyed Tanya up and then turned back to Gina.

“Don't go anywhere.” She winked.

“Hrrrrumm! Mmmmrrrm!” Gina spat.

The blond woman still held her small gun in one hand and approached Tanya calmly and cooly.

“Oh you, trying to slip away are we?”

“Umm hmm!” Tanya shook her head, still frozen where she stood.

The blond woman stopped in front of Tanya and cocked her head in an “Oh really?” gesture.

“Well, here's the thing,” She began. “I was going to let you go anyway, but there's something I need from you in return.”

“Hrrrmm?” Tanya asked, nodding her head.

“That bikini of yours.” The blond held out the hand that held Gina's bikini in it. Tanya looked at the hand, and then at Gina in confusion.

Gina only sat frozen, just as confused, no choice but to watch how this played out.

Who was this woman?

***

Eva leaned against a wooden railing, her eyes still on the entrance to the changing room. It had been five minutes and still no one had come out. She had half considered passing the time by rubbing more tanning oil over her body, but she was bored of that game.

I guess I better go in and see what's going on.

After all, she was only being a good cop, seeing if her superior needed back up. If Gina said it was okay, then Eva would just go back to waiting outside.

She had just pulled herself away from the railing when a familiar nude form came running out of the changing room. Her long red hair was up in a bun, but Eva recognized the voluptuous, curvy body and the large breasts anywhere...

Tanya.

She was completely naked and holding a large, wide brim sun hat over her large breasts with one hand while using the other to cover her bare vagina. Tanya stumbled out of the changing room and her head whipped around in a panic. Her legs shifted like she had to go to the bathroom but it seemed more like a nervous habit than anything.

Her head spun, trying to plan her next move, but then her gaze fell on Eva. Her eyes widened in recognition, and then she let out a cry of terror and turned and ran down the boardwalk, rewarding Eva with a view of her nude, bulbous ass as it jiggled up and down as she ran.

Everyone on the crowded boardwalk gave her a wide berth, all starring slack jawed as the nude woman ran past them.

Eva admired her as she ran, soaking in all of her humiliation along with the sight of her large, wonderful, naked ass. Once Tanya was out of sight, Eva turned towards the entrance of the changing room expecting to see Gina hot on her heels.

No one came out. Eva bit her lip. Now this was odd, and unlike Gina. She was torn for a moment, unsure as to chase down Tanya or go in and check on Gina.

She considered this a moment and then decided that she would poke her head in just for a moment to see what Gina was up to before pursuing Tanya. Plus she figured that it wouldn't be hard to follow Tanya, seeing how a naked woman running along the beach was bound to raise some eyebrows.

Eva let out a sigh and strolled towards the changing room, bracing herself.

Part of her thought that maybe Gina let Tanya go, deciding to take her clothes and humiliate her as punishment for all she had done, but that was something Eva would do, not Gina. Gina hadn't been subtle about the fact that she wanted Tanya behind bars.

Then there was the matter of that other woman, the blond woman in the g-string. Where was she? Maybe she was the one holding up Gina?

Eva supposed that she would find out soon enough as she entered the changing room and rounded the cement partition wall that blocked passers-by from seeing inside. What she saw when she stepped around the wall was not what she was expecting, but it was still one of the most pleasant surprises of her day, week, or month.

For Eva, what she saw was her equivalent to Christmas in July.

Sitting on the ground in the middle of the changing room was Gina, hands bound behind her, feet tied at the ankle, and her mouth gagged with a thick, white cloth that covered her lips completely.

And to make it better, she was buck-ass nude. Gina had her head down and seemed to be focusing on wriggling her hands out of the ropes binding them, but when Eva entered her head shot up, eyes wide with a look of hope and anticipation. When she saw that it was Eva that entered, her eyes stayed wide, but it wasn't with hopeful anticipation, it was nervous anticipation. Her massive, bare breasts heaved up and down with each labored breath she took under the gag.

“Ohhrrrm...” Gina mumbled, and seemed to shrink away.

Eva felt her heart skip a beat, and then make up for it by pounding against her chest at a thousand miles an hour. Instinctively, she felt her hands brush against her inner thighs as her nipples went erect against her bikini top and moisture start to collect between her legs.

“Urrrmm hrrrm! Mmmrrrm! Ummm!” Gina resumed her struggling, kicking her bound feet against the floor and shaking her bound hands at Eva.

She expects me to free her. Eva thought and smiled. The temperature in the changing room seemed to have gone up several degrees and Eva felt herself breaking out in a cool sweat.

Gina's face changed from nervous anticipation to a harsh, warning face.

“Mmmllett mmee mmmo! Hhlllp!” She implored Eva as the Latina took a step towards the bound and gagged Sheriff. It occurred to Eva that she should probably be questioning what happened and how Gina ended up in this particular predicament, but she didn't care. There would be plenty of time for that after.

As the Latina grew closer to the helpless Sheriff, Gina started to scoot back along the wet concrete of the empty changing room.

“Mmmooo! Mmmoo!” Gina shook her head, pushing herself back with her bound feet.

“Oh Gina, what have you gotten yourself into here?” Eva taunted, stalking her prey like a lioness in the jungle. Gina stopped and glared up at her.

“Ummffvva! Mlllltttt mmme mmo! Mmooo hhhrrrr mmme!” Gina barked into her gag, doing her best to look and sound intimidating despite the gag and nudity. Eva liked it, feeling her skin flush with arousal at the helpless Sheriff's futile attempts at defiance.

Eva smiled and squatted down on her haunches next to Gina, her pose like that of an animal ready to strike. Her hungry eyes leered on Gina's nude, shapely body.

“And it looks like you lost your clothes too... such a shame.” She smiled and met Gina's gaze. Gina glared at her.

“Mmmrrrff mmo! Hllp! Hlllp!” Gina stamped her feet and raised her head, calling out for anyone that could hear.

But she was gagged. No one could hear her, except Eva.

Gina stopped her moaning and met Eva's gaze, her nude body slick with sweat.

“You know, when we walk you out of here, we wouldn't want you to get a burn.” Eva smiled, and pulled the bottle of tanning oil from her belt.

Gina's eyes shifted from Eva to the bottle in her hand and the bound sheriff pushed herself back even further.

“Mmooo! Mmmo!” She shook her head, scooting as far back as she could.

Eva pounced, scurrying over to Gina and planting all of her weight on the naked woman's lap.

“Uffff!” Gina huffed into her gag and tried to wriggle out from under the curvy Latina, but Eva settled in, using her considerable rear-end to keep Gina pinned.

“Ffff mooo! Efffaa! Hrrrmm yyy gfff offf fmmm thssss!” Gina resorted to muffled threats again as Eva spread oil over her palms.

The bound woman's eyes shifted from Eva's hands to her own bare breasts and then up Eva's brown, lustful eyes. Gina knew exactly what she planned on doing.

“Hyy! Mmmo! Mmmo!” Gina shook her head and kicked and struggled, doing everything in her minimal power to scoot out from under the Latina’s weight.

But it was all for nothing. Hands coated with the slick oil, Eva leaned forward and gripped the soft, bare skin of Gina's perky breasts. The Sheriff moaned and stiffened as Eva's hands tightened on her bosom.

“Mmmo! Umffff!” Gina moaned, trying to pull away, which resulted in Eva tightening her grip, squeezing as hard as she could.

“MMMMEEEP!” Gina squealed, and then looked down to see Eva massaging the shiny oil over her gigantic nude breasts.

“Oh hush, you know how this goes.” Eva giggled and met Gina's gaze. Gina glared back at her.

“Orrmm hrrrmm mmmurrm!” Gina spat.

Eva continued to rub oil over Gina's breasts, watching as the glistened under the bare bulbs that lit the changing room.

“Oh Gina, it's okay. We'll just get you oiled up so you don't burn on your walk back to the patrol car.” Eva giggled.

“Mmmrrff!?” Gina asked.

Eva's hands moved to the underside of Gina's breasts, gently massaging them with the slick oil.

“You have to look nice and sexy for all of the people that will be watching.” Eva winked.

“Mmmmmo! Mmmmff!” Gina moaned, and kicked again.

Eva finished oiling the under side of Gina's breasts, and reached over to retrieve the bottle from the ground next to her. As she did, Gina started to kick and struggle even more furiously.

“Hhhy! Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmmpph!” Gina moaned, kicking and squirming underneath Eva.

“Oh Gina, calm down, this will all be over-” Eva leaned back up and saw that Gina was staring at something behind Eva, eyes wide with alarm.

Had someone walked in? That would be awkward.

Before Eva could turn to see, a soft, feminine hand clamped over her mouth and she felt the cold metal of a gun placed to her temple.

“Oh, this day keeps on getting better.” An accented female voice whispered in her ear.

Eva couldn't agree more, and barely contained the shiver of excitement that ran through her body.

***

Felicia and Janet's lips embraced deeply and passionately. A moment later, Felicia felt Janet's tongue slide into her mouth and explore every corner and curve. It was not the only place Felicia hoped Janet's tongue would explore before this was through. As they embraced, Janet pressed her body up against Felicia's, her large, soft breasts pushing against the former sheriff turned bartender's. The only thing that kept their bosoms apart were the thin, soft bikini tops that Felicia hoped would come off in time.

As their mouths embraced, Felicia found herself want grab Janet and hold her close, to feel her warm body pressed against hers. Felicia wanted to run her hands along Janet's back and squeeze those beautiful, tanned ass cheeks of hers, but right now that was impossible since Felicia's hands were suspended above her, tied together and then secured to a rope that ran from the ceiling of the bar. Her feet too were tied at the ankle, rendering Felicia near immobile and helpless at Janet's mercy, which was how she liked it.

When Felicia left the police force, she had sworn to never let someone tie her up again, but that had been a conditional promise. Janet proved to be quite a kinky lady, and enjoyed tying up Felicia, and she was the only person that Felicia would let willingly tie her up and gag her.

Felicia let out a moan as she slipped her tongue into Janet's mouth, and she felt Janet's hand run down along her back. Despite the limiting rope, Felicia pressed her body as close to Janet's as she could, unconsciously thrusting her hips towards her lover.

Janet's hand slid down and tightened on Felicia's bare ass cheek, causing Felicia to break off the kiss and sigh.

“Don't be too loud.” Janet smiled, backing away from the bound woman. Felicia only moaned and thrust her hips forward.

“What are you going to do about it?” Felicia sighed, her body tingling with the cool rush of arousal. In response, Janet backed away, a mischievous smile on her face.

“Oh get back here...” Felicia sighed, tugging on the restraints that kept her in place. She wanted Janet's body in every way, and wanted Janet to use her.

Janet only smiled and grabbed a long, white cloth from a table.

“I'll have to make sure you can't use that big mouth of yours to call attention to us.” She said, holding up the cloth between her hands.

A tingle of excitement ran through Felicia and she looked at the wooden door that lead out to the front of the bar. Janet had put up the closed sign but that didn't stop people from collecting outside and waiting for the bar to reopen. For all intents and purposes, this back room was mostly used as a store room, filled with boxes and various supplies, but it also doubled as a play room for Janet and Felicia. They both secretly thrived on the thrill of exploring each other's bodies while people waited outside, oblivious.

“I could call for help and a million guys would be breaking down that store to stop you.” Felicia smiled, taunting her lover.

Janet responded by turning around, giving Felicia an amazing view of her thonged ass, and sticking the white cloth between her luscious thighs. Then Janet turned her head, winked, and rubbed the cloth back and forth between her cheeks. Felicia sighed and rubbed her bound legs together, relishing the wetness growing between her legs.

“Oh you dirty woman! Whatever will you do with all tied up like this?” Felicia asked.

Janet approached, now holding the cloth out between her hands again.

“First, I'll make sure you can't use that big mouth of yours to call for help.” And with that, she pressed the thick cloth between Felicia's quivering lips.

“Ummm... mmmm...” Felicia moaned into the gag as her lover tied it at at the back of her neck.

***

Across the beach, in the changing room, Gina was having a far less titillating bondage experience, unlike her “partner” Eva, who was currently naked, bound, and gagged back to back with Gina. A length of rope was wrapped around their chests several times, keeping both of their nude bodies pressed against each other.

“Ufff... mmmm...” Eva moaned in ecstasy as the blond woman who had overpowered them both rubbed tanning oil on Eva's slender leg.

“Hrry! Cmmm mmmonn!” Gina elbowed Eva in frustration.

“Offf hfff.... mmmfff...” Eva didn't seem fazed by Gina's reaction, and continued to sigh into her gag as the blond woman switched to rubbing oil along the Latina other leg.

“I must say, this is a unique development, but a pleasant one.” Their captor taunted. Gina turned her head to face the mysterious woman and flashed her best warning glare at her.

“Cmm mmmoon! Ummmtttyyy mmmee!” Gina stamped her feet. The woman gave Gina an “Oh really?” look.

“Do you seriously expect me to just untie you and let you go?”

“Mmmooo...” Eva sighed, rubbing her bound legs together, prompting Gina to sigh into her gag. The blond woman had easily over powered the Latina deputy, and by easily, it looked like Eva hadn't even put up a fight. After the Latina had been bound and gagged, the blond removed Eva's bikini and stuck it in her bag along with Gina's and Tanya's bikini.

What's this woman's deal anyway? Gina wondered, and what was her obsession with bikinis? Was it a fetish thing?

In addition to stealing their bikinis, the woman had also taken their belts, along with all of the supplies: guns, ammo, radios, etc. She seemed less interested in those items though, seemingly just taking them out of necessity.

After the woman bound Gina and Eva back to back, she had rubbed the tanning oil over the front of Gina's body and was now doing the same to Eva. Both women's skin glistened in the low, dingy lighting of the changing room.

The woman lifted her hand away from Eva's leg and stood up, bottle of lotion still in her other hand.

“Well ladies, it's been fun, but I'm afraid that I have other things to do” She said with a pout.

“Uffmm mmmoo!” Eva moaned into the white cloth gagging her and kicked her feet in displeasure.

“Oh don't worry, I'll leave you with something fun to play with.” The blond exclaimed to Eva, who cooed into her gag.

Gina froze, not liking where this was going. Not one bit. Needless to say that when she went to work today she was not expecting to be bound, gagged, naked, and oiled up alongside her coworker who already had a bondage fetish.

“Mmmmo! Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Gina tugged against the ropes holding her, crying into her gag for anyone who would listen.

“Oh don't worry, I'm sure someone will be along shortly to set you ladies free,” The blond began. “But, I do realize that I forgot to oil up your backs.” She held up the bottle of oil with a smile.

Gina turned and froze. Behind her, Eva eyed up the bottle and squealed in pleasure.

“Mmmmph! Umm! Mmm!” Gina strained against the ropes, trying to pull away from the lusty Latina.

“Ufff hffff hfff ffff...” Eva let out what sounded like a giggle into her gag.

The blond stepped between the bound, nude police women and tipped over the bottle of lotion. A second later Gina felt the cool, viscous substance drizzle along her shoulder blades.

“Huurrrrmmm! Mmmmurrrm!” She moaned into her gag, cringing as the woman drizzled the oil along her and Eva's back like a chef drizzles olive oil onto a pan.

In no time, Gina's back was completely soaked in the substance. She turned and looked up at the woman, who stood and tossed the empty oil bottle behind her. Gina heard it clatter somewhere deep in the bowels of the changing room.

“There, that should keep you two nice and busy until someone stumbles along and finds you.”

“Offf wwwnnn hhyyy gfffff mmmo!” Gina spat and once again tugged on the ropes binding her to Eva.

“Tootles!” The blond smiled, waved, and skipped towards the exit.

“Mmffff! Mmoo! Hyy!” Gina moaned, tugging on her bonds but it was no use, whoever this woman was, she knew her way around ropes. Her hands and feet were tied tight, and the gag was secure around her mouth.

She had no choice but to wait until someone walked into the changing room and found them, naked, bound and gagged and covered in oil.

Oil! Gina's eyes lit up! That was it! Maybe with her back drenched in oil she could use that to slip out from the rope that held her and Eva together. Then after that it was all just a matter of finding a way of cutting herself loose.

Her eyes scanned the changing room, looking for a sharp edge or something that she could use to-

-There! On the opposite end of the changing room were bathroom mirrors! Gina would have to find a way to break them and use the glass to cut her ropes, but how would she break them?

She shrugged, figuring that she would cross that bridge when she got to to. Now she just had to slip free from the rope around her chest.

“Ummmm... ufff...” Gina moaned and rubbed her back along Eva's back, trying to slide down. Eva cooed behind her.

“Ohmmm... hmmm...” Eva rubbed her back along Gina's. Was she getting the message?

Yes! Eva rubbed, and Gina rubbed! This could be it, they could escape!

Gina slid down and felt the rope bite into her nipples.

“Hurrrm!” It was tight, tighter than she anticipated, but she would have to endure it.

Behind her, Eva pressed her bare back against Gina's and moaned softly into her gag.

“Ummm... mmuuurmmm...”

“Cmmmm oonnn! Mmfff!” Gina mumbled, sliding her back down along Eva's shoulder blades. They could do this.

Then Eva heaved her weight forward, causing the rope to constrict around Gina's large breasts.

“URRRRRM!” Gina cried in pain and alarm. Eva relaxed and Gina felt the ropes loosen ever so slightly.

“Ummmm?” Gina's eyes widened, and she realized that Eva had no intention using the oil to slide out from the ropes, and wasn't attempting to help Gina escape. She was just using her back to rub the oil over Gina's skin.

Oh no! Gina barely had time to think before Eva rolled onto her side, taking Gina with her.

“Hrrry! Mmmo!” Gina moaned, falling onto her side along with the Latina.

“Offf mmmmyyy...” Eva moaned and pressed herself back. Gina felt the Latina's curvy, full, oil coated ass cheeks pressed against her own bare buttocks.

“Hrryy! Mmoo!” Gina looked over her shoulder and protested.

“Ohhmm...” Eva ignored the sheriff and started moving her hips up and down, using her oil slicked buttocks to rub the oil over Gina's as well.

“Ohhrrmm hhrrrmm...” Gina moaned, resting her head against the cool cement floor. Her eyes fell on the entrance to the changing room and in that moment she didn't care about the humiliation of being found like this, she just wanted someone to walk in and put an end to it.

But no one did, and Eva continued to rub her nude, sizable ass over Gina's somewhat smaller but still impressive rear end.

***

“Uhhmmm...” Felicia moaned, her lips quivering around the white cloth pulled tight between them. A moment later, Janet leaned forward and planted a kiss on Felicia's gagged mouth.

“Grrrmm...uhmmm...” Felicia sighed again. She was grateful for the ropes holding her limp body up because without them she would have collapsed into Janet's arms long ago, putty to be molded by her lover's delicate hands.

Janet kissed Felicia again, and reached around Felicia's back and gripped her full, luscious ass cheeks with both hands, soliciting another muffled sigh from the suspended woman. Her lover's greedy hands traced the curves of Felicia's backside and then pulled her forward. Both of their bodies touched, Janet's large breasts squeezed hard against Felicia's. Felicia could feel Janet's erect nipples poking through her bikini top.

“Urrrmm hmm... mmm...” Felicia sighed, rubbing her hips against Janet's. Underneath her bikini bottoms she was soaking wet.

Janet's hands moved up Felicia's butt cheeks again to her hips and found the knots that held Felicia's thong in place.

“Mrrrmm... grrrmm...” Felicia rubbed herself against Janet, pleading with her eyes for the older woman to disrobe her.

But Janet didn't. Instead her hands continued up, the edges of her fingernails tracing Felicia's sides, leaving a trail of raised flesh along the bound woman's body. Then her hands moved inward to just under Felicia's breasts...

“Grrrumm hrrmmm... mmmm!” Felicia sighed, squirming under Janet's touch.

Janet's hand cupped around Felicia's breasts and squeezed, causing a slight tremor of pain to echo through the bound woman's soft bosoms.

“Ufff.. mfff..” Felicia moaned, wriggling, too aroused to be truly affected by the pain.

One of Janet's hands slid under Felicia's bikini top, and her index finger danced along the tip of Felicia's nipple.

“Uggllmm...” Felicia moaned and bit down on her gag. A moment later, Janet moved the cup to Felicia's bikini top aside and pulled the younger woman's right breast free. A moment later Janet's left hand slid under the left side of Felicia’s bikini top and pulled her other breast free.

As Felicia dangled there, helpless and exposed, at her lover's mercy, Janet once again pressed her warm, aroused body against Felicia's. Their hearts pounded in unison, their bodies crying out for each other's touch, for each other's penetration.

But Felicia knew Janet better than that. She knew that Janet would keep her hanging on the edge of the hook, wanting and anticipating, thirsty for what the other woman would do next. Janet wanted Felicia just as much, every nerve in her body crying out for her, but Janet had self control the likes of which Felicia had never known, and would wait, knowing that the pleasure at the end of it all was worth it.

So they stood there, Felicia suspended and in Janet's grasp, feeling Janet's still covered breasts press against her own exposed bosoms. Then Janet slid down, her head lowering, and ran her tongue over Felicia's hard, exposed left nipple.

“Eeep!” Felicia jumped, feeling the cold tip of Janet's tongue play across her breast. Then Janet turned her head and did the same with Felicia's right nipple, eliciting another cry of excitement from the bound and gagged woman.

Janet's tongue traced Felicia's nipple and then slid down along the younger woman's midsection. Felicia's whole body shuddered and convulsed.

“Urrffmmm mmmuurrm hmm..” She moaned, closing her eyes and biting her gag, rivets of pleasure ripping through her body as her lover lapped her tangy, sweaty skin.

Janet's tongue stopped just below Felicia's navel and her hands once again grabbed the knots holding her bikini bottoms in place. Felicia opened her eyes and looked down at her lover, who was watching her intently.

“Urrrmm hmmm...” Felicia sighed.

Janet smiled and pulled at the knots with one swift, practiced motion and Felicia's bikini bottoms fell away, exposing her smooth, waxed vagina. With a flourish, Janet yanked the dangling thong out from between Felicia's legs and tossed it aside.

“Mmmrrrmm hrrmm! Mmm...” Felicia moaned, thrusting her hips at Janet. She was so wet, and wanted to feel her lover's tongue inside her.

Janet didn't give her that satisfaction though. Instead she smiled and stood up.

“Mmooo! Mmmopph!” Felicia let out an involuntary moan of frustration and once again thrust her hips in Janet's direction. Her whole body was on fire with desire, and she wanted Janet.

Janet watched with an amused expression as Felicia dangled and thrust her nude body at her.

“Cmmm mmmoon! Mmmph! Fffff mmmeee!” Felicia moaned, pulling on her bonds, her eyes wide and demanding. She bit down hard on her now soaked gag.

Janet only continued to smile and walked around her bound and gagged toy, her fingernails dancing along Felicia's nude body as she did. Felicia moaned and wriggled as Janet circled her, like a hunter that had prey caught in a trap.

“Urrrrhmm mrrrmm...” Felicia moaned, crying out for release.

Janet pressed her body against Felicia's from behind, causing Felicia to elicit another involuntary sigh. Then Janet started to slide down Felicia's body, her nails sliding along Felicia's toned, muscular shoulder blades. Then Felicia felt the tip of Janet's tongue trace her spinal cord.

“Ufffll... mlll...”

Janet moved lower and lower, tracing Felicia's spine down her back with her tongue.

Then Janet stopped just at the small of Felicia's back, above her full, juicy butt cheeks. Felicia's eyes flew open and her heart quickened it's pace. Was Janet about to do what she thought she was going to do?

Felicia stood on her tip toes, frozen. Every nerve in her body waited in anticipation for what would happen next. Her heart pounded against her ribcage like a caged animal attempting to break free of it's cage.

Then Janet's hands grabbed both of Felicia's bare ass cheeks, and her tongue dipped down the top of her ass crack.

Felicia sighed into her gag, a long, labored sigh filled with nervous excitement and anticipation. The sigh continued as Janet's tongue traced down between Felicia's trembling, excited cheeks.

“Mmrrrumm... mmmmeep... mmmm...” Felicia whimpered into her gag, her whole body quaking now with excitement. Janet's tongue moved lower and lower, closer now to that point of penetration.

Just when Janet was low enough, at that point of no return, she withdrew her tongue, but kept her hands planted on Felicia's ass cheeks.

“Mmmooh! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, and stuck her ass out towards Janet's face. Damn her and her teasing!

The blood was pulsing through Felicia's body, every one of her muscles quivered with arousal. She wanted Janet, and would let Janet do whatever she liked to her.

One of Janet's hands smacked Felicia's ass, sending a loud echo of skin on skin throughout the back room of the bar. Felicia moaned into her gag.

Another smack, another moan. Felicia stayed bent over, Janet's willing submissive.

Janet's hands planted on Felicia's cheeks and she felt her lover spread her lovely butt cheeks slightly. Felicia moaned again and closed her eyes, preparing herself for what was to come next.

Someone knocked on the door. Felicia's eyes flew open and in the same instant she felt Janet let go of her spread ass cheeks.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmpph!” Felicia spat in frustration. She stared daggers at the back door to the store room that lead to the beach beyond.

Another knock, but it wasn't coming from the back door. Felicia turned her head to face the door that lead out to the bar. The knocking was coming from there.

Janet was standing and stepped away from her bound and gagged lover, and was giving an irritated look at the door. Whoever was on the other side knocked again.

“Grrr...” Felicia moaned, her brow furrowed. If someone was on the other side, that meant that they had climbed over the bar to get to the door. Red hot anger boiled in Felicia's blood at the thought.

Fucking customers.

Janet turned to Felicia and shrugged.

“I'll get rid of them. Don't go anywhere.” She winked at the last part. Felicia rolled her eyes at the cheesy line.

Janet started approaching the door, each step she took was full of purpose and authority.

“Hey we're closed!” Janet cried out as she approached.

The knocking continued on the other side.

Janet stopped on the other side of the door, unlocked it, and opened it just a crack, so that she could peek out just slightly... and keep the bound, gagged, and nude Felicia out of sight.

“I said, we're close-” Janet began, but was then cut off by an accented, female voice.

“Hola, I was wondering if you could help me?” The woman said.

Felicia craned her neck, attempting to see over Janet's shoulder at who was on the other side. As she looked, she couldn't help but admire the beautiful view she had of Janet's thonged, tanned ass as she leaned to look out the door.

Janet didn't respond to the woman's question, in fact, didn't do much of anything except stand completely still. Felicia watched, waiting for Janet to say something, or step out to get rid of the intruder, but she stood almost like a statue.

Felicia furrowed her brow and started to sense that something was wrong.

A moment later, Janet stepped back and allowed the door to swing open. Felicia shrunk back, suddenly self conscious.

“Hrryy! Mooo!” Felicia moaned, but then she too froze and stared wide eyed.

Janet was taking a step back from the door, her hands up in the air in a gesture of surrender. Standing on the other side of the door was a woman with long, straight blond hair and a tiny, pink g-string bikini. A beach bag was slung over her shoulder, and in her hand she held a small, black pistol trained straight at Janet.

“I was wondering if you could open the register for me.” The woman asked, gun still aimed right at Janet's heart.

***

“Mommy, that lady's naked!” Tanya heard a child yell as she ran past. She barely had time to turn her head and see a small boy pointing at her.

“Hey, cover up! I'm calling the police!” The boy's mother yelled while she covered her son's eyes.

Tanya let out an involuntary cry and and hurried down along the beach. As she did, she felt herself stumble and lose her grip on the hat she had been using to cover her bare breasts. She let out another cry as the hat fell and ahead of her she saw several men turned and gawk at her now exposed nipples. Quickly, her hand rushed up and covered her breasts while the other grabbed the hat out of the air and held it over her waist, covering her bare vagina.

The men still hooted and cat called her, and she felt the prying, electronic eyes of phones recording her nude body. Tanya hurried down the beach, avoiding eye contact with everyone she passed.

I need to find somewhere to hide! Getting out of sight was her first and main priority, especially now since someone had threatened police action, though Tanya suspected that the mother wasn't the first person to call the police on her.

As she ran, her eyes scanned the beach for a stray towel or something, anything that she could use to cover up but all she could see was a blurred mass of gawking onlookers. Worse off, no one was coming forward to offer her help or something to protect her modesty.

Her panicked eyes flew in every direction, searching for some sort of sanctuary, but things passed her in such a rush that she probably wouldn’t notice a hiding spot anyway. Tanya didn't take the police threat all that seriously, seeing how she knew that Gina was currently incapacitated, but she didn't knew how many other officers were out there currently.

As she looked out over the crowded beach, Tanya's heart skipped a beat as she noticed what could be salvation ahead: a brown, thatched roof on top of a bamboo frame. She picked up speed, hoping to duck inside the structure for shelter, but as she got closer, her good spirits dropped and she felt her pace slowing.

It was the tiki bar from earlier, the one Felicia worked at.

Tanya slowed, taking in the sight of the bar. The once crowded front was empty, and she didn’t seen anyone currently working the bar.

Maybe it's closed, or they're on break?

She hurried along, looking over her shoulder. The crowd behind had thinned, but heads were still turning to watch her go. The bar was the only structure in sight, unless she wanted to head off the beach.

Bad idea. She thought, realizing that leaving the beach would lead her to the street, where there would be even more onlookers.

Tanya hurried towards the tiki bar, figuring that she could hide behind it and regroup.

There's gotta be a back room. She thought, and hoped that maybe the entrance to the back room was unlocked. Maybe she could sneak inside and find a towel or something to cover up with.

Despite her quickening her pace, the run across the beach to the bar felt like ages. Every step on the hot sand felt like a lifetime, and all the while she could feel hungry eyes watching her bare ass. It occurred to Tanya that her ass being completely nude wasn't much different from strutting around the beach in a thong, but that thin strip of fabric running between her cheeks provided her so much security and modesty, as opposed to being nude and exposed for all to see.

As she ran, she flashed back to another time she had been humiliated like this. It was a party, and she and Shelly had gotten into a physical fight before being stripped completely of their clothes in front of all of her party guests before being bound, gagged, and shoved into the back of a van.

And the humiliations didn't stop there...

Tanya reached the tiki bar and hurried to the back of it and pressed herself flat against the bamboo. Her heart was pounding fast against her rib cage, and she stayed there for a moment, catching her breath and getting her bearings. She half expected someone to follow her behind the bar, either to ask if she was alright or chastise her for her public nudity, but several moments passed and no one came by.

Moments passed and Tanya's mind started to slow, and more and more she started to process the events leading up to this moment. Who was that blond woman, and what did she want with Gina? More so, why did she let Tanya go, sans bikini?

Her first priority was finding something to cover up with, and then getting off the beach safely, and then she would look into these questions. Tanya took in her surroundings, and noticed a few feet down a wooden door between the bamboo, a back door to the bar. She slunk down along the back wall of the bar and gripped the handle to the door. It turned easily in her hand, unlocked.

A sigh of relief left Tanya's lips and she started to pull at the door but then stopped herself. What if Felicia and Janet were back here? An image flashed in Tanya's mind of them turning, jaws agape at the nude, red-haired woman hurrying through their back door.

Tanya relaxed but kept her grip on the door, and instead let it drift open just a crack. She froze, holding her breath and listened at the back door for voices or sounds of movement.

A moment later, her brow furrowed in confusion. A raised, angry female voice drifted out from the back room, followed by the sounds of what seemed like a muffled moan.

Curiosity getting the better of her, Tanya peeked through the cracked door. What she saw caused her to let out a gasp of surprise.

Both Felicia Fetters and Janet Rossi, both with their hands suspended above them, tied to the wooden beams of the ceiling. Felicia Fetters was almost completely nude, with her bikini top pushed aside to expose her tanned breasts. Her bikini bottoms must have been ripped away as well, and her bare crotch was equally tan line free. A thick, white cloth ran between Felicia's lips, gagging her.

Janet was bound but not gagged, and she pulled on the ropes holding her hands above her head. Coming up behind her though, a white cloth outstretched in her hands, was the blond woman in the pink g-string. Tanya could only watch, frozen in horror and fascination. Who was this woman?

“Ufff... mmfff!” Felicia moaned, turning to face the blond captor. Janet too turned her head.

“Do you have any idea what you're doing? We know the Sheriff! Do you hear me, the she-UMMMPH!” Janet was cut off by the blond throwing the thick, white cloth over her head and pulling it tight through the bound woman's gaping mouth.

“MMMMPPH! HLLLLP!” Felicia moaned, twisting around, trying to pull free from her bonds.

The blond woman stepped to the front of her bound captives and eyed them up.

“Well now, that's better.” She said, hands on her hips, eyeing them up with satisfaction.

“Urrrfffmmm muurrrumm!” Janet spat into her gag.

“But...” The blond began, and even though Tanya only had a view of her magnificent ass in the g-string, she could tell that the woman gave both of her victims a hungry gaze. “There's one more thing I'll be taking before I go.”

Tanya was frozen in place, watching through the cracked door, and even though she could stop watching, she felt as helpless as Janet and Felicia. Somehow, Tanya knew exactly what was going to happen next, and even though she didn't know this woman's name, she knew the hungry, predatory look in her eyes. Her eyes held a vast, bottomless hunger. No matter what this woman did, that hunger would never be satiated.

She was a captive audience, watching with morbid fascination as the blond woman grabbed the straps of Janet's bikini bottoms and yanked down. The helpless bartender wriggled like a worm on a hook, doing her best to resist, but it was all futile as her thong came down, exposing a perfectly waxed vagina and tan lines that perfectly matched the size and shape of her thong bikini bottoms.

“Mrrrmmo! Mfff bbfff!” Felicia barked into her gag, starring daggers the woman accosting Janet.

“Mmmmeep! Ufff!” Janet moaned, trying to pull away as the blond woman continued to pull her bikini bottoms off.

Once Janet was completely bottomless, the woman came around to behind her, no doubt to remove her bikini top, and Tanya used that moment to pull away from the crack in the door and press herself back against the outer wall of the bar. Though she was confident that the blond was too intent on Felicia and Janet, Tanya didn't want to press her luck. This woman had already let Tanya go once, she doubted that she would be so charitable a second time.

The muffled moans of Janet and Felicia never ceased from inside, and as Tanya listened, she felt her reporter's instincts kick in over the mystery of this blond woman. She wanted more than anything to follow her, to find out more about her and what she wants, but she couldn't exactly be discreet while completely naked on a public beach in broad daylight. Finding out who this woman was would have to wait, sadly.

A few moments passed, and Felicia and Janet's muffled moans increased in frequency and intensity. Tanya furrowed her brow, wondering what had them so worked up, aside from the obvious. Then she heard footsteps approaching.

“Well ladies, it's been fun but I must be going. I'll leave this door open so you can catch some fresh air, and I'm sure that somebody will be by to help you out... hopefully.” The blond woman giggled.

Shit! Tanya gasped, knowing that if the g-string clad blond caught her eavesdropping then she most likely would end up strung up next to Felicia and Tanya. Worse off, when they were found, Tanya would most likely find herself in police custody.

With no other option, she slunk down the wall and around the corner. She pressed herself flat against the wall and peered around the corner, giving the entire beach behind her a nice, straight view of her beautiful posterior. Somewhere in the back of her mind, it occurred to her that she should shift her hat to cover her ass since she had her front pressed against the side of the bar, but she was too focused on the back door to give it more than a passing thought.

The back door to the bar swung open, and the sun reflected off of the woman's blond hair as she emerged from the back room. Her bag was swung over her shoulder, and it seemed fuller than when Tanya had last seen it. She had her head held high, and left the door wide open behind her as she surveyed the beach around her. Tanya held her breath and her heart skipped several beats as she mentally pleaded with the woman not to head in her direction.

Please go the other way! Pleasepleasepleaseplease...

Thankfully, the woman turned in the opposite direction, giving Tanya an excellent view of her tight, toned, muscled ass cheeks in the pink g-string. She strode confidently away, not giving the bar a second look as she strolled around the corner and out of sight. Tanya gave the woman another second and then slunk around the wall and along the back of the bar towards the open back door. Having to face Felicia and Janet wasn't ideal, but Tanya took comfort in the fact that they were subdued.

I'll just dive in real quick, find something to cover up, and then leave!

Tanya reached the edge of the door frame and froze, still pressed against the wall, and listened.

“Mmmpph! Ummp!”

“Hlllp! Hhlllp!”

The desperate, muffled cries of the bound, gagged, and nude women emanated from within. Tanya realized that her heart, frozen in anticipation a moment before, was pounding now, and her whole body quaked with nervous energy and adrenaline. She was... scared... of having to face Felicia again. Given the last time they had encountered each other, Tanya couldn't blame herself.

She shook her head, trying to banish the thought from her head. Tanya had spent most of this past year trying to shake the memory of all that happened to her, but it was no good.

Tanya took a breath, realizing that the more time she spent outside meant the greater her chances were of being caught, and turned and stepped into the doorway.

Felicia and Janet were both completely nude, the blond woman having taken Felicia's bikini top as well from the looks of it. Both were facing each other, eyes wide, and mumbling into their gags. Tanya couldn't help but admire their toned, fit, nude bodies, now slick with sweat from the heat and exertion of struggling. While Felicia's body was tanned a uniform dark, Janet had distinct lighter areas around her breasts and a tan line around her waist in the outline of a thong bikini. The blond woman also left Janet's glasses on.

For a second, Tanya wondered if perhaps they would be so wrapped up in struggling and each other that they wouldn't notice her, that she could just grab something and be off, but after a second Felicia must have noticed her shadow fill the doorway and spun to face her.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia moaned, eyes wide and pleading. Janet spun as well, her eyes also begging.

“Ummm! Mrrrgggl!”

Then Felicia's brow furrowed in recognition, and her muffled cries shifted from desperate pleas of help to sounds of shock and anger.

“Hrrryyy...” Felicia grumbled

“Hrrrrummp?” Janet cocked her head, starring at Tanya in confusion.

Tanya froze in the doorway, hat still held over her crotch and arm over her breast.

“Oh, um... hi ladies...” Tanya mumbled, avoiding their gaze.

“Hrrruumm! Ttnnnnyyaa! Hrrrrrmm!” Felicia screamed and tugged at the rope holding her bound hands above her. Her entire nude body arched towards Tanya and her eyes blazed in fury.

“I'll just... I see that your busy so I won't be long...”

“Hrrrryy! Hllllpp mmmsss!” Janet pleaded, tugging on her bonds and motioning Tanya over with her head, obviously more forgiving than Felicia.

Felicia wasn't having it though, and her lips curled and twisted as she gagged and chewed on the cloth pulled through her mouth. Her eyes looked like they were going to bulge out of her head.

“Hrrrry mmoo! Cmmmm hrrr! Hrrrry!” Felicia moaned, pulling on her bound hands.

Tanya shook her head and snapped out of it. If Felicia kept up, then someone would definitely come by, and Tanya didn't need that. She pulled her gaze away from the bound women and started surveying the back room for something to cover herself up.

“Hrrry! Mlllkkk ammm mmmeee!” Felicia screamed, her lithe, nude body arching against her bonds. When Tanya didn't acknowledge her, she started twisting and thrashing like an animal caught in a snare.

“Hrrrummm bbbbmmm mmmph! Urrrgggllmmm bbblllummm bmmlll! Bfff! Bfff!” Felicia let out a torrent of muffled nonsense as she twisted and pulled, her short hair whipping around her face as she screamed into her gag. Tanya gave her a brief glimpse and saw her face starting to turn red with anger.

Ignore her and hurry up! Tanya tried to block out the nude woman's protests and she turned to survey the back room for a towel or cloth, or anything. All she could see were boxes filled with beer, lining shelves and the wall.

Come on! What about changes in clothes, these two didn't live their entire lives in bikinis, did they?

But Tanya thought back to her previous encounters with Felicia and Janet, and realized that the times that she saw them actually wearing pants were rare. If they didn't have something back here, then Tanya wasn't sure what her next move was.

“Mmmrrmmph! Ummmpph!”

“Urrggll! Mmrrrggll mmmph mmm!”

Tanya attempted to clear her head, to focus, but she found it hard with Felicia barking into her gag and Janet moaning like that.

Could they just be... quiet for a moment... She gritted her teeth and turned her attention a shelf against the wall.

“Rryyy mmmoo! Mooo hhjjjjsss wwwmmm!”

“Hrrry! Hlllp!”

Tanya couldn't take it anymore. She balled her fists, dropping the hat on the floor, and turned to them.

“Hey! Will you two shut up!” She screamed, blood boiling. For a moment, both helpless women stopped, eyes wide, and stared at the now completely nude and exposed Tanya.

Then Tanya realized she had made a mistake. Felicia's face darkened and contorted in rage, and immediately she went on a muffled tirade.

“Mmmffff moo! Mffffing bffff! Cmmmm offffrrr hrrrrrr! Mmmmrrryy mmooo mmlllll bbbbfff...” Felicia moaned, starring daggers into Tanya.

“Hlllp! Hlll ffsss! Hrrryy!” Janet moaned into her gag as loud as she could.

Tanya gritted her teeth and covered her ears.

“Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! I can't hear myself think!”

Still, the moans of the captive women continued, and once again it occurred to Tanya that even though they were gagged, they were being so loud that sooner or later they would draw attention.

I need to quiet them down somehow!

Tanya turned her attention back to the shelf, and her eyes fell on a roll of white tape. A large, thick roll.

A smile spread across her face.

She reached out, grabbed the tape, and unrolled it so that a large strip was outstretched between her hands. Then she turned around and faced the captive women, tape held out.

“Fine, if you won't shut up then I'll make you be quiet.” She smiled. Both women froze, eyes wide.

“Mmooo...mmoo...” Janet moaned, shaking her head.

“Mmmoo bffff!” Felicia shouted.

Tanya met their gaze and approached.

“Fine,” She started, still smiling. “Janet goes first. You get to watch.”

“Whhhhy moo! Ffff moo!” Felicia moaned, and started twisting her body violently side to side in a desperate attempt to rip herself free.

Tanya had no doubt that Felicia would tear her apart if she got free, but the ropes looked tight and secure, which meant that she had both of these women at her mercy.

As she approached, Tanya felt her skin flush as blood coursed through her veins. She remembered a similar time when Felicia had her bound and gagged and helpless, and how Felicia had humiliated her then.

Now its pay back.

Tanya approached Janet, who slunk back, her eyes wide and pleading.

“Mmmooo... mooo...” She shook her head and pulled on her bound hands.

“Gggtt mmmwwwyy frrmmm hrrr! Hrrry!” Felicia moaned, arching her body towards Tanya.

Tanya took at look at struggling former Sheriff and winked at her. Felicia's eyes widened and Tanya could practically see the nude woman's blood boiling.

“WHHYY MMOO! UFFF HNNN GFFF MOO!” She moaned, and started thrashing again.

As Tanya approached Janet, she felt the moisture in her vagina. She was aroused! This was invigorating and empowering. She loved it!

“Mooo... pffff...” Janet moaned as Tanya stepped behind the suspended woman, tape still outstretched. Janet's head leaned back and turned to face the nude woman.

Perfect.

Now behind Janet, Tanya pressed the tape over her lips, which were pursed around the cloth gagging her.

“Mmmoo! Mmmm!” She moaned, keeping her head back as she whined.

“MMMMPH! MMMMMM! UMMMMPPH!” Felicia screamed into her gag, turning her head towards the door, no doubt hoping to catch someone's attention.

Tanya ignored her and started wrapping the tape around Janet's already gagged mouth, packing layer upon layer over the cloth gag. Janet moaned and tried to twist her head away but Tanya held her in place while wrapping.

“Mmmmoo... mmmm... ummm...” She moaned, her head back, eyes pleading with Tanya to stop, but Tanya ignored her and kept on wrapping.

Soon, the entire lower half of Janet's face was covered in white tape. Tanya realized that she could have kept going, could have used the entire roll to gag Janet, muffling every sound she made under layers of thick, silencing tape...

...but she still had Felicia to deal with.

It felt like it took all of Tanya's will power, but she stopped wrapping and stared down at Janet's pleading face. Felicia had been moaning and screaming into her gag the entire time next to them, but Tanya had tuned her out.

“Um... mmmm... mmmm....” Janet moaned weakly. Tanya smiled at her and ripped off the roll of tape. Janet's head shot forward and she shook it in a futile attempt to shake off the layers of tape.

“Ugggll.... ufffll... mm...” Was the only sound Janet could make as she started rubbing her taped mouth against her arm, hoping to pull the tape off, but the layers were securely packed on.

Then Tanya turned to Felicia, who glared at her.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmo!” Felicia shook her head. Tanya only smiled and unrolled the tape.

“HLLLLP! HLLLP HHLLL-URRRGGGLLLM!” Felicia's muffled cries were further muffled when Tanya threw her hands in front of the bound, naked woman and pressed the tape over her lips. Felicia tilted her head forward, but Tanya's hands followed the movement and started to wrap the tape over her gagged mouth much like she did Janet.

“Mmffffll...glflfflulfflmm! Ufffll!” Felicia moaned the entire time as Tanya wrapped the tape around her mouth, her angry eyes boring holes into Tanya.

Tanya pressed her nude body against Felicia's as she wrapped the tape, feeling the other woman's bare, muscular ass flex and gyrate against her bare crotch as Felicia struggled.

“Mffff...ufffll...mmmm...” Felicia moaned, her mumbles becoming more and more faint with each layer.

Unconsciously, Tanya started to rub herself against Felicia's ass. Felicia must have realized this because immediately she stopped struggling and tried to turn her head.

“Mfff... fff...” Felicia tried to pull away, but Tanya kept her body pressed against hers.

Tanya intended to use the entire roll on Felicia, to bury that mouth of hers under as many layers as she could, but then she realized that the tape could serve another use and decided not to. With a herculean effort, she stopped and ripped off the roll, leaving the lower half of Felicia's face covered in tape.

“ffff... mmoo... ufff... mmm...” Felicia moaned, shaking her head much like Janet.

Tanya kept herself pressed against Felicia as she dropped the roll of tape to the floor. With both hands now free, she reached around the bound woman and cupped both of her breasts.

“Mffff.. ummmpph!” Felicia moaned and tried to pull away, but Tanya pressed herself against her and dug her fingers into Felicia's soft flesh.

“Remember when it was reversed, when you had me in a similar situation?” Tanya whispered into Felicia's ear, her hands massaging the bound woman's breasts.

“Mmfff... uffff...fff...” Felicia continued to moan, every muscle in her body attempting to pull away from Tanya. Tanya realized that normally Felicia could easily overpower her, but here, now, she was helpless, at Tanya's mercy. The power was... intoxicating.

Tanya's hands continued to massage Felicia's breasts as she gyrated up down against the bound woman's bare ass.

“Mm...mmmmoo... mmmm...” Felicia twisted and struggled in Tanya's grasp.

“Oh what, don't like it now that the tables have turned?” Tanya sighed in Felicia's ear and her hands moved down along Felicia's midsection, and down...

“Mmmm....” Felicia moaned and arched her body as Tanya's hands moved along her hips and grasped both of her magnificent ass cheeks.

“Ummm!” Felicia cried and whipped her head around. Tanya chuckled.

“What, don't like people playing with this ass you so love to flaunt?” She smacked one of Felicia's cheeks and stepped back. Felicia turned her head and glared at her.

“Mmmm!”

Tanya only smiled and stepped over to Janet, who tried to shy away.

“Mmmooo... mmm..” Janet turned away, but could only go so far. Tanya pressed her nude body against Janet's from behind and reached around to cup both of her bare breasts.

“Mmmmm...” Janet moaned and hung frozen in Tanya's grasp. Felicia's head spun and she glared at Tanya, her eyes defiant and full of rage.

Tanya smiled at her as she massaged Janet's bare breasts.

“What, you don't like it when I do it to her either?” She mocked.

“Ffffll....bbbbbfff...” Felicia moaned.

Tanya giggled, smacked Janet's bare behind and stepped away. She stepped around to face both bound and gagged women. Janet was flashing her a pleading look, while Felicia remained defiant.

The red-haired woman placed both hands on her hips and looked over her captives, a thought forming in her head.

“Sadly, I can't stay long, but... I do want to leave you with a souvenir of me.” She smiled. Janet and Felicia turned their heads to face each other, and then back at Tanya.

Then Tanya reached behind her back, grabbed the butt plug, and started to remove it. Both women watched with curiosity. She realized that they probably hadn't noticed that Tanya had a butt plug in thanks to all of the excitement, which would make this an even better surprise.

A moment later, the butt plug came free and Tanya held it up for both to see. Felicia and Janet turned to face each other again, and then back at Tanya, eyes wide.

“Who wants it?” She smiled.

Both Felicia and Janet started to shake their heads and moan into their gags.

“Mmooo...”

“Mmm...”

“Hll...hlllpp...”

“Bfff...”

Butt plug still held up in her hand, Tanya turned to Janet and smiled. The woman pulled back on her bonds and started to shake her head.

“Mmmooo... mmmmm...” She threw her head back and looked up at her hands suspended above her as she pulled.

Tanya strolled towards her and ran a hand along Janet's midsection. The woman cringed as she did.

“mmmmoo... mmooo...” She pulled and struggled as Tanya's hand moved down from her midsection and grasped on of Janet's ass cheeks.

“Mmmmeep!” She moaned, stiffening and her head went straight, looking right out through the open back door.

Then Tanya moved on, holding the butt plug out towards Felicia. The former sheriff's eyes zeroed in on the sex toy and Felicia started to shake her head.

“Mmmmoo... mmooo...mooo...” she moaned, and like Janet, looked up and tugged on her bound hands.

“Oh Felicia, of course it was always you.” Tanya smiled as she approached.

Felicia's gaze shifted between the butt plug to her suspended hands.

“Ufff... mmfff...” She moaned as she pulled and struggled.

Tanya stepped behind the bound, nude woman, wrapped a hand around her waist and pulled her back.

“Grrrlubbll...mmufffll..” Felicia moaned, her upper body arching forward as she tried to pull out of Tanya's grasp.

“Oh hush...” Tanya whispered, and ran the butt plug down through the crack between Felicia's luscious, tan ass cheeks.

“Ufffll... gggllbbbl...” Felicia moaned, flexing and straining every muscle in her body in an attempt to pull away, but it was no good. The butt plug continued it's downward descent along Felicia's backside until Tanya found the spot she was looking for.

It occurred to her that she should probably lube it up for easy penetration, but then dismissed the thought. Tanya didn't want this to be easy.

“Mfffflll! Mmfff! Ufff!” Felicia moaned as Tanya started to press the butt plug inside her ass.

***

Tanya wrapped another layer of tape around her sizable breasts. She was fairly secure that they were contained, but wanted to be sure. Having endured enough humiliation for one day, she didn't want to have to deal with a boob falling out.

She completed a full revolution around her chest and then broke off the roll of tape. Several layers of tape were wrapped around her large breasts, which resulted in pushing them up and in, giving her some epic, massive cleavage. Tanya had also ran tape along her hips, down between her butt cheeks, and up along her crotch. It occurred to her that getting out of this tape bikini would be a pain, but she was thankful that she had a bikini wax recently, or else it would be a whole different world of pain.

Tanya dropped the roll of tape and looked down at her makeshift, strapless thong bikini, proud of her ingenuity. She remembered reading an article online about South American tanning salons that gave their patrons tape bikinis that easily peeled off as a way of making sure tan lines stayed consistent, and she was always curious about that. Thankfully, that article gave her the idea to use the tape to make a bikini.

Proud of herself, and feeling empowered and sexy after everything that happened, she looked up at the still bound and gagged Felicia and Janet. Felicia's features were dark and angry, her eyes filled with endless fury. She had basically looked like that since Tanya inserted the butt plug up her ass. Janet's face was one of quiet anticipation, no doubt fearful of what Tanya would do next, but Tanya knew that she had overstayed her welcome and should be leaving.

“Well ladies, what do you think?” She smiled and turned, giving them a view of the strip of tape running between her ass cheeks.

“Fffllgggll mbblll...” Felicia moaned.

“I'm sorry what was that?” Tanya giggled and turned towards the captive.

“Ffflgggll mbbbll mmm!” Felicia moaned again. Janet turned towards her and shook her head.

“Mmm...mmoo...” Janet seemed to caution.

Tanya turned back around and put her hands on her hips.

“You two don't seem too happy.” She pouted.

Janet's eyes were pleading and she nodded her head.

“Umm hmm... umm.. hm...”

Felicia though, continued to stare daggers at Tanya.

“Grfffullbbll mmmbbbll...”

“You know,” Tanya stroked her chin. “I think you two need a drink!”

“Hmmm?” Felicia and Janet moaned in unison and turned their heads to face each other.

With that, Tanya approached one of the many cases of beer filling the back room of the bar, and fetched two bottles. She turned back towards the bound and gagged woman and started to twist off the caps as she approached.

“mmmmo... mmmoo.” Janet shook her head, pulling on her bonds.

“Wyyy mmoo.. bbfff..” Felicia glared at Tanya as she approached.

“Just a little something to cool you off before I go.” Tanya giggled as she approached. Her captives seemed to sense what Tanya had up her sleeve and pulled on the ropes holding their arms above their heads.

“Mmmmpp...ufff...mmm..”

“Mmmoo... hllp...hllllpp...”

Felicia was first. Tanya stepped over to her and tipped one of the beer bottles over, spilling the contents over Felicia's head.

“Mmmmmm....mmmooo...urrrggggg...” She moaned and cringed as the warm alcohol poured over head, wetting and matting her hair. It dripped down over her gagged face and down across her breasts.

“Mmmrrrpggghhh..” Felicia tried to pull away but Tanya's hand followed, pouring beer over the nude woman wherever she wriggled to. After a moment, the bottle was empty and Tanya stepped away to admire her handiwork.

Felicia blinked beer out of her eyes and glared at Tanya. The brown liquid cascaded down Felicia's nude body. Tanya smiled and moved down to Janet.

“Mmmooo...mooo... MMMMOOO!” Janet's protests got louder as Tanya tipped the other bottle over her head. She cringed and moaned into her gag as the warm liquid poured down over head and dripped down her nude body.

“Errrmmmmurgggh...” Janet whined, frozen under the alcohol drenching her body. After a moment that bottle was empty too and Tanya tossed both aside and stepped back to admire her handiwork.

Both Felicia's and Janet's nude bodies were drenched in alcohol. They looked like wet rats as they glared at Tanya and moaned into their gags.

“Wyyy mmoo... fffff...” Felicia huffed, narrowing her eyes and doing her best to look threatening despite being naked, bound and gagged, covered in beer, and had a butt plug up her ass.

Janet looked over Felicia and then back to Tanya, dreading what was to come next.

“Well ladies, it's been fun, but I have to get going, but before I do...” Tanya trailed off and stepped behind both women, who craned their necks to follow her.

Tanya walked to the door leading out to the bar and pulled it open, letting in a blast of warm, beach air and a sharp shaft of sunlight. Both Felicia and Janet moaned into their gags.

“Here, get some fresh air. I'm sure some good samaritan will be along to help you ladies out in no time.” Tanya smiled and turned back to the bound woman.

Their gazes followed her as she moved towards the back door.

“Hrry... moooo...mooo...stttppp!” Felicia mumbled, pulling on her bonds in Tanya's direction.

Janet looked up and pulled again on her bound hands.

“Ufffm... mmmm... mmmoo..” Janet moaned and turned her head to look out the door leading to the bar, at at the crowded beach beyond.

Tanya stopped at the back door and looked back at the two nude, helpless women.

“It's been fun. Tata!” She blew them a kiss and then strolled out the open back door and into the sunlight. Janet and Felicia's muffled moans growing more distant with every step she took.

To be continued...
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