

PREVIOUSLY...

Felicia Fetters is a beautiful young woman attending criminal justice school in Los Angeles. With tuition bills piling up, Felicia takes to modeling to make ends meet and falls under the tutelage of an exotic bikini model named Gina. But Felicia's admiration for Gina quickly turns to jealousy and she hatches a plan to usurp Gina's bikini crown by having her kidnapped at an upcoming bikini contest, but the plan goes awry...

Two years later and Felicia is looking to get away from the city life and start fresh, so she leaves the LAPD in order take up a position as Sheriff of a small beach town known as Marston's Pointe. The town proves to be anything but idyllic as Felicia soon discovers a seedy underbelly of crime and corruption, all leading towards a mysterious figure called Ace.

During her first day on duty, Felicia meets a beautiful bartender named Janet who is being strong armed out of her business by Ace's men. Determined to make a difference (and a little smitten) Felicia promises Janet that she will save her bar. Later that night, Felicia returns home to see her neighbor, a buxom and tenacious reporter named Tanya, suspiciously sneaking along the beach. Felicia follows Tanya and discovers that the reporter is looking to expose an arms deal going on at the docks. The Sheriff sends Tanya to get back-up and chooses to face Ace's men alone, but gets caught. The criminals force Felicia to strip at gun-point, and then bind and gag the lingerie clad Sheriff and pack her away in a wooden crate to be shipped off to parts unknown..

1.

“Hurry up! They're getting away!” Tanya shouted from the passengers seat. James Randy just shook his head and tightened his grip on the steering wheel. She hadn't shut up the entire ride to the docks. He had been home, out of uniform and into a t-shirt and jeans, and hadn't planned his night beyond looking up more photos of Sheriff Fetters during her modeling days. Sheriff Fetters, wow, kinda uptight, but damn, was she something? The sight of Fetters' ass under those thin tights she was wearing had been burned into his brain.

Then he got the call from Deputy Cringe. There rarely was trouble in Marston's Pointe after dark, maybe a drunk or two, so the whole department had taken to going home, with the exception of Cringe, who manned the phones until 9 at least. After 9 Cringe left and closed up, and any call that came in would redirect to the private numbers of the Sheriff or Deputies. Apparently, Cringe was closing up shop when Tanya Donnelly called, frantic about some sort of trouble by the docks, and the Sheriff was involved. Randy got the call while in front of his computer, a photo of Felicia up, a beer in one hand, and his cock in the other. He downed his beer, buttoned up his jeans, and threw on his uniform shirt. He picked up Tanya a few blocks from the warehouse distract where she filled him in. An arms deal was going down, and Sheriff Fetters told Tanya to get help while she dealt with the men.

Randy was worried, Sheriff Fetters was going up against Ace's men alone, which was never a smart move.

“Hurry up!” Tanya screamed again as Randy drove down one of the narrow roads between warehouses, his siren blaring. Christ, Tanya was annoying. It seemed like every day she was in the station with a new theory or lead on Ace and his men, and the only reason Randy put up with it was because her tits were amazing. He heard that she liked to sunbathe in her back patio in tiny bikinis, and even though he always made a point on his patrols to pass her place, he had yet to have any luck in catching a glimpse of her.

He turned another corner and caught headlights heading in the opposite direction. “Oh no, they heard you! I told you not to put on the siren!” Tanya swatted at his shoulder. Randy ignored her and headed for the warehouse she described. There were at least four sets of headlights headed in the opposite direction down an access road that he knew lead to the highway.

Randy ignored the fleeing vehicles and took another turn. “What are you doing?” Tanya demanded.

He ignored her. If the bad guys were getting away, then where was the Sheriff? His palms were slick with sweat as he steered his cruiser came to a stop outside a small warehouse on the pier. Once parked, Randy killed the engine but left the lights on.

“No, they went the other way! Why are you stopping!” Tanya yelled.

“Tanya!” he started, then paused to catch his breath and collect himself. “Ms. Donnelly, we have to find the Sheriff first.” He said through gritted teeth.

Tanya frowned and exited the vehicle. Randy followed her outside, his hand drifting to the gun on his hip. It was quiet, but the lights in the warehouse were still on and all of the doors open. They must have left in a hurry because a panel truck sat inside the warehouse by a loading bay with several large wooden crates stacked next to it.

Tanya strolled in, a small digital camera in her hands, and started snapping photos.

“Hey, can't do that!” Randy followed after her.

“Freedom of the press!” She said, still taking pictures. To be honest, Randy wasn't sure if she was allowed to take photos or not, but he decided that he didn't feel like arguing.

“Sheriff! Sheriff Fetters!” He shouted, but the warehouse was silent. Randy started to fear the worst, did they take her with them? A bay door was open leading to the outside and Tanya stepped out, Randy followed. On the ocean he could see the lights of a boat in the distance as it sailed away. More wooden crates were stacked on the edge of the dock.

Tanya snapped more photos as Randy surveyed the scene. Where was the Sheriff?

“Sheriff! Sheriff Fetters!”

“UMMMMPH! HLLLEEEEPPPH! MMMLLLEEELLPPH!” Muffled cries rose over the sound of the waves. Randy followed the sound and noticed a wooden crate sitting vertically on top of the other crates, and this crate was shaking back and forth. Someone was struggling inside!

Randy ran over. “Sheriff,” he asked, “Are you in there?”

“GLLLLLUMMMPH! MMMMMPHHH!” was the muffled answer. The crate continued to rock back and forth as Felicia thrashed around inside. Tanya ran over, camera in hand. Randy gripped the edge of the box and noticed that it was screwed shut.

“Hold on Sheriff, I'm going to get you out of there!”

“UUMMM UMMMPH! LLLLUMMPPH!” was the reply.

Randy's eyes raced over the dock, looking for something to get the box open. Tanya ran over a second later with a crowbar. He took it and nodded in thanks.

“Hang on, we'll have you out in a minute!”

“MMMMMPH!”

Randy placed the crowbar under the seams of the crate and pried. The wood creaked and groaned as the screws worked free. Tanya stepped behind him, raising her camera. After a few moments, the front of the crate fell away, exposing what was inside. He stepped back and his jaw dropped.

“GLLLLLMMMPH!” The Sheriff glared at him, fury in her eyes. She was bound with brown packing tape, several layers of it covering the lower half of her face, gagging her. It also looked like the Sheriff was naked. Behind Randy, Tanya started snapping photos.

“UMMMMPH! UMMMPH!” Felicia mumbled and motioned at Randy with her head. After another moment, he noticed that she wasn't naked, but clad in a white sports bra and thong, the very same thong he had seem through her thin tights earlier that day.

“UMMMMPH!” She screamed under the gag, her eyes wide with fury.

Randy shook his head, “Uh, yeah Sheriff. I'll have you out of that in a minute.” he said and stepped over to her.

“Ulllummmmph!” She mumbled in defeat and hung her head as Randy stepped over to the bound Sheriff. Meanwhile, Tanya continued to snap photos.

2.

Felicia woke up the next morning to the sound of the ocean outside and the sun shining through her bedroom windows. For one blissful moment she had forgotten about the previous night, but as she opened her eyes, it all came flooding back: being stripped of her clothes, being bound and gagged, locked in the crate, Deputy Randy finding her...

She groaned and sat up, completely naked. After Randy and Tanya had broken open the box, they quickly freed Felicia from the tape. Randy couldn't take his eyes off her half naked body, and Tanya had lent her the jacket she wore, though it only covered Felicia's upper body. EMTS had checked her out and she was relatively fine, mostly just angry and embarrassed. The goons left in a hurry, and Randy volunteered to take the weapons they left behind to evidence lock up after driving Tanya and Felicia home. Felicia had gone straight into her house and showered for close to an hour, and after had climbed right into bed. Now she tossed aside the covers and stood up, looking out her two windows that overlooked the beach. If anyone happened to be passing outside then they would have been given a terrific view of Felicia's tan, toned, naked body. Staring out the window, she was thankful for how desolate the beach was, and also realized that she should get blinds and curtains for her windows soon.

She took a quick shower and got dressed, this time wearing spandex tights over a black thong. Thankfully she had another uniform shirt, which she wore over a black sports bra, but she didn't have a second gun belt, or gun for that matter. Felicia gritted her teeth, those men would pay, dearly. Once she caught them, it would be the maximum sentences for all of them, including that Jack. It was her mission now to see Jack rot in a cell for the rest of his life.

The birds were singing as she stepped out onto her front porch, ready to face the day, and the rest of her police department. She would acknowledge what happened, thank Deputy Randy for his help, and state that it would never happen again, and she meant it too. Felicia locked her door and turned to her driveway when a rolled up newspaper on the porch caught her eye. Strange, she didn't remember subscribing to the local paper, maybe the previous resident of the house did? The newspaper was called The Marston Observer, and Felicia picked it up and unrolled it.

Her jaw dropped when she saw the front page.

The front page was a photo of her from the previous night, packed in the crate, bound, gagged, and in her underwear. Her eyes were wide and pleading as they faced the photographer, Tanya. Above the photo was the headline “Bimbo Botches Beach Bust”.

Felicia felt her blood turn to fire as she crumbled the newspaper in her hands. Tanya! That bitch! Her hands worked the paper into a tight wad and she tossed it at Tanya's house as she stormed towards her cruiser. Somehow, someway, Felicia would get Tanya for this public humiliation.

And that's exactly what this was, public humiliation, but for what? Why would Tanya do it? It occurred to Felicia that she should have read the article before crumbling up the paper, but now it was too late. She was supposed to be the Sheriff, but now there was a photo of her bound, gagged, and in her lingerie plastered all over town. She needed a quick rebound from this, somehow. Felicia needed to show strength, that she was a force to be reckoned with.

She had to bring in Ace, or Jack. It was time to show that she ran this town.

Things were not better when she got to the station. When she walked in the door the first thing she saw was Deputy Frank shoving the newspaper under his desk, his face beet red.

“What was that?” She asked, hands on her hips.

“Nothing.” He said, crossing his hands in front of him.

“Nothing?” She asked, eyebrows raised.

“Nothing.” was his response. Felicia sighed and turned around to see Alice sitting at her desk, paper open in front of her, the photo of Felicia's bound and gagged underwear clad form stared back at her, almost mocking. Her fists clenched and Felicia stalked over to the dispatcher's desk and ripped the paper out of the old woman's hands. Alice cried out and groped for the paper like a child reaching for her pacifier. Their eyes met, and Felicia never broke contact as she crumbled up the paper and tossed it in a garbage can.

“I was reading that!” Alice cried out.

“You're on duty, you can read when you get home.” She turned to face the rest of her men, “Next person I see with that newspaper turns in their badge.”

The air was tense, everyone stared, waiting on her next word.

“Is that clear?” Still no response.

“I said, is that clear!” She shouted, feeling the blood rush to her face. Everyone nodded back at her in agreement. “Deputy Randy!” she shouted.

James stepped forward, a styrofoam cup of coffee in hand.

“Yes?” His eyes were wide, afraid.

“My office.” She barked and turned towards the room at the back of the station.

When she looked at the closed door to her office her eyes widened and she could feel her blood start to boil in her veins. Her fists and jaw clenched in the same moment. A small, pink and white bikini was pinned to the door, there was a note hanging on the bikini top, though she was too far to read the writing. Felicia strode forward, dimly aware of the pain in the palm of her hands from her fingernails digging in.

As she got closer to the bikini she could make out more details. The bikini top was pink with frilly white trim around the edges, and the bottom was nothing more than a small, pink g-string. The note hanging from the bikini top read: “Stop playing cops and robbers and go back to the beach”. Her eyes scanned the note a few times and she felt her boiling blood turn to ice. Felicia whirled around to face the rest of the officers, whose eyes were wide and on her, jaws slack.

“Who did this?” She demanded. No one said anything.

“I want to know who did this. Speak up!” Still no one responded.

“No one wants to take responsibility? You think this is funny?” The tension in the room could be cut with a knife.

“If no one steps forward then I'll suspend you all without pay!”

“Come on Sheriff,” Randy put a hand on her shoulder. “No one did it.”

She pulled away and glared at him.

“No one? None of you did it?”

“It was...” Frank spoke up and then choked when Felicia focused on him. “It was... here when we got here.”

“Really? And none of you felt the need to say anything or take it down?” Felicia placed her hands on her hips.

“N-n-n-no. We didn't know what to do, and then when you came in and were in a bad mood we didn't....” Frank swallowed and looked down. Felicia looked at him and then back to Randy.

“You expect me to believe that someone just came in and put this here?”

“You gotta believe us Sheriff, none of us did it.” Randy pleaded.

Felicia bit her lip. If it wasn't one of her men then it meant that someone else was trying to send a message to her, Ace? Maybe, it didn't take Randy long to find out about her modeling days, so it would make sense for Ace to do the same. She stormed towards the door and ripped the bikini down.

“Randy, inside now.” She barked.

They entered her office and she slammed the door behind them, tossing the bikini and note onto her desk. Randy, shaky cup of coffee still in hand, took a seat as Felicia sat behind her desk.

“The guns, where are they?”

“Evidence lockup,” he responded, still shaking.

“And what did we find on them?” She eyed him.

“Nothing.” He said, avoiding her gaze.

“Nothing?” she asked.

“There's no manifest or paperwork on the guns, no prints, the serial numbers are filed off... we have nothing.”

Her fists clenched and she leaned forward, “I have Jack on the scene.”

“I... no one knows where to find him, or his men. We have nothing to connect them to Ace...” He trailed off, waiting for her reaction.

Felicia leaned back, doing her best to mask her frustration.

“Maybe if we talked to Tanya about her source, they could-” he began before she cut him off.

“No!” She blurted out, causing Randy to jump and spill coffee all over his hand. He cried out and used his other sleeve to wipe the drink away.

Felicia got a grip on herself and stared up at him.

“No, I will not bring that woman in on this investigation. Is that clear?”

Randy nodded.

“Dismissed.” She said and he scampered away. Felicia watched him go and leaned back, letting out a groan. Jesus, this was only day two. Outside, Randy took his seat at his desk, exchanging a nervous look with Frank. It suddenly dawned on Felicia that she didn't want to spend any more time in this office, or building. She had to get out... somewhere, just drive or... or something. Her eyes fell on the bikini on her desk and her blood boiled again.

Felicia got to her feet, snatched the bikini off of her desk, and headed for the exit. All eyes turned to her as she exited her office.

“If you need me, get me on the radio.” She said and pushed through the main doors and out into the beautiful morning sun.

3.

Thankfully, Felicia found that Rossi's was open, a thick wooden board was hammered in place where the broken glass once was. At first Felicia didn't really know why she went to Rossi's, but then realized that she didn't really know where else go other than back home, and if so then she might run into Tanya, and if she ran into Tanya now... then God help that woman. Janet was working the bar and gave Felicia a look of surprise when she took a seat.

Janet was dressed far more appropriately than the last time they met, and was wearing tight blue jeans and a white tank top that showed off her magnificent breasts perfectly. Felicia tried not to stare when she ordered a beer.

“Drinking on duty?” Janet raised an eyebrow under her glasses.

“Been that kind of day.” Felicia answered.

Janet nodded and went over to her tap.

“I saw the paper today, I'm... sorry to hear about what happened. I'm glad to see that you're okay though.”

Felicia nodded as Janet handed her a sweating glass filled with amber liquid.

“I met our friend Jack.” She said. Janet's eyes widened.

“Look, these guys, they're... tough customers. Maybe take it easy for a while.” Janet said.

Felicia shook her head.

“I can't take this lying down. They humiliated me. Not to mention that they'll keep coming for your bar. Next time they may do more than break a window.”

Janet sighed and leaned forward, her arms pushing her tan breasts together nicely, and giving Felicia an excellent view.

“Look, I'm thinking of getting out,” Janet said. “This town, it's going to Hell, and Ace and his boys won't stop. You seem like a good kid, maybe you should get out too.”

Felicia shook her head.

“I'm not running away. I promise you that I will save your bar and put Ace and his boys behind bars.”

“But you can't do it by yourself.” Janet stood back up, but her eyes never left Felicia.

“No, no I can't.” Felicia admitted.

“I like you, I know I was rude the other day, but... I think you mean well. I just don't want to see you tied up in my newspaper again, or worse.”

“Don't worry,” Felicia smiled. “I don't intend on letting anyone tie me up again.”

4.

Felicia finished her drink and decided to head home, thinking that maybe some time on the beach may help her relax. Yes, that would do it. She would dig out one of her bikinis, maybe take a quick dip, and then relax in the sun. As she drove, she looked over at the string bikini on the seat next to her. Why was she keeping it when she should have just tossed it in the garbage and not given it a second thought? But she knew why, deep down it was because of her vanity. Some part of her thought that she would look good in that bikini, if it even fit. And so what if it fit? What better way to show that the taunts didn't work then by flaunting it in her tormentors face? Especially if she did look good in that bikini.

As Felicia pulled into her driveway, her eyes widened when she noticed Tanya getting out of her car. Damn! She was hoping to avoid her. Tanya saw Felicia's cruiser parking and her eyes widened. Felicia parked and sighed, hoping that Tanya would have the good sense to go inside.

She didn't. Tanya stepped into her front yard and waited, hands on her hips. Felicia glared at her from inside the car, but then figured that she may as well get this over with. The sound of the ocean greeted her as she stepped out of her cruiser and locked eyes with Tanya.

“Mrs. Donnelly.” Felicia nodded.

“Ms. Donnelly.” Tanya corrected.

“Fine,” Felicia said and stepped into her yard, a fence keeping her and Tanya apart. “So I saw your piece in the paper.”

“Thank you,” Tanya said, hands still on her hips. “It's been a big seller.”

“I have no doubt.” Felicia stopped at her fence and met Tanya's gaze. “Those were pictures of a crime scene and you had no right to publish them.”

“Well, you should have spoke up, said something.” Tanya smiled.

“I was having difficulty communicating at the time,” Felicia grimaced. “Next time you pull anything like that again, I will shut your little paper down.”

Tanya glared at her.

“You wouldn't dare.” She said, her eyes narrowing.

“Try me.” Felicia said through gritted teeth.

“If you would have just stayed out of all of this then everything would be alright, and I wouldn't have posted your incompetence up for the world to see.” Tanya clamped her hands on hips, her face turning as red as her hair.

“What? Mind my own- Listen, if I wouldn't have gotten involved then it would have been you taped up in that box!”

Tanya snorted. “I had a plan! I would have gotten photos, clear shots of Jack and Ace's men bringing in weapons, that would have been enough to get the Feds involved!”

“What... what are you talking about?” Felicia stammered. Feds? FBI? What was Tanya on about?

“Forget it!” Tanya threw her hands up in exasperation. “You don't get it, no one does! Ace is going to keep running rampart through this town, and you had to go in half cocked and scare off his men. We need more good men like Sheriff Vorhees!” The woman's face was a deep scarlet now and she spun around and stormed towards her house.

“Next time, don't follow me!” She screamed and ripped open her front door.

“If I catch you at a crime scene again, I'll toss your ass in jail!” Felicia screamed after her.

Tanya slammed her door behind her. Felicia unclenched her own fists and realized that she was shaking. Who the hell did this woman think she was, Nancy Drew? She probably saved Tanya's life last night and this is how she re-payed her? Forget it, Felicia would find a way to take care of Tanya, somehow.

She sighed and turned towards her front door, it was time to change and go for a dip in the ocean.

“Oh that Tanya, what a fiery temper she has. Means well though.” Felicia heard a female voice behind her. She turned around to see a thin blond woman standing on the sidewalk watching her. The woman was dressed for business, with a very short, black pencil skirt that showed a lot of leg, and a black button down shirt with the top few buttons open. Her breasts were small but pushed up to show nice cleavage under the shirt, and she wore a black blazer over the shirt. Felicia eyed the woman up, she was thin but very toned, a dancer's body, and she would bet any money that this woman had a great ass.

“I'm sorry?” Felicia asked. The woman smiled and stepped towards Felicia's fence. Her blond hair stopped just short of her shoulders and blew in the ocean breeze.

“Shelly Arnold.” She smiled and extended a hand. Felicia stepped towards the fence and shook it.

“Nice to meet you.” Felicia broke off the shake.

“How have you been settling in? Sounds like things have been difficult so far.” Shelly asked, still smiling.

“It's been bumpy but I'll manage, now if you'll excuse me.” Felicia nodded and turned back to her house, not in the mood for small talk.

“Sheriff, I was wondering if you wanted to stop by my place for a drink, I have something to discuss with you.” Shelly's tone was very business like.

“Perhaps another time.” Felicia said, stepping towards her door.

“I promise that I'll make it worth your while.” Shelly called. Felicia stopped and looked back, Shelly was smiling.

“I hate to be pushy, but it concerns matters that are of great importance to you, me, and this town as a whole.” Shelly watched Felicia with inquisitive eyes.

“Tanya doesn't seem to be the biggest fan of you.” Felicia asked, remembering that Tanya said that Shelly was a “Backstabbing bitch”.

“Tanya sees enemies in every corner, but I assure you that we all want the same thing. I just hope that you're more reasonable than her.”

Felicia looked at her house, listening to the sounds of the ocean beyond, and turned back to Shelly.

“Five minutes.” She said.

Shelly's smile got even bigger.

5.

Felicia's brow furrowed in confusion at the photo in her hand. It was taken at night, the photographer was shooting through a window from the outside. Through the window, Felicia recognized Tanya, wearing a black bra and a short, black, see through teddy. The teddy stopped just above Tanya's ass, where she wore a tiny, black thong. Tanya's back was to the window but Felicia recognized her from the red hair and from her plump ass cheeks. Inside the room with Tanya was a man, maybe middle-aged judging from the grey streaks in his brown hair. The man was stretched out on a bed, and wore a brown police uniform shirt similar to Felicia's. Flipping through the rest of the photos, they only got much more... explicit.

She tossed the photos down on a table. Shelly had invited Felicia into her home and brought her down to her basement, which is where Felicia guessed Shelly had done most of her entertaining. The basement had a huge flatscreen tv set up against a far wall, a full bar at the other end, and a large, jacuzzi right in the middle. At first Shelly offered Felicia a drink, which she refused, and then Shelly handed her an envelope. After handing off the envelope, Shelly excused herself upstairs while Felicia flipped through it.

Seconds after tossing the photos down, Felicia heard the basement door open and Shelly make her way down. It looked like Shelly had changed out of her business suit into something much more... casual. Her blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore a thin, black robe that stopped right at her thighs. Though the robe was tied at the waist, Felicia could see that Shelly wore what looked like a black bikini underneath.

“What are these?” Felicia asked, motioning to the photos. What was Shelly's game?

“That man is Wilson Vorhees, recognize the name?” She smiled and stepped over to the jacuzzi, flipping it on. The calm water started to churn and bubble.

“Sheriff Vorhees.” Felicia nodded.

“He and Tanya were... intimate, but he was also a married man. Like you, he swore to clean up this town, and by doing so painted a target on his back.”

“Are you threatening me? Did you take these photos?” Felicia demanded.

Shelly's draw dropped and a hand went to her chest.

“Oh heavens no! I would never. It took me some time to gain possession of these photos.” Shelly took at seat at the edge of the jacuzzi.

“Care to join me for a dip?” She asked.

“I don't think I have the appropriate attire” Felicia responded, watching Shelly.

Shelly smiled and started undoing the robe.

“I would let your borrow a spare bikini of mine, but I fear they won't fit you. You can go in naked, I won't mind.” She smiled as the robe fell open, exposing her small but firm breasts being held up by a black string bikini top. Shelly turned around and let the robe drop, showing that she wore black, thong bikini bottoms.

Felicia's assumption earlier was right, Shelly did have a magnificent ass, and it fed into great legs, and that thong accented both perfectly. Her back still towards Felicia, Shelly leaned over, draping her robe over the edge of the jacuzzi, and drifted a hand over the churning waters.

“Ace had his men take those photos, and threatened to show them to Vorhees' family, spread them around town, discredit both he and Tanya unless Vorhees stepped down.”

“So he did.” Felicia finished, and Shelly turned back to face her and nodded.

“Since then, Tanya's been obsessed with taking down Ace, thinking that if she does so then Wilson will come back.”

“How do you play into all this?” Felicia asked. Shelly had to have an angle.

“I'm just a concerned citizen that wants her son to grow up in a safe place. Tanya disapproves of my methods because I'm close to Ace's organization, but it's the best way to get information. Keep your enemies close.”

“Were you her source? About the shipment last night?” Felicia asked, and Shelly nodded.

“ I had to inform her anonymously of course, she would never trust it coming from my mouth. It's a shame things went the way it did, but I should have known that she would botch it. She's too close to all of this, wants it too much.”

“So what do you want with me?” Felicia was on edge, it was hard to tell what Shelly wanted, especially if she played both sides like she was implying.

“You're two days in, and already have been the subject of a major embarrassment, Ace and his men have fired the first shot and scored a hit.”

“Get to the point.” Felicia sighed.

“Jack is the eyes and ears of Ace, his man on the street. He knows everything about how the operation is run, to get him would be a boon, and a way to redeem yourself in the eyes of this town and the police.”

“And?” Felicia asked. So far, Shelly was telling her everything she already knew.

“What if I could give him to you?”

Felicia's jaw dropped. “Jack? You know where he is?”

Shelly smiled and nodded. “Ace and his men have safe houses all over town, I have it on good information that Jack will be at one tonight. Despite all that happened, you did wound them by taking their weapons. Jack and company will be planning their next move.”

“Where are they?” Felicia could feel her blood pumping, this could be huge, her chance to strike at this organization and-

-Wait, how could she trust this woman? This could all be a set up, for all she knew, Shelly could be working for Ace.

“How do I know that I can trust you?” She asked.

“Go to the address I'm going to give you, tonight, and see for yourself. I know that it's a hard pill to swallow, but I want to help. You don't have to make a move tonight, but it's a good opportunity to stake them out and plan your next move.”

“I don't need you to tell me how to do my job.”

“Of course, my apologies. Take this as a sign of good faith, I hope that we can continue to work with each other after this.”

Felicia looked at Shelly, and then that newspaper article flashed through her mind, the photo of her bound and gagged on the front page...

She had to do something. Felicia decided that she would trust this woman. Over By the jacuzzi, Shelly smiled and stepped in, keeping her back to Felicia the whole time.

“Care to join me?” She settled down, and leaned back, watching Felicia with hungry eyes. Felicia looked up and met Shelly's gaze.

“Where do I go?”

Shelly smiled and stared at the Sheriff.

“Why don't you step for a dip with me? Then we'll talk.”

Felicia sighed and balled her fists.

“I don't have time for this. Tell me where to go.”

Shelly wagged a finger at Felicia in a “tsk tsk” motion.

“Uh uh, that isn't how this is played. Come on in, join me, and I'll tell you what I want to know.”

Felicia bit her lip and fumed. Was this woman trying to seduce her? Everything about this seemed like that. Inside the jacuzzi, Shelly continued to smile at the Sheriff.

“The heat gets to me, I'll be getting out any minute now.” She cooed.

“Fine, I'll join you for a dip.” Felicia said.

Shelly took a position against the back of the jacuzzi, spread her arms, and watched as Felicia kicked off her boots. After that, her fingers worked along the buttons of her shirt. The top few buttons came undone, exposing her bra and cleavage. From the hot tub, Shelly's eyes widened with amusement.

Felicia finished unbuttoning her shirt and shrugged it off. Then she gripped the waist band of her tights and slid them off as fast as she could. The last thing she wanted to do was give this woman a show.

Now clad only in her bra and thong, Felicia took a few steps towards the jacuzzi.

“Uh uh, you're not going to step in here in your underwear are you? It will be all wet for the rest of the night.”

Felicia glared at Shelly.

“I'm not undressing any more. This is how you get me.”

Shelly sighed and stood up.

“Then I'm afraid we're done here.” She started heading for the other side of the hot tub.

“Wait!” Felicia stepped forward. Shelly stopped and stared, eyes wide.

“What I see here doesn't leave this room. I need to know if I can trust you, Sheriff. Show me that and I'll show you that you can trust me.” Shelly sat back down in the hot tub.

Felicia sighed. She could just gather up her clothes and leave, but what then? She would be back at square one, with no leads on Ace. But what if Shelly didn't know anything? What if she was just playing Felicia?

“I'm waiting Sheriff.” Shelly said.

Fine, Felicia decided to take the risk. She reached behind her back and undid the clasp on her bra. Shelly watched with rapt attention as Felicia tossed the undergarment aside, exposing her bare breasts to the woman. Next she slid off her panties and stood before the woman, fully nude.

Shelly's hungry eyes ran over Felicia's nude body.

“You have an excellent body Sheriff.

Felicia's hands instinctively moved to cover her bare breasts.

“Nope, we have no secrets here.” Shelly said.

Felicia let her hands drop and moved towards the jacuzzi.

“Come in, the water's fine.” Shelly said, leaning back.

Felicia walked up the few stairs leading to the hot tub and set one foot in. The water was warm and inviting. She set her other foot in and stepped into the bubbling waters of the tub. Shelly leaned back and watched.

Felicia made her way over to a seat and lowered herself down, feeling the jets of warm water rub against the muscles of her back and bare ass.

“Lean back, relax Sheriff, you look like you need it.”

Felicia set her head back in the seat and felt the jets of the tub on her body. It felt amazing and she realized she did need it. From across the tub, Shelly continued to watch.

“How does it feel?” She asked.

“Amazing.” Felicia responded.

Shelly smiled.

“Relax Sheriff, take it in. I love nothing more than coming down here after a long day, taking my clothes off, and blowing off a little steam.” Shelly cooed. Felicia felt the waters of the tub shift and noticed that Shelly was sidling over towards her.

Felicia sat up and watched as the woman stopped and hovered just across from her.

“So, tell me what you know.” Felicia demanded.

Shelly smiled and moved towards the Sheriff, they were both face to face.

“Now now Sheriff, if I'm going to do something for you then you have to do something for me.”

Felicia gritted her teeth and stared at Shelly. This was a power play.

“What do you want?” Felicia asked.

Shelly stood up, towering over the Sheriff, and then reached up and started untying the bikini top. A moment later, the black bikini top fell away into the tub and Shelly stood with her small breasts exposed.

“Hey!” Felicia shot up but Shelly reached out, grabbed both of her shoulders, and with surprising strength pushed the Sheriff back down. The Sheriff felt her ass bounce off of the seat in the hot tub as she glared up at Shelly.

“What are you gonna do for me Sheriff?” Shelly grabbed the straps on either side of her bikini bottoms and slid the skimpy thong down. The discarded bikini bottoms floated in the tub next to the bikini top and Shelly stood completely nude in front of the Sheriff.

Felicia leaned back and swallowed, not liking where this was going. Shelly leaned over, her bare breasts right in Felicia's face.

Hey, wait...” Felicia leaned her head back as Shelly settled in, leaning forward to straddle the Sheriff.

Then Shelly forced herself down and under the surface of the tub Felicia could feel the woman's bare, shaved crotch rub against hers. Shelly pushed forward, her breasts pressed against Felicia's breasts.

“Shelly, tell me-”Shelly pressed a finger over Felicia's lips.

“I need to know that I can trust you. Make me tell you.”

Felicia clenched her jaw and pulled away from the shushing finger.

“I'll come back with a court order-ummmph!” The finger over her lips turned into the full palm of Shelly's hand, cupped over Felicia's mouth.

“Come on Sheriff, you can do better than that. If you can't make me, someone who wants to help you, talk, then how can you make Jack talk?”

“Ummmm...” Felicia growled into Shelly's hands and glared up at the woman. This game was getting tiring.

Shelly removed her hand from Felicia's mouth and sat up, staring down at the Sheriff. Felicia flashed her a defiant stare and Shelly nodded.

“Tell me what you know.” Felicia demanded.

Still straddling the Sheriff, Shelly reached over to her robe, still draped over the end of the tub, and pulled at it. Once she had the robe in her grasp, she pulled the black sash out of the loop in the back and then tossed the rest of the robe away. The sash was long and made of black satin, and Shelly held it out in front of her with both hands.

Felicia's eyes widened and she suspected what Shelly was going to do with it.

“Hey, don't think about it!” She warned, eyes narrowing, her blood turning to ice.

Shelly shook her head.

“It's not for you. I'm not going to speak until you do something for me.”

With that, Shelly pulled the sash up, pressed it in her mouth between her teeth, and started tying it at the back of her neck.

“Hey, wait!” Felicia groped at Shelly, but the woman swatted the Sheriff's hands away. Annoyed, Felicia rolled her eyes and reached to pull down the gag again, but Shelly grabbed both her hands by the wrist and forced them down.

Felicia's jaw dropped and once again she was stunned at how surprisingly strong this thin woman was. She tried to pull her hands free but Shelly had them in a vice like grip. Their eyes met.

“Hummmm....” Shelly cooed into her gag and pressed forward, her hands still wrapped around Felicia's wrists. Felicia leaned back as Shelly pressed forward and nuzzled her gagged mouth against Felicia's.

“Ummmm...mmmmm...” Shelly cooed, rubbing her bare crotch against Felicia's.

“Shelly, tell me...” Felicia started.

“Ummm mmmm ummm” Shelly moaned. She had yet to release her grip on Felicia's hands and was now pulling Felicia's hands towards her. Felicia tried to resist and pull her hands back but suddenly her hands burst into pain as Shelly tightened her grip, digging her fingers into the pressure points on the wrist.

Felicia cried out and gave in, letting Shelly have complete control. The other woman leaned forward, rubbing her bare breasts against Felicia's and moved both of the Sheriff's hands up her slender thighs, along her hips, and finally to Shelly's sculpted buttocks. As she did this, Shelly continued to rub her crotch against Felicia's and moan into her gag.

“Ummmppp... mmmmppp.... ummm” Shelly moaned as she pressed Felicia's hands against her rear end. Felicia leaned back, closing her eyes.

She could feel the jets of warm water along her back, down her side, along her ass, each muscle releasing tension, easing itself. Shelly's body gyrated against her, her crotch rubbing up and down along Felicia's bare body. Their breasts bounced and heaved against each other. Felicia wanted to resist, to push this woman off her, to leave...

But it had been so long for her since she had been touched.

Shelly relaxed her grip on Felicia's hands, but still kept them pressed against her bare ass. Felicia was surprised by how tight and lithe Shelly's entire body was. She was a small woman, but a powerful one. Felicia wanted to know more- but no, she couldn't give in, she had to resist. Meanwhile, Shelly continued gyrating, pressing and thrusting against Felicia.

Felicia gave in and dug her nails into either of Shelly's butt cheeks. They were tight, solid all the way through.

“Urrrrmmm...” Shelly moaned and leaned her head back. She let go of Felicia's wrists and brought her hands around to the front, either one digging into Felicia's bare breasts.

Felicia leaned her head back and sighed as Shelly massaged her breasts, the lithe woman's arms squeezing and kneading. Shelly leaned forward and nuzzled Felicia again.

“Tell me... tell me...” Felicia sighed.

“Umm hmmm” Shelly shook her head. Felicia moved one of her hands away from the woman's butt cheek and along her waist to her thigh. Another moan of pleasure escaped Shelly's gagged lips.

“Ummhurrrmm.” her whole body quaked.

Under the water, Felicia's hand snaked along Shelly's thigh to her bare crotch. The skin was just as smooth as the rest of her body. She moved her hand down, her finger dancing along the outer lips of Shelly's vagina.

“Ummm” Shelly moaned and ran her fingers through Felicia's hair. Felicia's fingers continued to trace the outside of Shelly's vagina. The woman continued to moan and shudder.

Then Felicia worked her fingers in and traced the very inside of Shelly's sex.

“Urrmmm! Mrrrrmm!” She gritted her teeth around her gag. Felicia's fingers worked faster now as they moved closer towards Shelly's clit. Shelly tightened her grip on Felicia's hair and pulled the Sheriff forward, burying the Sheriff's face in her heaving bosom.

“Urrmmm, mrrmm...” Shelly continued to moan.

Felicia's fingers found the woman's clit and danced along it, tracing wide circles as Shelly shuttered and convulsed.

“Urrrmm!” Shelly moaned, her entire body rocking.

Felicia looked up at the woman, her lips wrapped tightly around the gag, her eyes closed, head tilted back in pleasure. Then, Felicia raised her head and flicked her tongue over Shelly's erect, pink nipple. The woman continued to shudder and quake with excitement. Leaning forward, Felicia wrapped her lips around the woman's nipple and sucked.

“Ummmph!” Shelly ran her fingers through Felicia's thick hair. Under the surface of the hot tub, Felicia brought up her other hand to Shelly's crotch, raised one finger, and inserted it inside the gagged woman's moist vagina.

“Urrrmmph!” Shelly moaned, let go of Felicia's hair, reached up, and ran her hands through her own hair.

“Urrrmmp!” She cried, tussling her own hair.

Felicia smiled, knowing now that she had Shelly in the palm of her hand, and wiggled her finger inside the woman, all the while working her clit with the other hand.

“Mmmmmmph!” Shelly cried, and her entire body convulsed as Felicia felt her come. She tossed her hair back and reached both arms out to her side, fists clenched as a final quake went through her body.

“Grrrlllumm...” Shelly let out something that sounded like a giggle, then collapsed into the tub opposite of Felicia. Shelly was now seemingly in a daze, her eyes closed and her lips twisted in something like a small around the gag. The Sheriff grabbed the satin gag and ripped it out of Shelly's mouth.

“Now, let's talk.” She said, brushing her wet hair out of her face.

Shelly giggled and opened her eyes.

6.

Well, here I am, Felicia thought as she sat, ear pressed to the thick wooden door of the small apartment that she had a feeling would be her home for the night. Shelly had given her the address to an apartment complex on the outskirts of town, the part of town nobody talks about. As Felicia drove to the spot, she couldn't help but feel apprehension as she drove. Many of the homes had multiple junked cars rotting in the front yards. And there were far too many homes that were rotted and abandoned. Wisely, Felicia stopped at home first and left her police cruiser for her regular car, and now she could only imagine the looks some of these people would give a police car as it rolled through this section of town. There used to be businesses in this end of town as well, judging from the long boarded up overgrown storefronts.

The front door to the apartment building was locked but Shelly told Felicia that she could find two keys under a mat outside: One for the front door and one for Apartment 301. Shelly had told Felicia that Jack and his men conducted their business out of Apartment 302, directly across the hall. Of course all of this had set off warning bells in Felicia's head and she asked Shelly how she knew this and how she had these keys. Apparently, 301 was Shelly's apartment, for when she wanted to be “discreet”. Felicia had a hard time imagining Shelly being more discreet than their hot tub encounter earlier.

So basically this was Shelly's love nest, and now Felicia was using it for a stakeout. The apartment itself was neatly furnished, with a couch, tv, tables, etc. It had a small kitchenette, a bedroom with a neatly made bed, bathroom with a fully stocked cabinet, and the fridge was fully stocked as well. This was an apartment meant for entertaining, not for living in. Felicia wondered how many men, or women, Shelly brought back here. She remembered Tanya mentioning that Shelly had a son, so maybe she brought company here for when they wanted to be alone? Either way, it wasn't a bad place for a stakeout, which usually involved Felicia being in her car or a cooped up van for hours on end.

So Felicia waited. She dived into apartment 301 quickly, not wanting to draw attention since she was still in uniform, and had taken up her position by the door, waiting and listening. The apartment across the hall, in fact the entire floor, maybe the entire building, was eerily quiet, but that was good, it would make it easier to listen when something did go down. Felicia didn't expect much, if anything, to happen tonight. Her plan was to wait and see if Shelly's story checked out, that Jack and Ace's men used this apartment as a safe house. If she could pick up any intel then that would be great, but she planned on this just being recon. If apartment 302 was a safe house, then she planned on eventually getting recording and surveillance equipment into 301 and getting any dirt she could. Shelly would have to find a new love nest.

Hours passed. The only time Felicia got up was to use the bathroom and considered putting on the tv but thought better of it, afraid the nose would alert someone if they heard it. More time passed and Felicia found herself pacing up and down in front of the door. This all could be a bust, hours wasted. Then what? Just go home, go back to the station in the morning and maybe find another bikini waiting. The bikini, she looked at it, draped over the back of the couch. Felicia had taken it out of her cruiser and thrown it inside her car, but when she got to the apartment building she had taken it with her, worried that a skimpy bikini sitting in a strange car might draw attention. Now she stared at it, getting drawn into the white trim on the top. It would look cute on her, wouldn't it?

No. She shook her head and looked out the peephole into the hallway. Still nothing, 302 sat quiet directly across from her. Felicia turned away and looked back at the bikini. If she was still modeling she could have done a killer beach shoot in that, but then again she didn't even know if it fit her. Her head turned to the doorway, it was still silent, then back to the bikini.

Fuck it! She shrugged, she had to pass the time somehow, plus she could change back into her uniform right after.

Felicia quickly stripped out of her uniform and then her underwear, tossing them in a heap onto the couch, and then slid into the bikini. It didn't just fit, it fit perfectly.

Too perfect. She frowned, looking down at her tan breasts heaving under the bikini top. How did they get her sizes? Maybe online? Being a former model, it was feasible that her measurements got online somehow.

The living room had a full length mirror mounted on a wall and Felicia stepped forward to admire herself. She looked great, stunning actually. The bikini top pushed her breasts up and in, giving her plenty of nice, heaving cleavage. The top was a bit small though, and the bottom of her breasts curved under the tiny top. As for the bottom well...

Felicia turned and admired her ass in the mirror. It wasn't a typical “T back” g-string, and instead the pink strings curved perfectly over each butt cheek and down into her crack, perfectly framing and accenting her rear end. It was hot, and a little too risque for a beach day. She turned back to her front and stuck her hand on her hip in a typical modeling pose. Damn, she still had it.

Voices in the hallway brought her back to the moment.

Shit!

She turned away from the mirror towards the door. Several voices, not loud, but conversational, and she recognized one of them: Jack.

Felicia ran to the couch to grab her uniform but heard a door open across the hall. Shit! She could get dressed later!

The bikini clad sheriff ran to the door and looked out the peephole. Jack held the door to 302 open while several men shuffled in. Here it is, go time! Once the last man was in, Jack looked around, and then followed them in, closing the door behind him. Felicia held her breath.

He didn't close the door all the way! Instead, he stopped it just shy of a full close. After another second, the door drifted open a bit, letting a little bit of light from the apartment spill out. Still holding her breath, Felicia stuck her ear against the door and listened. There were voices, but they were muffled, garbled. She strained, gripping her door handle, her chest growing tight...

Still nothing but garbled gibberish. Slowly she let out her breath, if only she could hear what they were saying!

But she could! Her eyes widened. If she was out in the hallway then she could definitely hear through the partially closed door, but what if they caught her? No, Jack thought he closed the door, so that gave her a few minutes, plus if she heard them coming towards the door, she could just slip back into 301. If she left her door open, then she could jump in and close her door before they even knew she was out there. That would be it then, just a quick listen, then back to the apartment.

Felicia stood straight, gripped her door handle, and started to turn it when she realized she was still in a bikini. Damn! A girl in a skimpy bikini listening at a door would definitely draw attention. She turned towards the couch where her clothes lie strewn when she heard raised voices outside. Turning back to the keyhole, she could see that the door to 302 was still slightly open, and someone was talking very loudly. Shit!

She turned back to her clothes, they would have to wait. It would be a quick pop into the hallway where she would assess the situation, and then back into the room. Felicia turned the door handle and stepped out into the hallway.

She let the door swing open behind her as she moved across the hall, and she couldn't help but feel exposed. If anyone came up the stairs or out of their apartments then they would get a face full of her almost bare ass. Felicia stopped just outside of 302 and crouched down by the door knob, listening.

“I mean shit dude, if we fuck this up, Ace will kill us right and good!” A voice said

“Don't worry, we'll be fine. Tonight will go off without a hitch, and then we'll get the guns back, and be back in Ace's good graces, it's all good.” Said another voice, a voice she recognized as Jack's.

“The cops have the guns man, how are we going to deal with that?”

“Don't worry, I got someone on the inside.” Jack said.

Felicia's eyes widened. Someone on the inside! One of her cops was working with Ace and Jack. Who could it be? Was that person the one that left the bikini?

As she mulled this over in her head, she didn't notice the footsteps approaching from behind. A shadow fell over Felicia and she gasped and stood up.

A rough, strong hand wrapped around her mouth.

“ULLLLLMMMMPH!” She screamed into the palm of her attacker. Another hand grabbed her arm and twisted it behind her back. Her free arm shot up and tried to pry the hand away from her mouth but whoever this was, he was strong, and his hand was clamped around her mouth like a vice.

“GLLLLMMMMOOO!” She gurgled as the man pushed her forward and kicked the door open with a strong kick.

She fought and pushed back as the much stronger man forced her inside, his hand stifling her protests.

“ULLLLLMMMM! MMMMMM! UMMMM-LLLMMM-GLLLLMMMM!” Her eyes widened as she was forced inside the apartment. Everyone inside was standing in a circle, but all froze when Felicia was forced inside. Their eyes widened to saucers when they saw what Felicia was wearing.

“MMMMM-UULLLMMMM-GLLLLUMMPH!” She fought as her captor forced her closer to the group. Jack approached, a smile on his face.

“Well, if it isn't our cute little Sheriff. Did you miss me that bad?”

“Grrrmmmmph!” She spit into the hand that silenced her.

“And you even wore your best for me?” Jack's greedy eyes traced the curves of her body. Felicia let out a mumble and shot a leg out to kick him but he backed away.

“I caught her listening at the door boss.” Said her captor.

“It seems we can't get rid of you.” Jack said, his eyes meeting hers.

“Ummmmph!” She kicked again, her bare leg flailing in the air.

“I was nice last time, I even gave you a warning. I won't be so kind this time.”

“Mmmmmmrrrrrppph!”

“Take her out to the car and keep her quiet. I think I know what to do with her.”

“Sure boss.” The goon started to drag her away, and Felicia started to fight and kick.

“Ummmmph! Mmmm-lllummmph! Lllllleeeelllmmmmph! Lllllmmmmph!”

But her struggles were useless. Whoever the man was that had her, he was huge. He dragged her struggling, scantily clad form down three flights out stairs and outside.

It was raining outside, and morbidly, Felicia thought that it was a good thing she was in her bikini.

“LLLLMMMMMPH! ULLLLUMMMPH!” The rain pelted her face, and she struggles became all the more fierce, hoping to catch the attention of someone passing by.

But the street was empty, and all she could do was kick and mumble into this man's hand.

“Mmmmmph! Llllleeellllp!” Looking ahead, she saw that the man was dragging her towards a black car parked at a curb, it's windows tinted.

“Ummmmmph! Mmmmmph!” She kicked and tried to elbow the man, but he didn't react.

One hand still wrapped around her mouth, he used the other to pull open a rear door of the car. Then with ease, he forced the struggling, bikini clad Sheriff inside.

To be continued...
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