

Previously...

Felicia Fetters is a beautiful young woman struggling to put herself through criminal justice school, and one day at her gym she meets a stunning woman named Gina. Gina takes Felicia under her wing and encourages her to be a bikini model as a way of paying for college. Felicia breaks into modeling but soon develops jealousy and resentment towards Gina, and at a bikini pageant, hatches a plan to have Gina kidnapped so that Felicia can win. The plan backfires though...

Two years later, Felicia leaves the LAPD to take up a job as Sheriff in a small beach town called Marston's Pointe. The job isn't the walk in the park that Felicia expected though as she soon discovers that a mysterious crime lord named Ace runs most of the town. Soon, Felicia finds herself smitten with a local business owner named Janet, who is being pushed out of her business by Ace. Eager to win Janet over, Felicia promises to bring Ace to justice and save Janet's bar. Later that night, Felicia notices her neighbor, a beautiful reporter named Tanya, sneaking out. Curious, Felicia follows Tanya and discovers that the reporter got a tip on an arms deal going down on the docks. Felicia intervenes but gets captured by Ace's men. The Sheriff is rescued, but not before Tanya snaps a photo of a half naked Felicia, bound and gagged, and publishes it in the local newspaper.

Humiliated, Felicia looks to save her reputation and meets with a mysterious woman named Shelly that claims to have intel on Ace. Unknown to Felicia, Shelly is looking to establish her own criminal enterprise and wants to use Felicia as a pawn to snuff Ace out. Felicia investigates and gets captured again by Ace's men, and this time is bound and gagged in the basement of Janet's bar along with a ticking bomb. Janet arrives just in time and defuses the bomb and saves the Sheriff, and later that night Felicia and Janet make love. The next morning, Janet goes to her bar only to get jumped by two beautiful but mysterious women named Caitlyn and Eva. The women bind and gag Janet in the bar kitchen and set a trap for Felicia, and the unsuspecting Sheriff easily falls into their clutches.

The girls take Janet and Felicia to an abandoned warehouse on the beach where Felicia is brought face to face with Gina, hell bent on revenge for what Felicia did to her. Gina reveals her plan to take Felicia's place as Sheriff of the town in an attempt to show her up, and heads for the police station with her cronies, leaving Felicia and Janet alone, bound, gagged, naked, and helpless...

1.

“Mmmmrrrrrghhh! Ulllmmm! Grrrrmmmble!” Felicia moaned into her gag as she wriggled helplessly on the floor. Still bound and gagged, Janet had no choice but to watch helplessly as this woman she had shared her bed with was reduced to a helpless, moaning damsel. For what seemed like the thousandth time, Janet tugged on the bonds that kept her hands suspended above her but they held firm. Whoever these people were, they knew their knots.

“Ummmph!” Felicia was on her knees now, hanging her head in defeat. Janet couldn't take her eyes off of the now helpless Sheriff. It was one thing to be bound and gagged, but Felicia was completely nude and wrapped up in a bow like a sadistic present. Beneath the bonds, Felicia's lithe muscles flexed as she once again strained against the ribbon that constricted her.

“Grrrrmmmmm.... urrrmmmm” Her nude body tensed as she tried to use all of her strength to break her bonds, but it was no use, the ribbon held tight.

“Urrrmmmm” Felicia sat back, hanging her head once again, and went silent.

Janet watched and waited. They couldn't give up now! That woman, Gina, couldn't just leave them, could she? But she had said Felicia did the same to her. She replayed the things Gina had said over in her mind, that Felicia had paid someone to kidnap her, and then left Gina bound and naked, could it be true? That didn't sound like Felicia.

But she watched Felicia's eyes as Gina talked and knew it to be true, knew that Felicia wanted to explain herself but couldn't because of the gag. Felicia had ruined this woman's life and Janet got caught in the crossfire, and Gina seemed almost sad about it all. Sad that Janet had gotten caught up in it, sad that Felicia had betrayed her like that. And now here they were, trapped and waiting.

Felicia still had her head down and was sitting on the filthy floor, all she had now was her thoughts to keep her company. Janet realized that she couldn't let this happen, couldn't let Felicia retreat into her head, couldn't leave them here waiting for someone to stumble on them.

“Mmmm!” Janet mumbled into her gag.

Felicia didn't raise her head.

“Grrrrmmm! Ummmm!” Janet called out. It was hard to give a pep talk when you're chewing on a cloth.

But still, Felicia didn't look up.

“GRRRRMMMMMPPH!” Janet squealed, eyes blazing.

Finally Felicia raised her head and met Janet's eyes. Felicia's eyes were heavy, filled with regret, and guilt.

“Urrrmmm mmrrrggglll!” Janet never took her eyes off of Felicia and tugged on her hands.

“Urrrmm?” Felicia shrugged.

“Mrrrrmmmph!” Janet tugged on her bonds again, hoping Felicia would get the hint.

“Urrrmmmm...” Felicia leaned her head back, clearly not getting the hint.

“Mmmmrrrrummm-” Janet started to let loose a tirade into her gag when the beam above her shifted forward, raining a light dusting of drywall and dirt down on her head.

Janet froze. Felicia lifted her head and stared wide eyed.

“Ummmmm” Janet mewed into her gag, and the beam shifted forward again. Apparently it was not as stable as their captors thought.

“Urrrrmmmpph!” Felicia started using her legs and feet to pull herself forward, steadying herself with her hands bound behind her.

“Urrrmmm!” Janet moaned as the beam shuddered again. If it came down, it would come down right on her head!

Felicia leaned her weight forward and pushed herself up with her powerful legs. She wobbled as she tried to steady herself.

“Urrrmmmblle!” Janet muttered words of caution to Felicia as she tried to stand. The muscles in Felicia's legs bulged as she pushed herself into a standing position-

-And held it. Felicia stood, balancing on her bound feet, and hopped towards Janet.

The beam shuttered forward.

Felicia hopped a few feet forward, her breasts bouncing and heaving as she moved closer to Janet.

“Mrrrmmmph!” Janet called to Felicia. If this beam came down, she didn't want it coming down on both of them.

Another hop and Felicia grew closer. The beam creaked and lowered, showering more plaster onto Janet.

“Mmmmmph!” Janet cried.

And Felicia was there, a few feet away from Janet. The naked Sheriff steadied herself and narrowed her eyes at Janet.

“Ummm mmm! Ummm mmmm!” Janet shook her head, knowing what Felicia had planned.

The beam was hanging precariously now, hovering just above Janet's head. Felicia's legs tightened and she pitched herself forward. Her bound body collided into Janet's.

The beam came loose and cut forward. Janet and Felicia tumbled back-

-But Janet's hands were still bound to the beam and she was carried forward, following the path of the heavy steel. Her momentum carried her into Felicia and they both went down.

The beam landed nose first into the ground and tilted forward, away from the bound women. It landed with a loud crash. Felicia and Janet pressed their bodies against each other as chunks of ceiling crashed around them.

And then everything went silent. Janet opened her eyes and found herself looking into Felicia's. Her eyes were wide, terrified.

“Urrmmm mmmmpph!' Janet let out a sight of relief.

“Urrmmm gllllmmph!” Felicia let out what almost could have been a laugh.

Suddenly Janet was aware of how close they were. She could feel Felicia's bare breasts pressing against hers, the steady rise and fall of her chest, Felicia's legs rubbing against hers. Without thinking, Janet leaned forward and nuzzled her gagged mouth against Felicia's. Felicia returned the gesture.

Janet leaned forward and realized that she could move her hands, the beam falling must have broken the rope around it. She brought her hands up and wrapped them around Felicia's back. Felicia leaned forward and rubbed her crotch against Janet's and Janet could feel the heat from her body, the ribbon over her crotch moistening.

Janet's hands drifted down to Felicia's bare buttocks and dug into her soft skin. In that moment, Janet didn't care what Felicia had done to that Gina woman, or that they were still bound. All that mattered was that they were alive and in each other's arms. She rolled Felicia onto her back and rolled on top of her. One of her hands stroked Felicia's bare breasts while the other ripped her own gag off. She had enough of being silenced.

“Mrrrmmmppph...” Felicia closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure.

Janet's hungry hands found the ribbon around Felicia's breasts and ripped it away, exposing the Sheriff's nipples. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue along Felicia's bare breasts while her hand drifted down towards the woman's crotch.

“Urrrrmmppphh....” Another moan into her gag. Janet's hand found the ribbon over Felicia's crotch and ripped it away.

“Mmmmmm!” Felicia moaned and gyrated.

Janet's finger traced Felicia's left breast, down her body, over her stomach, and finally her crotch. She traced it along Felicia's thigh and the Sheriff shuddered and moaned again.

Then Janet's finger ran along Felicia's moist lips and her bound feet kicked in pleasure. Her finger danced the outer edges of Felicia's vagina and then found it's way inside her.

“Ummmmph!” Felicia contorted and Janet hooked her finger up and inside the bound woman.

Another moan of pleasure. Janet continued to work her finger inside Felicia.

Felicia moaned and twisted her lithe body as Janet worked her inside.

“MMMMMMMPHH!” Felicia exclaimed and Janet felt her come.

2.

Janet and Felicia quickly ripped away the rest of their bonds and stood amidst the ruins of the warehouse, suddenly aware of their nudity. As soon as they got free, they set about trying to find some thing to cover up.

And had no luck. Both woman hoped to find at least an old towel or cloth to cover up, but there was nothing but dirt and dust in the warehouse. Janet was less worried about preserving her modesty since she had spent considerable time on the beach in bikinis just as revealing as the underwear she was wearing, but poor Felicia was completely nude. Felicia was becoming more and more self conscious and placed one hand over her breasts and another over her crotch.

“What now?” Janet asked, knowing that they had to get out of the warehouse somehow.

“We have to get to the Sheriff's station, stop Gina.” Felicia said.

“Yeah but...” Janet motioned to Felicia's lack of clothes and the fact that she was in lingerie.

“This is on the beach right?” Felicia asked.

Janet nodded.

“I live along the beach, we'll have to sneak along to my place.”

“Do you really think we can get by unnoticed?” Janet asked.

“We'll have to,” Felicia shrugged. “We can't let her win.”

She turned and strode towards the doorway, baring her naked ass towards Janet.

“Felicia wait.” Janet called.

Felicia stopped and turned.

“What Gina said back there. I need to know if it's true.” Janet said.

Felicia grew solemn and hung her head.

“I was stupid and made a very bad decision. It went very, very wrong and I couldn't face myself or Gina after it. I've spent every day since wishing I could take it back.”

Janet nodded.

“Fine, after this is over, and we're wearing more clothes, we'll talk more.”

Felicia nodded and headed towards the door.

3.

“Ian, it's not going to oil up itself!” Tanya called again to her son, who was doing his best to ignore her.

Ian sat on a beach chair, wearing a black t-shirt, she swore that was all he owned, gray shorts, and large headphones covering his ears. He stared at his cell phone like a man hypnotized. They were both sitting by her pool, though neither of them seemed interested in actually getting in the water.

“Ian!” She held up a bottle of tanning oil in his general direction and shook it. Tanya was stretched out on her stomach in a beach chair, wearing what she told everyone was her favorite bikini, her white thong bikini, when in fact it was her only bikini, and she looked great in it.

Her son ignored her though and continued to stare at his phone. He was getting to be so difficult these past few months. She told herself it was because he was 16 and that was to be expected, but this... When he wasn't ignoring her, he was arguing with her, telling her to stop wearing the bikini, to spend less time by the pool, not to chase any more crime stories. It almost made her like when he ignored her.

Tanya sighed and got off the chair. She didn't want her ass cheeks to burn, but couldn't reach behind to oil them up herself. It was time Ian learned to respect his mother. In a few strides she was across the pool deck and ripped the headphones from his ears.

“Hey!” He shouted, grasping for them as she pulled them towards her.

“No, not until...” She held out the bottle of tanning oil. Ian back away, repulsed.

“I'm not rubbing my hands all over your ass.” He said. Tanya turned around, baring her full cheeks to him.

“Yes you will! I'm not burning!” She huffed. Ian was doing his best not to stare and instead focused on the still waters of the pool.

“Then stop wearing that stupid thing. You're too old for it anyway.” He got up and started to head towards the house.

“Uh!” She huffed and wheeled around to face him. “Well you know what, that's it for these expensive ass headphones of yours!” She shouted and raised her hand, intending to toss his headphones into the pool.

Ian cried out and grasped at her hand but stopped.

“Ah hah! Now are you going to listen to your mother?” She asked, but then noticed that he wasn't even looking at her. His eyes were focused on something on the beach behind her.

“Ian?” He didn't respond and just stared off into space. “Ian!” She snapped her fingers but it didn't break his concentration. Tanya sighed and figured that she may as well see what is so fascinating and spun around to face the beach. What she saw made her jaw drop.

Sheriff Fetters and what looked to be Janet Rossi were hurrying up the beach as fast as they could go. Janet Rossi was wearing what looked like a bra and a skimpy pair of thong panties, and Sheriff Fetters was completely nude, one hand placed over her bare breasts and another over her crotch. Tanya realized that she never fully got to see what kind of body the Sheriff had, and for a moment she was just as mesmerized as her son. Fetters was amazing, tight and tone, and completely tan. And her ass, my God, her ass was tight, completely solid, a work of art. Even Janet Rossi kept herself in great shape, and Tanya realized that she didn't know how great Janet's breasts were until this moment, seeing them bounce up and down, barely contained by her somewhat small bra.

Wait, what the hell were they doing on the beach like that? Were they an item? She decided this warranted some investigating, but first-

She spun around and placed a hand over her son's eyes. Ian cried out and pulled away.

“Hey! Mom!” he protested, shoving her hand down.

“No! Go inside!” She ordered.

“What... no!” He stammered, searching for a suitable excuse to stay outside.

“Inside! It's rude to stare!” She motioned to the door. Ian glared at her and snuck another look over her shoulder.

“Hey!” She said and once again pointed to the back door. Ian hung his head and turned around. Tanya turned to the beach to see Sheriff Fetters and Janet entering the Sheriff's yard through her back gate. Both women froze when they saw Tanya watching.

“Hey, what do you think you're doing! There are children around!” She screamed.

“Mom I'm not a kid!” Ian protested.

“Inside!” She shouted. Meanwhile, Janet and the Sheriff were heading towards the back door to the house.

“Hey, do you hear me! Indecent exposure! Public nudity! Corrupting a minor!”

Felicia stopped and glared at Tanya, taking her hand away from her breasts and crotch. Behind her, Tanya heard Ian gasp. The Sheriff placed her hands on her hips and stood defiant and nude on her back deck, staring down Tanya.

“Who are you going to call? I'm the Sheriff!” She spat at Tanya.

Tanya stammered, looking for words.

“You know what Tanya? Kiss my ass!” Sheriff Fetters spun around, stuck her perfect rear out, and smacked either cheek. Ian gasped again and Tanya worried that he would have a heart attack.

Then Sheriff Fetters strode across her deck, opened her back door, ushered Janet inside, and closed it behind them.

4.

It occurred to Felicia that it was fitting that earlier she found herself borrowing Janet's clothes and now here had to return the favor. In the end, Janet took a pair of black workout pants which were a little too tight in the rear, though a small part of Felicia didn't mind this, they made Janet's ass look amazing. Janet also borrowed a t-shirt which was also a little too small, accentuating Janet's already large breasts. As for Felicia, she slipped on a pair of black thong panties and a matching black bra, then threw on one of her spare Sheriff's shirts. As she buttoned up her shirt, she realized this was her last one, somehow she had made a strange habit of losing her clothes in the line of duty.

She also made a habit of getting tied up in the line of duty, but not anymore. Felicia stared at her reflection in the full length mirror in her bedroom. Her shirt was buttoned up only halfway, exposing her black bra and cleavage underneath. Turning around, Felicia saw that the shirt was long enough to cover half of her ass. Here she was, the model turned Sheriff, fighting now not only to save her town, but her reputation and job. In that moment, she realized she had to be either the model or the Sheriff, but couldn't be both.

Turning back around, she finished buttoning up her shirt, leaving on button open just beneath her neck. Then she headed over to her closet and pulled out a pair of black cargo pants, standard police issue. If she wanted to be a cop, she had to dress like a cop. She slipped the pants on, tucking her shirt in, then secured them with a belt. Once again she looked at herself in the mirror, with the baggy pants and tucked in, buttoned up shirt, she looked like a cop. Lastly, she tied her hair back into a ponytail. Hell would freeze over before she let Gina and her cronies run her town, not while there was work to be done.

Fully dressed and ready for action, Felicia found Janet waiting in the kitchen. Janet eyed her up and nodded approvingly.

“You look ready for action.” She said.

Felicia nodded in thanks.

“Gina and her girls will most likely be at the station, with the rest of the force there I can easily cuff them and lock them up. I can drop you at the bar on the way there.”

Janet shook her head.

“Are you kidding? These women tied us up and left us half naked-or in your case, naked-in a dingy warehouse? I want to be there to see you take care of them.”

Felicia smiled and nodded.

“Fine, then maybe later I can use my handcuffs on you?”

Janet smiled back.

“Not a chance, you'll be the one being handcuffed.”

“We'll see about that.” Felicia smiled and turned towards the door. She imagined that once this was all said and done, she wouldn't feel a bit bad about seeing Gina restrained again.

5.

The drive to the station seemed like ages. Felicia tried to play every scenario over and over in her head, hoping to account for anything that could go wrong. She expected resistance from Gina, even from her fellow officers because she had to face it, they didn't seem to like her that much. It was probably a good thing that Janet chose to come along because Janet could serve as a witness and corroborate everything Felicia said. Kidnapping an officer of the law, and impersonating one, was a big charge and Gina and her cronies would spend a long time in jail for it.

Part of her still couldn't believe that Gina was back. Another part of her couldn't blame Gina for being angry, for wanting justice. Real justice would have been to call the police on Felicia though, not leave her bound and gagged in a warehouse. She thought back to that moment, being wrapped up like a Christmas present, trying to explain herself to Gina, trying to apologize, but unable because of the sticky ribbon keeping her mouth shut. Her frustration was red and blinding, burning deep into her soul, and she hoped that she could use that, channel it into strength and break free of her bonds. But the ribbon held tight and all she could do was strain against it and grow more and more frustrated. Maybe instead of arresting Gina, she should tie her and her buddies up, stick them in a box, and ship them out like Jack wanted to do with her.

But no, that would only continue the cycle. They would be arrested and tried, but another thought occurred to her: if they went to trial, it would no doubt get out that Felicia had Gina kidnapped. News like that would destroy her career in law enforcement, and there would be no way the modeling world would take her back after hearing that she pulled a stunt like that.

In that moment, she decided so be it. Maybe it was time for the news to get out, maybe it was time she had this weight lifted, at least it would all be over.

In the passenger seat, Janet sat on edge, tapping her fingers against the window. Most of all, Felicia resented Gina for dragging Janet into this. Hopefully, once this was all said and done, Janet could return to her life. Felicia only hoped Janet would let her be a part of that life. So far, her stint in the town of Marston's Peak's had not been a successful one, but one good thing did come out of that: Janet, and she would fight to protect Janet through all of this.

The car pulled up outside the station and Felicia killed the engine. Her and Janet shared a look and nodded at each other. It was time to end this and get back to something that at least resembles normality.

“Whatever happens, stay behind me.” Felicia said.

“You're sexy when you act like a cop.” Janet purred. Felicia smiled back at her and exited the car. Janet followed.

The police station loomed in front of them. As they approached, Felicia noticed that there were no squad cars parked outside. Was everyone out on patrol? They entered and Felicia noticed that Deputy Cringe wasn't at her usual post by the door. Something was wrong, very wrong.

Felicia froze and looked around the station, noticing her office door was open at the back. She could see someone leaning against her desk waiting, arms crossed.

Gina.

Felicia backed up.

“Janet, let's-”

“Ummmmph!” Felicia spun around to see Gina's Latina friend wrap one arm around Janet's waist and clamp her free hand over Janet's mouth. The Latina smiled at Felicia as she dragged Janet away.

“He-UMMMMPH!” Felicia felt a hand clamp over her mouth and looked down to see a muscular arm, Gina's bodybuilder friend, wrap an arm around her chest and drag her back.

“Ullllummmgggpph! Mlllllmmph!” Janet continued to fight and kick as the Latina carried her towards an open door at the rear of the station, the holding cells.

“MMMMLLLLLLRRRRMMPH!” Felicia tried to fight, to protest, but the bodybuilder dragged her towards her office, towards Gina.

“Ullllmmmph!” Janet protested as the Latina twisted her around and through the door leading to the holding cells.

“MMMMMOOOOO! UMMMMMMMPH!” Felicia tried to fight, but the bodybuilder twisted her around, bringing her face to face with a smiling Gina.

“Felicia, long time no see.” She chuckled.

“GRRRLLUUUMMPH!” Felicia spat into the hand silencing her.

Gina strode forward and gave a “tsk tsk” motion with her finger.

“We received a call from a concerned citizen, a woman named Tanya, telling us about how the Sheriff and a woman named Janet Rossi were streaking around the beach outside her home. In front of her son too, who's a minor. Apparently it's unbecoming of Marston's Pointe law enforcement to behave in such a way.”

“GRRRMMMPH!” Felicia protested. Tanya! Once she got out of this, Tanya would pay for everything she had done these past few days.

“I dispatched your men to her place to get a statement, and conveyed to her that you are no longer a member of the police force. She didn't seem disappointed.”

“Ulllummph!” Felicia protested.

“And I sent that Cringe woman home, boy is she unpleasant. Something will have to be done about her. Mostly, I wanted to get you here, alone, to avoid a scene. You're all too predictable.”

Felicia glared at Gina. Footsteps came from the other end of the station and Felicia twisted her head to see the Latina emerging from the holding cells. Did she lock Janet up in there?

The bodybuilder's hand came away from Felicia's mouth.

“You won't get away with this? Where's Janet? What did you do with her? Once my men get here I'll tell them everything! You're all going to jail!”

Gina smiled.

“We'll have to make sure you don't talk much then. Get those clothes off her.”

“What? No!” Felicia tried to kick but the Latina caught her foot and pulled off her boot while the bodybuilder held her tight. Her boot came off despite her kicking, and the Latina went to work on her other boot.

“Gina, do you know how much trouble you'll be in for this? All of you will spend your lives in jail!”

“Felicia, I gave you a chance to walk away. I'm actually impressed that you got free so fast. You should have left though.”

“You know that I couldn't!” She spat at Gina.

“You never were that smart.” Gina said.

“Hey!” Felicia cried out as her other boot was pulled off. Then the Latina reached up and gripped Felicia's belt.

“No! No! NO!” Felicia cried as the Latina undid the clasp on her belt. She felt the pants loosen. Then the Latina undid the top button on her pants.

“Stop! Stop!”

Gina looked at the Latina, then at Felicia, who continued to struggle. Her smile vanished and another look came over her face, it looked almost like regret, sorrow. It was there for a minute then vanished, replaced again by the smile. The fake smile, the modeling smile. The smile Gina flashed every time a camera went off, the smile she gave when she was posing up on a stage in her new bikini.

“Come on, hurry it up Eva.” Gina said.

Eva lowered the zipper on Felicia's pants, exposing the front of her black, thong panties. Then the Latina gripped the waist of her pants and yanked down. Felicia cried out and kicked as Eva pulled the pants free of her kicking legs.

“Stop! Stop! I swear I'll get you all!” Felicia knew she was all out of threats, that they had her.

Behind her, the bodybuilder twisted her arms behind her back. Still smiling, the Latina leaned forward and undid the top button of Felicia's shirt.

“Where's Janet? Did you hurt her?”

“The less you struggle, the less time this will take, and you'll be able to see Janet again.” Gina said.

“What did you do to her?” Felicia asked as the Latina undid more buttons.

“She could have just walked away, you didn't have to drag her into this again.” Gina said

“She's my witness, she's going to help put you all away.” Felicia said, noticing that her shirt was almost entirely undone.

Gina shook her head.

“Sadly its true. I wish there was another way.” Gina shook her head as she spoke.

Then the buttons were undone and the Latina pushed Felicia's shirt back with zest. From behind, the bodybuilder grabbed the shirt and pulled it down past her arms. The Latina wrapped a surprisingly strong hand around Felicia's arm, keeping her from running off.

Then the shirt was off, and Felicia stood there in the middle of the police station in her underwear. The bodybuilder gripped Felicia’s other arm with her vice like grip and handed the shirt to Gina with the other.

Gina reached out and took the shirt, looking down at it and back up to Felicia. Felicia tried to pull away but Gina's hench-woman had a firm grip on her. Then Gina put one arm through one sleeve.

“No!” Felicia pulled again as the woman held her.

Gina put her other arm through the other sleeve and pulled the shirt around her. She still wore her shorts, and as she buttoned up the sheriff's shirt it made it seem like she wore nothing underneath.

She stopped buttoning just below her large breasts, then took the bottom of the shirt and tied it up just above her shorts. Felicia couldn't help but think that if the other officers had a problem with how she dressed, wait until they see Gina.

Then Gina reached into her back pocket and took out the shiny, gold Sheriff's badge. She raised it up and pinned it to her shirt just above her right breast.

“What do you think?” Gina smiled. “New Sheriff in town.”

Felicia pulled again.

“I will stop you.” She said.

Gina laughed and motioned to the door to the holding cells.

“Lets book her!” She ordered, and they started dragging Felicia towards the cells.

“No! No! Let me go! Gina!”

They pulled Felicia through the door. Large, iron barred cells lined either side of the long hallway. Felicia struggled and fought as they pulled her down the corridor.

Gina closed the door behind her. It was heavy steel, and gave off a loud clang as it shut. Then Felicia's arms were twisted behind her.

“We'll have you cool your heels in here with your friend until we can come up with a more... permanent solution.”

“Ow!” Felicia cried out as she felt the cold steel of handcuffs slapped onto her wrist. The cuffs clicked into place and she felt cuffs slapped on her other wrist and secured. They were tight, but left enough slack to not cuff off circulation. Then they were moving again, dragging Felicia down the corridor again. Her eyes widened when she saw a pile of clothes lying in the center of the corridor. They were her clothes, the ones she let Janet wear.

“Janet! Janet are you alright? Jan-ULLLLLLMMMPH!” A cloth was thrown over her head and pulled back between her teeth. It was thick, filling most of her mouth.

“Ullllmmm! Gllllmmm!” She mumbled and tried to shake off her gag. It was tight tight at the back of her head.

“There, that should keep you quiet.” Gina said.

“Mmmmmm!” Felicia protested.

And they were moving again, down the hallway. Felicia fought and resisted as best she could but they were stronger than her.

And then she saw her, Janet. Once again, Janet was in her underwear. Her hands were cuffed behind her back like Felicia's and she was gagged with a thick, white cloth like Felicia. She was locked in one of the cells at the end of the block.

“Ulllmmmph?” Felicia called to her.

“Mmmmmph!” Janet pressed against the bars of her cell, her large breasts protruding out from between the bars.

The door to the cell next to Janet's was open and Felicia was shoved in by her captors. She stumbled in, caught herself, and spun around to see the door slammed shut. Gina smiled as she produced a key and slid it into the lock.

“Grrrrrr!” Felicia cried and rushed forward.

Gina finished locking the door and stepped back as Felicia slammed herself against the bars.

“Grrrmmmph! Urgggglle! Gllllubbb!” Felicia mumbled incoherent insults at Gina.

“Make yourselves comfortable in here, ladies. You'll both be here for a while.”

“Mmmmmeeepp!” Both Janet and Felicia yelped into their gags.

“And don't worry about anyone else stumbling upon you, I'll be the only one with the key to the cells.”

“Mmmmm!” Felicia protested.

Gina stepped forward and glared at Felicia.

“You tried to get rid of me once and almost did, but you made a fool of yourself in the process. Now, you try to save this town and once again, you become a laughing stock, and to make it worse, you drag this poor woman into it with you.” Gina motioned to Janet.

“Murrrggle! Urrrggle! Mmmph!” Janet replied and threw herself against the bars of her cell.

“Sit here and think about that. Meanwhile, myself and my new deputies,” Gina motioned to the two women on either side of her. “Will succeed where you failed, we'll save this town. I was always better than you at anything you tried.”

“Murrrrrmmmph!” Felicia spat.

Gina winked at her.

“Enjoy yourselves ladies. We'll talk soon” With that, she turned and stalked away, followed by her now deputies.

“Urrrrmmmph! Mmmmmph!” Felicia called after them, watching as they went.

They never turned around. At the end of the corridor, they left through the large metal door and slammed it behind them.

Then Felicia and Janet were alone, again. Felicia knew the door to the holding cells was sound proof, no one outside would hear her or Janet's muffled cries.

“Urrrrggggphh!” Felicia turned to face the cell next to her. Iron bars separated the cells, and Janet was pressed against them, staring at Felicia.

Felicia stalked forward and leaned her head against the bars, touching Janet's between them. Janet brought her gagged mouth up and Felicia leaned forward and nudged Janet with her own gagged mouth. Maybe they pull down each other's gags!

“Mmmmph... ummmph!” Janet moaned as they rubbed their faces against each other.

“Mrrgglle... ullmmmph...” Felicia moaned, rubbing her gag against Janet's.

But it was no use, they were tied tight. Janet pulled away and stepped back from the bars. Felicia watched as Janet turned around, baring her thonged ass towards her, and pressed her bare cheeks against the bars. The iron rod of the bar ran right between Janet's magnificent ass cheeks.

Felicia turned around and pressed against the bars of the cell as well. Her cuffed hands found the skin of Janet's ass cheeks and she ran her palms along them. Despite their captivity, there was so much she wanted to do to Janet, to dig her nails in, to smack them, to-

No, she had to focus on getting out, on stopping Gina, on stopping Ace.

She felt Janet's cuffed hands caress her own cheeks. A sigh escaped Felicia’s gagged lips. Janet's touch felt amazing.

“Ullllmmmm...” Felicia moaned, feeling her skin break out in goosebumps.

As Felicia felt up Janet, and vice versa, she thought. They had to get out somehow, then deal with Gina and her cronies. But she needed help, and wasn't sure if she could count on her own officers to do so.

Then she remembered that one of them worked for Ace. Upon having this realization, she dug her nails in Janet's ass.

“Ulllmmm...” Janet moaned, but not in pain or discomfort. Felicia loosened her grip, but continued to run her palm up and down Janet's back side.

Janet moved slightly to the side so that the bars no longer bisected her cheeks and Felicia ran her fingers along Janet's ass towards her crack. Her hands found the thin fabric of the thong running through Janet's ass and she traced the fabric up. She found the top of the panties and wrapped her hands around the waist band and pushed down. As Janet's panties lowered, Felicia allowed her palms to once again slid along the older woman's backside.

Then Janet spun around, Felicia's bound hands moved along her hips, then her crotch. Janet pressed against the bars and Felicia hands found Janet's moist vagina. Her fingers traced along Janet's outer lips.

“Ullllmmm” Janet moaned.

Felicia found Janet's clit and twirled her finger along it. Janet writhed in pleasure.

“Ulllmmph! Mmmlllllph!”

Yes, Gina didn't know that one of the officers was dirty. And the guns were still in evidence, Ace would be coming for them any day now. Felicia rubbed her finger along Janet's clit, moving slightly faster.

“Ummmph! Mmmmp!” Janet moaned.

Any efforts that Gina and her girls made at getting Ace would be stymied by his inside man, they would be just as much of a laughing stock as Felicia.

She moved faster, feeling Janet's crotch get even more moist.

“Urrrrmmph! Mmmmmpph!”

All Felicia had to do was wait, wait for Gina to fail. She also knew that Gina couldn't keep her in the cells forever, she would have to move her and Janet sooner rather than later. All Felicia had to do was wait, look for an opportunity.

Her other finger slipped inside Janet, hooking up and in.

“Mmmmmuuummmpph!” Janet exclaimed into her gag as she came.

Felicia felt Janet spin around and hook her cuffed hands around Felicia's panties. She felt Janet's hands run along her ass as she slid Felicia's panties off.

Felicia spun around to face Janet. It was her turn now.

And would be again.

End of Volume 1!

Felicia, Gina, and the rest of the girls will return...
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