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The story so far…

Felicia Fetters, former Sheriff of the small beach town of Marston’s Pointe, has been kidnapped! Alongside fellow former models Gina, Caitlyn, Eva, and her lover Janet, Felicia has been spirited off to be sold to traffickers! But several sexy FBI Agents intervene, and soon a shootout happens between the Agents, traffickers, and the forces of Ace, the enigmatic crime lord operating out of Marston’s Pointe.

During the confusion, Felicia is able to free herself, but sensing an opportunity, poses as a hostage and places herself in the backseat of the vehicle of Jack, one of Ace’s top henchmen.

Meanwhile, two of Felicia’s rivals, Tanya Donnelly and Shelly Arnold, who once had plans to overthrow Ace, have also been kidnapped by Ace’s men and hauled away in the back of a van towards an unknown fate...

1.

Are we there yet? Felicia thought as she continued to kick, moan, and struggle in the back of the SUV like a good little damsel was supposed to do. Part of her suspected that if she was actually being kidnapped, and not feigning it, that she would have no trouble struggling and making a fuss, but here she was, pretending to be a bound and gagged damsel in distress and getting quite bored with it.

“Mmmrrr mweeee errrr mmmeeytt?” Felicia grumbled into her gag, confident that Jack would only here vague muffled moans from the back.

But they continued driving, and Felicia was getting tired of waiting, and mostly she was getting tired of clenching her butt cheeks to hold the small pocket knife in place.

During the car ride, she heard Jack speaking to someone, most likely a phone call, but she couldn't make out anything over the loud music and subwoofers. Other than his perceived accidental acquisition of Felicia Fetters, Jack seemed in a bad mood. In order to pass the time on the car ride, Felicia attempted to piece together what exactly had happened.

Her and the other girls were meant to be sold, she knew that much because Shelly Arnold had told them all that while holding them in the Police Station. Something had gone wrong though, and Shelly, her former partner Tanya Donnelly, and their big breasted henchwoman Lisa had gotten captured by Ace's men. Frank, a Deputy who had once worked for Felicia, had in fact been the mole working for Ace.

Felicia fumed at the thought. She remembered vividly that night that Frank lead a group of men into the cells to show them the bound and gagged girls. At first Felicia thought that maybe Frank was working for Shelly and was taking them to meet the buyers early, but instead the bound, gagged, and scantily clad women had been whisked away to the rooftop pool of the Lady Luck Casino to taunt the bound, gagged, and equally scantily clad Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa. Jack, a man called King, and a woman called Queen had said that they would put the girls to work in Ace's brothels, and then closed them in bags and whisked them off to parts unknown.

As best as Felicia could tell, after this Shelly had somehow gotten free and stole the captives back from Ace, and sent her woman Lisa with them in a truck to sell them at the docks. Presumably, Ace sent Jack and his men to get the girls back.

Then there were those FBI agents. At least, the topless woman who freed Felicia said she was with the FBI. How did the FBI get involved?

Either way, they botched it. Janet, the muscle bound Caitlyn, and the kinky and sadistic Latina Eva were taken by the slavers, and here was Felicia, pretending to be a captive in order to get information on Jack and Ace.

As Felicia thought all this over, she felt the car slow and make a turn. She sat up and looked out the front window to see a metal garage door lifting up. Jack turned off the music and turned back to face his captive.

“Here we are, home sweet home.” He smiled, and turned back to see that the garage door was up and a long, winding tunnel lead down. The car started moving again.

“Mmmfff... uffff...” Felicia whimpered into her gag, trying to place her location, but the walls around her were bare, gray brick.

She watched as the van descended down a winding driveway and then came into a wide, open room that seemed be a makeshift garage/mechanic shop.

A chop shop. Felicia realized as she took in the high walls covered in various tools, as well the benches and tool chests placed over the room. Several other cars, all in various states of disrepair, we all parked neatly around the room. Jack parked the SUV next to an unmarked white van with the back doors wide open.

“Ooomm... mmmmmm! Mmmmph!” Felicia bit into her gag and started to kick her bound feet. As she did, she turned to watch Jack as he got out of the driver's seat and made his way to the back of the vehicle. She froze, her chest heaving up and down as Jack got closer to the rear hatch.

“Muurrrmm hrrrmm... mmmmm...” She whimpered into her gag as the rear hatch raised and Jack looked down at his new prize.

“Well, here we are, alone at last.” He leered down at her. Felicia flashed him a defiant look.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmfff!” She kicked her feet and thrashed around, doing her best to make Jack think he was still in control.

His large hands reached out and clamped around her taped ankles.

“Mmoooff!” She barked into her gag. Felicia had forgotten how strong Jack was. Without exerting any effort, he yanked her out of the trunk towards him.

“Ummmp!” Felicia cried, feeling as the knife wedged between her butt cheeks slid down, thankfully her thong underwear held it in place.

Damn! Instinctively, her bound hands clamped over her buttocks to keep the knife from falling.

Jack pulled her to the edge of the vehicle, and then scooped her up and slung her over his shoulder.

Shit! Felicia bit into her gag and spread her hands over her ass, which was now high in the air and in easy view of anyone who would walk past.

“Mmmo! Uffff! Mmmmfff! Mmmmo!” Felicia kicked and thrashed, hoping to distract Jack from what she knew he would do next.

Jack wasn't fazed though, and did exactly what she knew he would. He smacked the open palm of his hand against her bare ass cheek.

“GRRRRMMM!” Felicia moaned as her right cheek erupted in sharp, stinging pain.

“Oh, I missed that.” Jack chuckled and patted her ass where he had just smacked it.

“Urfffffmm...” Felicia grumbled. And then they were moving, Jack still oblivious to the weapon she was hiding.

“First we're going to have to check you in. Once that's all done, you'll hang out a bit, then we'll probably have some questions for you before we have fun.” Informed her as they moved towards a door at the far side of the shop.

“Mmmo! Mffff! Hffff!” Felicia kicked and struggled, which only caused Jack to tighten his grip on her.

“Oh its not that bad, you might even see some familiar faces at check in.” Jack reassured her.

What?

“Mmfff?” She asked. Who could he be referring to? Could it be Gina? Felicia had left the other woman lying there bound, gagged, and practically naked, could one of Jack's men have snatched her up? Or maybe the FBI agents?

It didn't seem likely though. Jack seemed in dour spirits before he found her in the back of the car. It must be someone else.

They crossed the shop and went through the door, bringing them into a long hallway. It had gray stone work to match the rest of the building, but the long hallway was broken up by doors on either end. Felicia turned her head to look forward and saw a stairwell at the end of the hall leading up. So they were in a basement or subbasement of some kind.

Then Jack stopped by a door on his left, nudging it open with his foot and stooping to get in without banging Felicia's head off the door frame.

At least he's considerate. Part of her thought, but then she realized that he was doing so because he saw her as merchandise, and you can't damage the merchandise.

The air got instantly more humid as they entered. It felt like a sauna inside.

“Jack, bringing me another?” A female voice asked. Felicia didn't recognize the voice.

“A little surprise, figured I would let you check her in before we go have a little chat with The Queen.”

“Urrrfff mmrrrrmm urrgggle!” Another woman, obviously gagged, mumbled.

Jack closed the door, then leaned over and set Felicia down. She wobbled, attempting to stand on her taped ankles, then Jack grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around.

“Offf...” Felicia sighed, eyes wide.

They were in a sauna of some sort. A drain was in the middle of the room, and she could make out shower heads on the far wall. Steam rose up from vents all over the room.

And dangling from the ceiling like a piece of meat was Shelly Arnold. Her eyes met Felicia's and went wide, as did Felicia's.

“Muuurrrm?” Shelly cocked her head at Felicia as she dangled.

“Mmmfff?” Felicia cocked her head in return.

“Told ya you might see someone familiar.” Jack patted Felicia on the butt again and approached Shelly.

Shelly's bare feet dangled helplessly as she hung suspended. A white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her, and she was clad only in a black bra and black thong panties. Her blond hair was tied behind her in a tight ponytail, and her hands, bound behind her, seemed to be secured to a wire that ran to the ceiling.

“Mmmmrrrrmm mooo! Mmmrrffm!” Shelly mumbled, attempting to struggle as she did. Her kicking only caused her to spin around on the wire, revealing to Felicia that a rope also ran through the top of Shelly thong panties to the wire suspending her as well.

Standing next to Shelly was a blond haired, muscle bound woman in black lingerie, stalkings, and heels. No doubt one of The Queen's flunkies.

Jack steered Felicia over to a bench and pushed her down. Felicia didn't resist, and sat obediently, staring up at the spinning Shelly.

If they have her, do they have Tanya?

“How's our new guest?” Jack said, strolling towards Shelly, who's shapely, thong clad ass was eye level with him. He grabbed her by the ankle and spun her around, and she glared down at him.

“Mmrrrugggle! Mmmph! Ummph!” Shelly grumbled and attempted to kick him. Jack only chuckled and step away.

“Still got some fight in her.” He said, avoiding Shelly's flailing feet.

“Mmmrrrrmm!” Shelly moaned helplessly as she started to spin away from Jack.

“Yes, this and the red head have been feisty. I think a few hours in the steam room will tire her out.” the muscle bound blond said, watching as Shelly continued to squirm as she twirled.

Red head, so they got Tanya too!

“Shame, but oh well. Leave her up there a few hours and then I want to hang this one-” He motioned to Felicia. “--Out to dry for a bit too. Where's The Queen?”

“With the red head. She said she had unfinished business.”

Jack nodded and looked from Shelly to Felicia.

“We'll let them both sweat it out in here for a bit, but first...” Jack trailed off as he walked over to a table and grabbed what looked like a comically large rubber stamp, like something bouncers use to stamp your hands at clubs to show that you're of age, but much, much bigger.

Stamp in hand, Jack strolled back over to the spinning Shelly, who's ass was once again eye level. He grabbed her ankle to hold her in place and she immediately started struggling more.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmph! Ummm!” Shelly struggled and pulled, her free leg twisting and kicking in the air. Then Jack brought up the rubber stamp and pressed it hard against Shelly bare, right butt cheek.

“Mmmmmmmm!” Shelly moaned as Jack pressed the stamp against her slick flesh and then removed it. Where he had pressed the stamp was now the words “RESERVED” in shiny, wet ink.

“Remember, someone already claimed her, so no one can play with her unless otherwise specified.” Jack said to the lingerie clad blond, who nodded obediently.

“Mmwwwa? Mwwhaat? Mmoo?” Shelly kicked as Jack let go of her ankle and attempting to look over her shoulder at the branding on her butt cheek.

Jack then set the stamp back down on the table and headed for the door, the blond following with her head down.

“Lets go see how the other one is doing.” He said as he pulled open the door, let the blond exit, and then blew Felicia a kiss and followed the blond out, closing the door behind him.

“Urrgggh...” Felicia sighed and rolled her eyes. Now she was alone with Shelly, who's muffled cries broke the silence.

Felicia waited a moment, eyes on the door, and then went to work. She stood up and grabbed the top of her panties, stooping over slightly so she could push them down with her bound hands.

“Ummmph?” Shelly flashed her a questioning look before she rotated again, giving Felicia a look at the drying ink on her behind.

“Uffff... mfff...” Felicia huffed as she wiggled her ass in an attempt to help her panties fall loose from her butt cheeks. It worked, and her tiny undergarments fell down around the tape around her ankles.

“Mfff...” Felicia exhaled in relief and unclenched her ass cheeks, letting the knife fall onto the bench.

“Mmmm?” Felicia looked up to see Shelly's eyes zero in on the knife. The bound woman kept her eyes trained on it as she continued to rotate above Felicia.

Meanwhile, Felicia sat on the bench, took the knife in her bound hands, flipped it open, and proceeded to cut through the rope around her wrists. The binding cut away easily, and once her hands were free Felicia pulled back up her panties and went to work on cutting the tape away from her ankles After that, she stood triumphant and untied the gag and tossed the thick muffling cloth away.

“Ahh,” Felicia sighed, taking in the thick, steamy atmosphere. “That feels good.”

“Hlllp! Mmfff! Hllllp!” Shelly moaned, motioning with her head for Felicia to come over.

Felicia looked up at the bound woman, smiled, and closed the knife.

“Oh Shelly, how's it hanging?”

“Hlllp mmmeee... hlllpp!” Shelly moaned again, now kicking frantically at Felicia, her eyes wide and frenzied. It had occurred to Felicia that Shelly always fancied herself as someone in control, and now here she was, bound, helpless, and hanging like a piece of meat.

Felicia only smiled at the helpless woman and tucked the knife into her bra. It would be useful to have a weapon in a place like this.

“Oh Shelly look at you, all helpless with no where to go.” Felicia put her hands on her hips and eyed up the woman that once held her captive.

“Mmmmoo! Ffffffllleeaa! Pffffllsss!” Shelly moaned, her feet flailing beneath her.

“Remember when you held me hostage, and tried to sell as a sex slave?” Felicia asked, eyes narrowing.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmo! Pffffllfff!” Shelly was practically begging, no, she was begging. Felicia liked it.

“Now look at you, looks like they even got you reserved already for someone.”

“Mmmoo!” Shelly increased her struggles, every muscle in her dancer's body rippling as she struggled on the hook. It was such a pathetic sight and Felicia loved it.

Loved it a little too much, as Felicia realized that she was wet. The thought popped into her mind of her pleasuring herself to the sight of a helpless Shelly bound and dangling like a fish.

Stay on task! Jack could be back any minute!

Right, and she didn't want him catching her and tying her up for real. She could play with Shelly later.

“Why don't you hang around a little bit? Enjoy the show to come.” Felicia said with a wink.

It looked like Shelly's eyes might bulge out of her head. The color drained from her face as she realized that the former (and current) Sheriff wasn't going to help her.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmoo! Mmmmph! Hlllp! Hfffff!” Shelly started to struggle anew, kicking and struggling with all of her strength as Felicia turned and headed for the door.

“Hlllp! Pfff!” Shelly cried as Felicia opened the door, blasted by the far cooler air from the hallway. Behind her, Shelly's face reddened, going from desperation to rage.

“Fffff mmmo! Fffff-”

Felicia didn't hear the rest of the muffled insults as she stepped outside and closed the door behind her.

2.

Felicia wasn't prepared for how chilly it was in the hallway. Granted, it probably wasn't as cold as she thought it was, but compared to inside the hot, oppressive steam room it seemed downright frosty. It also didn't help that Felicia's body was slick with sweat when she stepped out, and that she was also only clad in a bra and thong panties. She tried to control her shivering as she darted down the cold brick hallway on her tiptoes, the sweat quickly cooling on her body and causing her skin to rise up in gooseflesh. Her nipples had gone rock hard from the cold and from her own arousal, and she could feel her right nipple pressing hard against the folded knife in her bra.

She was still wet and turned on from taunting Shelly, and despite her best efforts Felicia couldn't put the thoughts of the helpless, dangling woman out of her mind.

Come on Felicia, focus! She needed all of her wits about her since she was here in the heart of enemy territory. It was strange though, Felicia hated being tied up at the hands of her enemies, but in private she had allowed Janet to bind and gagged her and it had been the best sexual experience Felicia had ever had.

Then there was Gina. Felicia flashed back to two years prior when she was watching Gina in her dressing room through a peephole, unable to stop herself from being turned on at the thought of men bursting in to bind and gag Gina. It had come over her again on the docks earlier, when she was supposed to free Gina but found herself unable to resist the urges felt at having this woman helpless and at her mercy.

I'm going to have to explore these thoughts and urges later, but not now! Felicia shook her head, trying to stay in the moment. Right now, she had to focus on being alert for enemies, and also maybe finding clothes, as she couldn't continue sneaking around in a bra and panties all night.

She stayed close to the wall as she tip-toed down the hallway, and saw that at the very end of the hallway was a staircase leading up to a metal door. It looked like that was the only way to go, though Felicia didn't like not knowing what was on the other side.

Time to prepare for anything. She thought, and retrieved the folding knife from her bosom. Felicia stopped, looked up and down the hallway, and then flicked the blade open. It wouldn't do much if an armed guard was standing on the other side, but it could be useful if she caught someone off guard.

Felicia stopped at the foot of the stairs and eyed the door, holding her breath. She didn't know what she was waiting for, but every muscle in her body was tense, and her fingers were wrapped around the knife in a death grip.

Come on Felicia, the longer you wait means the closer you get to Jack coming back to check on you! She knew that either way she only had a limited amount of time. At some point either Jack or that woman would come back to the steam and room and see that Felicia was missing, so she didn't have a moment to lose.

Felicia let out a slow breath, relaxing her tensed muscles. Knife held in a fighting stance, she started to ascend, one stair at a time. She kept her eyes fixed on the door handle, ready to burst into action in case it turned from the other side.

But she made to the door without incident. At the top of the stairs, Felicia stepped to the side, gripped the door knob with one hand and held the knife ready with the other. She had no idea what awaited on the other side of the door, but she was ready for anything.

What if I'm outnumbered? What if they swarm on me and tie me up again? Felicia gritted her teeth at the thought. No, she would give them hell, give them the fight of their life. They could very well outnumber her and capture her again, but she would make them feel it first.

Felicia tensed and let out a breath. There was no more time to waste, she had to move. With that thought, she twisted the door knob, pulled the door open slightly, and slid through.

***

Darkness waited on the other side of the door. Felicia stumbled forward, hitting into something soft and raised the knife, eyes wild with righteous fury.

Voices, she heard voices. They were raised, but calm, conversational. She couldn't see where they were coming from and felt her heart quicken and pound against her chest like it was trying to break free.

Calm down, don't do anything rash. A voice told her from the back of her head. Felicia kept the knife raised and took a few more breaths to calm herself.

Light, there was light coming from somewhere ahead, and the voices. Male and female. Still calm, conversational.

They don't know you're here. Keep it that way! The voice told her. Felicia took a few more quiet breaths.

Coats, clothes. That's what she felt. As her eyes adjusted, she saw that several articles of clothes hung from a bar in front of her. A closet.

I'm in a closet. She thought. Felicia relaxed a little bit more and closed the door behind her. It was a secret door, leading to a closet.

Who's closet? Felicia stiffened, letting her breath out in slow, quiet bursts so that she didn't giveaway her position. The voices continued, oblivious, and she realized she recognized them.

Jack, the male is Jack's voice. Okay, so who's the woman? Felicia froze, straining to hear what they were saying.

The Queen! Felicia recognized the voice of the sadistic dominatrix that worked for Ace. Felicia had only seen her briefly on the pool deck of the Lady Luck casino, but knew her voice extremely well. For most of her captivity at the hands of The Queen, Felicia was kept in a large bag, and a voice was the best way to identify her captor.

Felicia leaned forward to hear what they were saying, but realized that the voices were growing distant.

Are they leaving? The voices were moving, growing faint. Then Felicia heard a door close, and there was silence.

Gone, they had left the room.

She couldn't stay here forever. If this secret door was the only way to the downstairs then presumably Jack and The Queen would be coming back to check on their captives at any moment.

I have to get out of here.

Felicia pushed aside a few of the coats, revealing that she was inside a large closet with sliding doors, the light coming in from the angled slats of the closet. She stepped forward, and pulled the coats back in place behind her, careful to mask any sign of her presence there.

She reached the closet door and gripped the knob to slide it open when she heard a door open outside. Felicia froze, her heart skipping a beat. A second later the door closed again and she heard someone moving around outside.

There were no voices. It was only one person. Breath frozen in her lungs, Felicia leaned forward and peered through the slatted closet door.

What she saw was a tanned, toned butt cleaved by a small, stringy thong. Below the shapely ass were long, shapely legs clad in black, sheer stalkings, ending in black heels.

The Queen.

Felicia let out her breath slowly and watched. It looked like the room outside was a dressing room of some sort. The Queen was bending over a vanity applying lip stick. As Felicia watched, she saw that the woman wore a black corset that accentuated her cleavage quite nicely, and she had her dirty blond hair up in a bun.

As she watched the dominatrix apply make up, Felicia felt her grip on the knife tighten. Shelly had planned on selling Felicia and the girls into slavery, but this woman planned on breaking them, making them work for her. Presumably, she ran all of the brothels for Ace, and bent any rebellious women to her will.

Felicia gritted her teeth. It was sickening to her that any such woman would align with slime like Jack and Ace.

What's my play here? Felicia bit her lip as she thought. She would have to wait for The Queen to finish up and hopefully leave the room, and then Felicia would plan from there.

The Queen finished applying her lip stick and stood, admiring herself in the mirror. Good, she was almost done.

Then Felicia's heart skipped a beat as The Queen turned and started walking towards the closet.

Shit!

Felicia had a split second to act. She held the knife ready in her hand and backed into the shadows away from the door, every muscle in her body tense.

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Then the closet door slid open, and The Queen was stepping in, reaching for one of the outfits hanging on the bar. In that fraction of a second, Felicia acted, jumping forward. The Queen was unprepared, and only gasped as Felicia emerged from the shadows and clamped her hand over The Queen's mouth while pressing the knife to the woman's throat.

“Ummmmph!” The Queen protested, eyes wide as Felicia pulled the woman against her.

“Shhh! Don't struggle and I'll make this easy.” Felicia hissed into the woman's ear.

The Queen stiffened but didn't resist as Felicia held her pressed against her body.

Now what?

***

Felicia stood in the middle of the dressing room and admired herself in the vanity mirror. The corset fit her well, pushing her breasts up nicely to give her rather immaculate cleavage. The stalkings and heels looked great on her as well, the heels giving her an extra lift that made her amazing ass look even better.

She had decided to keep her own panties on though, but had found a use for the pair of panties The Queen had on. Specifically, the panties were now wadded and shoved in the dominatrix's mouth.

“Ulllumm! Mmmmph!” The Queen protested from her spot on the closet floor. Felicia turned to face her captive and smiled.

“Oh what, don't like it now that you're on the receiving end?” Felicia winked at the nude, hogtied and gagged dominatrix.

The Queen flashed her a look filled with such venom and rage that Felicia had a moment of fear over what the woman would do if she got free and got her hands on Felicia. That wouldn't happen though, and if Felicia was scared of the now helpless woman, she wouldn't show it.

“Wyyy mmoo mlllllttlle bbfff!” The Queen spat into her gag, face turning red as she did.

Felicia's panties were almost soaked as she stared at her bound quarry. It had been invigorating, the entire process. First, with the knife pressed to The Queen's neck, Felicia forced her to undress and stuff her panties in her mouth. Since The Queen was a dominatrix, it wasn't hard for Felicia to find rope to secure her hands and feet, and a white cloth to wrap around her mouth to keep the stuffing in place. Once the nude woman was bound and gagged, Felicia made her lay on her stomach and then used a length of rope to tie her bound feet to her wrists, leaving her hogtied on the closet floor.

Then Felicia donned The Queen's clothes, and even put her hair up in a bun like The Queen. She felt invigorated, empowered, a sexual predator awakened and ready for her prey.

The Queen though, looked quite the opposite, and squirmed and wriggled on the ground in an attempt to get free from her bonds.

“Gffttt mmmmoovverr hhrrr! Mmlllet mmmm mooo!” The Queen moaned, her ass clenching as she struggled in her hogtie.

Felicia gasped as she watched, her panties getting more and more soaked as she watched the woman struggle.

Is this why guys enjoy tying me up? Felicia wanted nothing more than to sit and pleasure herself as she watched The Queen struggle, but now was not the time.

Neutralize the other threats, then you'll have all the time you need with her! True, and there were other fish to fry.

Felicia only smiled and stepped towards the closet. The Queen stopped her struggling and looked up at the looming captor, once a victim, now in control.

“Ysss pffff mlllet mmeee-”

Felicia only smiled, grabbed the closet door, and slid it shut.

“Mmmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” The Queen moaned as she was plunged into darkness. Felicia was sweating again, but not from the heat, and her heart was pounding from excitement and arousal. She felt like a new woman, a woman in charge.

Nothing could stop her. Beaming from this new power and control, Felicia turned to face the door leading out of the dressing room, ready for whatever faced her on the other side.

Feeling invincible in her dominatrix outfit, Felicia turned the door knob and stepped outside.

As powerful as she felt, and as turned on as she was, Felicia wasn't quite ready for the sight that greeted her.

“Oh there you are, I was wondering what was taking you so long.” Jack said, his back to her.

“Hrrrrmmmph! Mmmmph!” Someone muttered from under a gag.

Felicia froze, taking in the room she had just stepped in.

Jack's back was to her, which was good, and from the looks of things, he couldn't turn around if he wanted to. He was strapped sitting up right in a seat of some sort, his hands manacled behind him, and from the looks of things, he was completely naked.

A few feet away from Jack, in the center of the room, was Tanya Donnelly. She too was strapped to a bench, though she was straddling it, her bare ass sticking straight back, while her hands cuffed to the bench beneath her. Like Jack, she was completely nude, and her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail and a white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her.

Tanya turned to face Felicia and froze, cocking her head in confusion.

“Hrrrmmmph?”

Felicia flashed her a mischievous smile and strode forward. As she did, she grabbed a white cloth from a table against a wall.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Tanya started to struggle, pulling on her bonds, but she was secured tightly in place.

“Okay, let's get this show on the road.” Jack said, not turning around. As Felicia got closer, she could see over his shoulder and saw that yes, Jack was completely nude, and he was sporting a massive, raging erection.

Felicia smiled, stepped directly behind Jack, and held the white cloth between both hands just in front of his face.

“What? I don't do gags, you know-UMMMPH!” Jack's protest was cut off as Felicia pulled the thick, white cloth back over his mouth and tied it at the back of his neck.

“Uffff! Mmfff! Mmmo!” Jack barked into his gag as Felicia stepped around to admire her prey. Jack was here, bound, gagged, and naked at her mercy as she had once been with him.

And he did have an amazing body, solid muscle. He looked up at her and ceased his struggles for a moment.

“Hey Jack, remember me?” Felicia smiled.

“Ufff... mffff!” Jack tugged on his bonds, but they held tight. Felicia looked down at his large, rock hard penis and noticed that his erection had not subsided.

“Awww, a little excited are we?” Felicia smiled and took his cock in her hands. Jack froze, staring up at her.

“Thinking of all the stuff you would do if you had me in this position?” She winked. To her surprise, Jack winked back.

“Umm hmm...” He nodded.

That did it. It set of a spark of rage among the arousal Felicia was feeling. Jack's penis throbbed in her hand as blood pumped to it. She tightened her grip on his cock, her eyes flashing cold blue venom.

“Urrrmmm...” Jack grunted, and to Felicia's surprise, he grew harder!

Then an idea struck her. Masking her rage, Felicia flashed him a smile and stepped back.

“Well, you got me now. Let's try those things.” At this Jack cocked his head.

“Hmmmph?”

Felicia turned around, giving Jack a new, full view at her thonged behind. She flexed her glutes and then clasped her ass cheeks with both hands.

“Do you want this ass? Have you fantasized about it?” She turned to face him, digging her fingernails into her backside.

Jacks' eyes were wide with lust, his rock hard penis thrusting out towards her like an antenna.

“Ummm hmmm...” he nodded. Felicia only giggled and moved her hands along her hips while gyrating, wiggling her ass at him, taunting him. As she moved, her hands glided to the front of her now soaked panties.

I'm liking this! I can't believe it.

Felicia hadn't been this turned on since... well that time with Janet. There was a fire in her blood, and she was going to feed the flames. She stood straight up and reached behind her again to undo the knots on her corset.

“Ullgmmm... mmmmm!” Jack protested behind her and she heard his restraints rattle as he tried to pull free. Felicia only smiled at his. As she untied her corset, she looked forward at the bound and gagged Tanya, watching in confusion.

Oh don't worry, you're next. Felicia thought and winked at Tanya, who cocked her head at the stripping Sheriff.

“Mmmoo!” Tanya mumbled and pulled on her restraints, eliciting a giggle from Felicia.

The knots on the back of the corset came loose, and Felicia's hands moved to her chest to hold the garment against her breasts as she spun around to face Jack.

“Ullmm mmm!” Jack protested and pulled again on his bonds, but he was secured tightly. Felicia giggled again and bent over, giving Jack a view of her cleavage under the corset as she arched her entire body in a display of seduction and power.

Her eyes met his and she smiled, wiggling her breasts at him as she clutched the corset to her chest. She could see that his eyes were filled with anger, helplessness, and desire. Jack pulled again at his restraints.

“Mmmmrrggph! Mmmmp!” Jack twisted his head to look down at his bound hands, but they were manacled nice and firm. Felicia turned her back to him again and wiggled her ass slowly and deliberately at him.

“Mmmggglllp! Mmmmp!” Jack struggled and pulled at his restraints. She could practically hear the blood rushing to his penis, at his desire for her. With that thought, Felicia's hands came away from the corset, dropping it.

“Mmmm?” Tanya's eyes widened as Felicia bared her breasts at her.

“Mrrmmmgrruugl! Mmmm!” Jack's chair rattled as he struggled to get free. Felicia kept her back to him as she raised her hand and pulled her hair tie out. Her long, brown hair fell free around her shoulders.

Back still to Jack, she hooked her fingers in the straps to her panties and waved her ass at him in a taunting motion.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” She looked over her shoulder to see Jack, his face beat red, pulling hard on his restraints. His penis looked like it was about to burst any moment.

Felicia smiled and winked at him, and then lowered her thong panties a few inches, exposing the top of her ass crack.

“Would you like to tear these off of me?” She giggled at her captive.

“Mmmsss! Mmmm!” Jack protested. His red, rage contorted face was a stark contrast to the white cloth gagging him. Felicia loved it, loved having this man who had humiliated her so many times at her mercy.

She bent over more, sliding her panties down ever so slightly, exposing more of her rear end.

“Mummummm! Ugggllumm!” Jack mumbled. The sounds he made sent vibrations of pleasure through Felicia. Her whole body tingled, consumed by the desire and power she felt.

But she wasn't done yet.

She bent over more, sticking her ass straight out and let her panties drop. The flimsy, soaked undergarment fell around her ankles. Clad only in stalkings and heels, she stood up straight and turned to face Jack, allowing him a full view of her nude body.

He froze, eyes wide, his breath ragged and labored thanks to the gag. Felicia narrowed her gaze at the bound and gagged man and strutted forward. As she walked, she remembered every indignity he had visited upon her. She remembered how he had forced her to strip to her underwear and then packed her inside a box, and then how he had bound and gagged her next to a ticking time bomb.

Then, how he had kidnapped her and the other girls and forced them into bags with the intent of bringing them to this very brothel to be put to work.

Well, not anymore. Now, she was in control. With every step she took towards this man, she felt more powerful, more controlling, more dominant. This was her body, her skin, and she was going to own it.

In a few steps, she was towering over him, hands on her hips. Jack looked up at her, eyes filled with desire.

“Mmmmrhmm! Ullum!” Jack pulled on his restraints again. Felicia smiled and turned around, giving him a close up of her bare, beautiful, and fit backside.

“Is this the ass you wanted?”

“Ummm hmm....” Jack mumbled after a pause.

“Did you want to stick that big dick of yours into it?” She wiggled her backside as she spoke.

“Umm hmmm...” Jack moaned.

With that, Felicia bent over and back up towards Jack. She heard a huff as he held a breath.

If he thinks that I'm actually going to let him inside me, he has another thing coming! Felicia giggled and pressed herself against Jack, feeling his massive, throbbing penis upwards between her thick ass cheeks.

“Ufff...mfffff...” Jack sighed. His penis throbbed between her cheeks. She gripped his thighs and started to rub her buttocks up and down along his shaft, feeling as the organ pulsed with each movement.

“Offf... mmooofff...” He sighed with each movement. Felicia pressed herself back against Jack's body as she massaged his penis with her ass, feeling as he squirmed against her.

His whole, muscle bound body was coated in sweat, as was hers. Felicia kept her movements slow and deliberate, her ass rubbing ever so slowly against his rock hard penis.

“Ufffmm...mfffmm...” He sighed, squirming in his seat like a worm on a hook. He thrust his pelvis forward with each movement as best his chair would allow him.

Oh no... She smiled. Felicia wasn't about to let Jack have any of this.

“Uufffgglllmm....” He moaned, his penis starting to quiver-

-And Felicia stopped, stepping away from him.

“BFFFFF!” Jack spat into his gag. Felica turned around and wagged a finger at him. Jack's face was still red, and his penis swollen and twitching. He was close.

“Oh no, not yet.” She chided him, taking a few steps back as she did. Jack's eyes were full of anger and frustration now.

“MMMMO! MMMFFF!” He pulled again on his restraints, causing the chair to shift a bit under him. Looking down, Felicia saw that his chair was actually on wheels, though it looked like they were locked in place.

She smiled, a plan forming.

“Oh poor baby, I'm sorry.” She cooed, walking around the bound and gagged man. As she did, she brushed an arm across his muscle bound chest, causing him to let out a sigh.

“Ufff...”

“I'm not done with you yet...” She whispered in his ear as she slunk behind him. Her hand started to glide down his sweat coated chest.

“I have so much more fun in store for you,” She sighed, her hand now tracing his six pack abs. “And her...”

At that, Jack froze. Across the room, so did Tanya.

“Whaaffff?” She perked up.

Felicia's hand found Jack's penis and gently her finger glided up and down the bottom of the shaft.

“Uffff...” He sighed, trembling at her touch.

“And after that, I'll pull the Queen out of the closet I have her tied up in and have some fun with her.” She continued, still massaging his shaft with her fingers.

“Offff... mfff...” Jack sighed.

“Would you like that?” She started to move her fingers faster, feeling as his penis started to throb even faster under her touch.

“Hmmm....yssss...” He sighed.

As her one hand stroked his penis, she was using the other one to unlock the wheels to the chair.

“Oh, well too bad.” Her voice turned cold and she pulled her hand away.

Jack sat up and pulled again.

“Hmmmmph? Mmmmo!” He jerked, this time moving the whole chair. Jack froze, realizing that Felicia had unlocked the wheels.

“Yep, you'll just have to sit in the corner and imagine what's going on.” Felicia smiled as she gripped the back of his seat.

“Hmmm? Mmmmoo! Mmmmo!” Jack shook his head, veins bulging as he pulled on his restraints.

“I'm sure you can help yourself out.” Felicia taunted, and then spun his seat around. Jack faced the far end of the room, where there looked to be a shower stall of some kind. Aiming for the stall, Felicia took in all of her strength and pushed. The helpless Jack started to roll effortlessly across the room.

“Mmmmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo! Mmmo!” Jack struggled and pulled as his momentum carried him right into the stall.

Felicia smiled and turned to face her new toy, Tanya.

***

“Ummmph! Mmmpph!” Jack twisted and pulled, using every muscle in his well built body to try and stop his chair from rolling into the stall.

Felicia! Stupid bitch! Once I get out of here she's dead!

He couldn't believe it, Felicia Fetters, the helpless little Sheriff with the amazing ass got the drop on him.

And now might be the end of him.

Try as he may, his chair continued to roll into the stall. Though on the surface, it looked like a shower stall with tile walls and floor, even a drain, it was actually used as a way of “disposing” of the more troublesome girls.

The floor was pressure sensitive, so once Jack's seat rolled onto it, it would trigger a chute above him.

And rain wet cement down on his bound and helpless form.

If he and The Queen couldn't break a girl, or make them behave, they would give them a “shower”. They would tie the girl under the chute and bury them in cement, then dump them in the ocean.

And Jack had to stop himself before he was next.

“Grrmmm! Mmmmph!” He flexed every muscle and screamed into his gag as his seat crossed the threshold and onto the pressure sensitive floor of the shower.

Jack froze, waiting, looking up at the mouth of the chute looming just above his head.

Almost immediately a steady stream of wet, thick cement poured out and over Jack's head.

“MMMMMMPH! MMMMMM!” Jack cried before the thick substance completely covered his head, plunging him into darkness and muffling his cries even more.

***

Felicia, meanwhile, was oblivious to Jack's plight. All of her attention was on Tanya, still bound and gagged on the bench. Tanya's eyes were still wide and she tensed as the nude Felicia took a step towards her.

“Mlllett mmee mmoo!” Tanya mumbled, pulling on her bound hands. Much like Jack's, the manacles held her tight. Felicia took another step towards the nude, big breasted red haired woman.

“Hlllp meee!” Tanya moaned, looking down at her bound hands and up at Felicia.

Now Felicia stood over her, still smiling.

“I'm sorry, what was that?” Felicia cupped a hand to her ear and bent over.

“Hlllp!” Was Tanya's muffled response.

“You're going to have to speak up, I can't make out a thing you're saying!” Felicia giggled and bent over.

“Ffffmmm bffff! Llllmmmp mmeee moo!” Tanya spat, her face twisting in rage. Felicia giggled and stood up straight, looking down at the helpless woman.

“Let you go?” Felicia condescended, putting her hands on her hips.

“Mmssss!” Tanya nodded.

“Oh Tanya, I'm not letting you go anywhere,” Felicia bent over as she spoke so that she was face to face with the bound and gagged woman. “If anything, I'm gonna have fun with you just like I did him.” At this, Felicia turned to motion to Jack and gasped.

Where Jack once sat was now a large mound of quickly drying cement. The sludgy like substance was quickly flowing down to cover his nude body. Oddly enough, his erect penis still protruded from the mass of cement covering him, and the tell tale white substance covering it told her that Jack must have just came.

Oops. Felicia shrugged and turned back to Tanya, now staring at the cement covered Jack. The older woman's eyes were wide with fear and she was starting to shake.

“You see, I still have some unfinished business with you.” Felicia stood up and started to circle Tanya. She had seen Tanya clad in a thong bikini a few times before, but this was her first look at her former neighbor completely nude. Despite the fact that Tanya obviously didn't work out, she had all the curves that men would find desirable, large breasts, and a nice, round ass.

As Felicia walked around the bound and gagged woman, she ran one of her fingers down Tanya's bare back.

“Ulllmmm!” Tanya squealed, skin raising under Felicia's touch.

“You see, I still remember very vividly being tied up and gagged inside a crate while you snapped photos of me. I remember you publishing those photos in the newspaper the next day.”

“Ummm mmm! Mmmoo!” Tanya shook her head and squirmed on the bench as Felicia's finger reached the cleft of her buttocks.

“I also remember being kept prisoner in my own jail cell by you and Shelly, and then almost being sold as a sex slave by her!” Felicia dug her nails into the top of Tanya's ass cheek as she spoke.

“Uffff...mfffff...” Tanya sighed into her gag. Was she liking this?

“And now that I have you at my mercy, I'm gonna have some fun.” Felicia smiled and delivered a viscous slap to Tanya's bare bottom.

“Huffff...” Tanya quivered and sighed into her gag.

Felicia furrowed her brow. That sounded like a moan of pleasure.

I'll just have to spank harder. She thought, bit her lip, and wound her hand back for another slap. This time, she connected harder, the sound of skin on bare skin echoing throughout the chamber.

“Oooffff...” Tanya sighed, arching and wiggling her now reddened ass at Felicia. Felicia bit her lip and wound up for another slap.

She threw all of her strength into this slap, the bare palm of her hand connecting straight at the bottom of Tanya's ass.

“Ooffff... mmm... oooommm...” Tanya sighed, stretching out as best as her bonds would let her and presenting her ass to Felicia like a present.

She is liking this!

A new strategy was in order. Felicia strutted back around to the front of the bound and gagged woman.

“You like that, don't you?” Felicia asked, hands on her hips.

“Yfff...mffff..” Tanya sighed. As Felicia came around to her front, she saw Tanya's nipples had hardened. Felicia stood over her captive now, hands on her hips.

“You like me playing with your ass?”

“Ummm hmmm...” Tanya nodded.

Well this is no fun. Felicia furrowed her brow, trying to think of a way to change this up.

“Cmmm hnnn...” Tanya urged, wiggling her ass as she eyed up Felicia.

Then Felicia had an idea, and her face lit up. She looked down at Tanya and reached over and pulled down the white cloth gagging her. As soon as the cloth was pulled down, Tanya spit out a wad of white cloth that was stuffed in her mouth.

“Come on... have fun with me...” Tanya cooed. Felicia turned and walked away.

“What would you have me do?” Felicia asked as she walked towards the pile of clothes she had left on the other side of the room.

“Lick my ass, stick your finger up it... fuck it...” Tanya sighed.

Felicia shook her head. She never would have guessed that Tanya was into butt stuff, but she was learning lots of things today. Still smiling, Felicia bent over and picked up her still wet panties and strutted back over to Tanya.

“Why should I?” Felicia asked, wadding her panties in her hand as she approached.

“Please, I'll do anything, I'll-UMMMMPH!” Tanya was cut off by Felicia shoving her panties into her mouth.

“Nnnnmmmo! Nvvvmm!” Tanya blubbered. Before she could spit out the panties, Felicia had pulled back up the white cloth, holding them in place.

“There, chew on those.” Felicia smiled and stepped back.

“Fffff mmmoo! Ffffvvvmm bffff!” Tanya spat, face turning red again. She squeezed her eyes shut and started pulling against her manacles, breasts jiggling up and down beneath her as she did.

“Grrrrvvvvffff! Mmvvvvffff fffvvrrr!”Tanya grumbled as she attempted to break free.

“Now,” Felicia began, turning around. “Why don't you lick my ass?” She smiled turning around to look down at her captive. Tanya's eyes were filled with anger and revulsion.

“Mwwwhtt? Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” She recoiled as she struggled, pulling on her restraints with all of her strength.

Felicia giggled and backed up, her shapely ass inching towards Tanya's face. Tanya attempted to recoil as Felicia got closer, but the Sheriff anticipated this and reached behind her, grabbed a handful of Tanya's hair, and tugged.

“Ufffff!” Tanya cried as Felicia held her face in place.

Then Felicia backed up, closing the distance and burying Tanya's face between her ass cheeks.

“Ullubbb! Mlluubb! Gllllubb!” Tanya blubbered, muffled by her gag and Felicia's backside. Felicia sighed and started to rub her ass up and down over Tanya's face. As she did, she felt her blood turn electric in her veins. Desire and power washed over her as she humiliated the woman who once humiliated her.

“How does it feel? Do you like that?” Felicia goaded as she continued to rub her ass over Tanya's face.

“Hllbbbb lllbbb! Mmlllbb! Ggbbbbbll!” Was Tanya's reply.

Felicia stopped and pulled her ass away from Tanya's face, and heard a long gasp come from the gagged woman as she took in a breath of air.

“Take it in, enjoy the fresh air.” Felicia advised her captive. She didn't want Tanya to pass out... yet.

“Thhhfff.. Thfff mmoo...” Tanya mumbled, taking deep breathes through her nose.

Without warning, Felicia backed up again, feeling Tanya's nose plant itself directly between her thick butt cheeks.

“MMLLLLBBB!” Tanya cried. Felicia let out a smile and started to shake her ass from side to side.

“Bbbbllubbbb! Mmmmmllllbbb! Ulllbbbb!” Tanya screamed as Felicia jiggled her bare bottom over her face. Her ass cheeks made a TWAPPING sound as they repeatedly smacked against Tanya's face.

Felicia closed her eyes and sighed again. She loved the pathetic blubbering sounds that Tanya was making. They turned her on. With her one hand still gripping Tanya by the hair, Felicia slid her other hand down her bare crotch.

“Mmmlllbb! Ulllubbb gggbbblll!”

It was music to Felicia's ears, having this woman bound and humiliated at her hands.

Once I'm done with her, it's The Queen's turn! Felicia would have to think of something nice and fun for her.

As she pondered this and more, her fingers traced the outer lips of her vagina. She was still soaked down there, her whole body teetering on the precipice of an orgasm. Felicia sighed again as she rubbed her finger up and down along her outer edges, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

“Ullllb! Mmmlllb!” Tanya cried as involuntary convulsions rocked Felicia's body, causing her ass to quake a little faster over Tanya's face.

Felicia stepped away, allowing Tanya a breath. They both sighed at the same time, Tanya out of relief, Felicia out of pleasure.

“Oohh...” Felicia cried as her fingers moved in, tracing the inside of her lips.

“Hfff...mmfff...” Tanya huffed, barely having time to catch a breath before Felicia started to back up again.

“Mmmoo! Mmmoo! Mm—ULLLLBB” Tanya cried as her face was eclipsed by Felicia's ass again. More convulsions rocked Felicia's body as her fingers inch further and further inside her. Ripples of electricity resonated from Felicia's vagina to her whole body.

“Ulllbb! Mmmmlllb!” Tanya cried, obviously not enjoying the feeling like Felicia was.

“Ahhh!” Felicia cried as another convulsion rocked her body. Like Tanya, it was crying out for release...

...but she wouldn't let it off just yet.

Felicia stopped, her fingers just shy of her clit, and stepped away from Tanya. She let go of Tanya's hair and pulled the gag down. Almost immediately, Tanya spit out the panties.

“Gahhh... thank you...” She gasped.

“Do you want free?” Felicia gasped, her whole body still tingling.

“Please...” Tanya pleaded.

“Then lick it.” Felicia ordered.

“Wha—UMMMPPH!” Tanya was cut off by Felicia backing her ass up into her face again. Like before, Felicia started to rub her ass up and down, except this time Tanya didn't have a gag between her and Felicia's bare ass.

“LLLLBBBB! BBBBLLLLB! MMMLLB!” Her protests were also louder now without the gag.

“Lick it! Stick your tongue up it!” Felicia ordered. Her whole body was alight with pleasure, but she resisted giving into her urges, not yet.

“Mmmmlllb!” Felicia could feel as Tanya tried to shake her head.

“Yes!” Felicia ordered, grabbing a handful of Tanya's hair and pulling hard.

“BBBBFFFF!” Tanya spat. Felicia froze, holding Tanya's head in place.

“Stick your tongue up my ass!” Felicia grunted through gritted teeth.

“Mmmmmffffll! Ffllllbb!” Tanya tried to twist her head away but Felicia held it in place.

Felicia bent over slightly and slowly wiggled her ass back and forth over Tanya's face.

“Ummmmm...” Tanya whined.

“It's the only way you're getting out of here...” Felicia sighed, her fingers twitching involuntarily inside her.

Tanya went still, then Felicia felt it, her tongue slowly slide out of her mouth and trace the outside of Felicia's asshole.

It sent a tremor of excitement through Felicia's whole body. Her fingers started to dance along her clit.

“Oh yes...” Felicia sighed, whole body erupting into pins and needles. Tanya's tongue continued to lap along the outside of her butthole, each movement sending shivers of excitement through Felicia.

As Tanya ate her ass, Felicia's fingers continued to rub her clit, her body trembling with each movement.

“Oh yes... yes...” Felicia cried.

Tanya couldn't moan or protest, thanks to her tongue now vigorously lapping at Felicia's ass crack.

“Oooohh... yeah...” More tremors rocked Felicia's body and her fingers quickened their pace on her clit.

Then she felt the orgasm coming, like a great flood. It washed over her body, cleansing it, leaving her invigorated and anew.

“Ooooohh!!!!” Felicia moaned, letting go of her clit and Tanya's hair. Her hands lifted and pulled back her hair as the orgasm took control of her body.

“Yes! Yes!” She collapsed to her knees as she came, every muscle turning to jelly. Behind her, she could hear Tanya gasping for breath.

She felt serene, at peace. Felicia hadn't felt like this for months. The orgasm had passed but the aftershocks still rocked her body.

“Hey so you said- MMMMPH!” Felicia cut Tanya off by pulling the cloth gag back up over her mouth. There was no way she would let this woman ruin this moment.

“Mmmmph! Umm!” Tanya protested. Felica closed her eyes and leaned back, resting her head against Tanya's cheek while patting the other with her hand.

It was almost a perfect moment. Felicia had reduced this woman to her pet. She had taken control after spending so long as a prisoner. It was invigorating, and it was sexy. Never again would she be made helpless, never again would she lose control.

“Mmmm! Ulllmmm glllmm! Mmmm!” Tanya twisted against Felicia, moaning and struggling. Eyes still closed, Felicia sighed.

Some people just always have to ruin the moment.

Felicia spun around and felt blindly on the floor until she found her discarded panties. She lifted them up and opened her eyes to face Tanya.

“Some people just don't know how to stay quiet.” Felicia chided as she pulled down Tanya's gag.

“No wait-UMMMPH!” Tanya's pleas were cut off by Felicia once again shoving the panties in her mouth. The red-headed woman's eyes were wide and frantic as Felicia pulled the cloth up over her mouth.

“I might have to find a few more layers to keep you nice and quiet.” Felicia cooed, patting Tanya on the cheek.

“Mmmmmo! Mmmlllkkk! Mmmmo!” Tanya's eyes were on something behind Felicia.

Felicia just sighed. There was no way she was falling for that one.

“If you think that one is going to work on me, you got ano-MMMMMMPH!” Felicia was cut off by a strong but feminine hand clamping over her mouth and pulling her back.

“Oh Felicia, well done. Not many people can get the drop on me like that.” The Queen sighed in her ear as she pressed her nude body against Felicia's from behind.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmmmph!” Felicia's eyes went wide and she tried to pull away, but The Queen held her firmly in place.

“What do you say we have a little play time?” The Queen hissed as her other hand cupped Felicia's bare breast.

“Mmmmooo! Ummmmm!” Felicia tried to resist, but the other woman pulled her to her feet like she was a rag doll and started dragging her across the room.

Felicia was a captive again.

To be continued...
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