

PREVIOUSLY...

Looking to escape the big city life, as well as leave behind mistakes made in her past, beautiful former bikini model turned police officer Felicia Fetters takes up a position as Sheriff in the small beach town of Marston's Pointe. Felicia expects the job to be a walk in the park, but soon discovers that the town is home to a vast criminal organization run by the enigmatic Ace.

On her first day on the job, Felicia meets Janet Rossi, a beautiful bar owner being strong armed out of her own business by Ace's men, lead by Jack. Felicia is taken with Janet and promises to save her business. Later that night, Felicia sees her neighbor, a buxom reporter named Tanya, sneaking out. Following Tanya, Felicia sees that the reporter is trying to expose an arms deal going down at the docks. Felicia sends Tanya to get help but gets captured herself and is stripped, bound and gagged, and forced inside a shipping crate. Tanya and a deputy show up and find the helpless, underwear clad Sheriff, but before Felicia can be freed Tanya snaps a photo of the half naked Sheriff in bondage and publishes it in the local paper.

Publicly humiliated, Felicia returns to work the next morning to find a skimpy bikini hanging from her office door with a warning attached to it. Angry and embarrassed, Felicia storms out of the police station. Desperate to save her reputation, the Sheriff accepts help from a mysterious, beautiful woman named Shelly. Shelly gives Felicia the location of a safe house that Jack and Ace's men use. While staking out the safe house, Felicia tries on the bikini to pass the time, but in doing so lets her guard down and is captured by Ace's men. What do they have in store for the scantily clad Sheriff?

1.

The open palm of Jack's hand connected with Felicia's ass cheek with a loud TWAP of skin on skin.

“Nrrrummph!” Felicia groaned into her gag upon feeling the impact.

“We have to stop meeting like this Sheriff, people will start talking.”

“Urrrrmmmph!”

Jack came around from behind her and met the eyes of the bound and gagged Sheriff. She held her head up and narrowed her eyes, doing her best to look tough.

“I bet you're thinking of all the things you'd like to do to me right now.” He said smugly.

“Grrrrrmmmph!” Her lips pursed around the thick white cloth gagging her as her captor gloated.

“Well let me assure you, I'm thinking of the things I would like to do to you too.” He reached a hand around and patted her ass cheek yet again.

“Ulllummmph!” She squealed into her gag and tried to wriggle away as best she could.

After forcing her into the car, the henchman held her there until Jack and his goons came out after a few minutes later. They pulled a thick, white towel tight between her teeth and tied it at the back of her head, and then bound her hands in front of her and bound her feet at the ankles. The car ride seemed to last for ages, and Felicia keep her eyes trained out the window, almost certain that they were going to take her to a deserted spot on the beach to kill her. She was shocked when she saw that they were heading deep into own, in fact, right towards the center of it.

Finally, the car parked in a familiar place and the men roughly carried the bound and gagged Sheriff out in front of Rossi's bar. The main street of town was dead at this time of night, but that didn't stop Felicia from trying to call out for help despite the gag. The men easily forced out the slab of wood that stood where the front window was and forced Felicia inside. Why did they bring her here? Last thing Felicia wanted was for Janet to get mixed up in this more than she already was.

They brought Felicia to the basement, untied her hands and feet, and forced her to hug a slender, metal pillar rising up in a corner. Once she was in place, they tied her hands together again in front of her and around the pillar, and then tied them to the pillar itself about waist high. They then tied her feet together and to the pillar, and Felicia thought that if she could lean down enough then she could pull down her gag, but her hands and feet were tied tight, and she was stuck.

Things only got worse. She had to watch helplessly as the men brought down several large, red containers of gasoline and stack them in a corner. Once the containers were stacked, she watched as they ran long fuses from each to a small device with a timer and wires trailer out of it.

A bomb.

This was it, they were going to blow her up with Rossi's bar.

And now here she was, face to face with Jack. She tugged on her bound hands again but they held tight.

“Oh it's so cute. What happens when you get free? What's your plan? We'll just tie you up again.”

“Ummmmph!” She bit the gag in frustration and tugged on her hands again.

“You have spirit Sheriff, I'll give you that.”

“Glllllmmmph!” She raised her head to meet his gaze, eyes blazing.

“I'm sure that by now you've figured out what's going to happen. Much like you, Janet Rossi has proven to be stubborn. We offered her a good deal, a great way out, but she refused, and this is what she gets.”

“Ullllummmph! Mmmmrrrrggglle! Lllllummmph!”

“You've presented us with a unique opportunity, we can get rid of both flies in our ointment. Tonight, this place will go up in smoke. The firemen and what passes for a police department will show, and once they get the situation under control they'll find that sweet, little Janet Rossi had our cute little Sheriff tied up in her basement.”

“Mmmmmrrrummmph! Ulllmmmph! Mmmmmoooooo!” Felicia resumed her struggles, pulling on the ropes and straining with all her might. If ever that was a time for all those days she spent in the gym for pay off, this would be it.

But the ropes held, and the gag still silenced her.

“Come on poor Sheriff, you're going out as you lived, clad in a barely there bikini.”

“Glllllummmph!”

“Poor Janet, she'll go to jail for your kidnapping and death, and Ace will buy the property, and reopen the place. It will still be called Rossi's, you know for tradition and all. There may even be a memorial for you.”

“Ummmmph!” She wished that she wasn't gagged just so she could spit in his face.

“Then we gotta retrieve our guns. I gotta call our little mole we have working under you, get them to make a few things happen.”

“Ummmph!” She balled her bound fists and leaned forward, glaring at him.

“And you didn't even know that one of your deputies was working for us. I bet it kills you to know?

“Ummmph!”

“Do you want to know who it is? Even if you hadn't fallen into our hands, eventually this person would have betrayed you and handed you over to us. Would you like me to tell you who it is?”

“Ummmm hmmmm! Ummm hmmm!” She nodded, eyes wide. Maybe if she got out of this then she could use this.

Jack folded his arms and rolled his eyes back.

“Hmmm, no. Sorry, You'll have to go to your grave not knowing.”



“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia pleaded at him through the gag as he turned and walked towards the gasoline and the bomb. Several henchmen were standing by.

“How's it going fellas?”

“All set boss.” One replied.

“Great.” Jack turned to face Felicia, his finger hovering over the bomb. Her eyes widened and she shook her head.

“Ummm mmmmooo! Mmmmooo!”

“Sorry Sheriff.” Jack shrugged and pressed a button on the timer. The digital readout started counting down from “5:00”.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmmph! Gllllmmmmph!” She struggled against her bonds again as Jack strolled forward.

“I am going to miss you, really. You and that sweet little ass.” He reached around again and patted her bottom, almost reassuringly.

“Ullllummmph!” Felicia tried to shy away. Jack withdrew his hand and gave her an insulted look.

“Enjoy the countdown.” He smiled and turned to head upstairs, followed by his goons.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmph! Gllllllluuummph!” Felicia mumbled into her gag, watching helplessly as the henchmen filed upstairs one by one until she was alone in the basement with the ticking bomb.

Everything was silent, even the timer, slowly counting until her doom. Felicia gave up on trying to tug on the rope and tried instead to see if she could pull down the pillar.

“Grrrmmmmph! Ullllllmmmph!” She strained and grunted into her gag, first pushing and the switching to pulling.

“Urrrrmmmmph! Llllllrrrrppph!” She strained again and gasped through the gag, it was no use. The pillar was solid concrete. It wasn't budging. This is it, this is how she goes.

3:21 read on the digital timer. She was out of options, almost out of time.

Footsteps echoed from upstairs. Felicia's eyes darted to the ceiling. Yes, someone was walking around up there. It couldn't have been one of Jack's men, they would be long gone by now.

“Ulllllummmph! Llllllummmph!” She resumed her struggles.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmph!” The footsteps got faster and she heard the basement door open.

“Mmmmmph!” Felicia mumbled, her eyes wide. A light came on and someone came approaching from above.

It was Janet, hair back in a ponytail, wearing a tiny pair of black shorts, a black zip up hoodie, and flip flops. She had clearly been sleeping and had left home in a hurry.

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia called out to her. Janet hit the bottom of the stairs and stopped, eyes wide, her jaw gaping.

“Felicia?”

“Ummmph!” Felicia nodded.

“What are you doing in my basement? What happened? Why are you tied up? And why are you dressed like that?”



“Ummmph! Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Felicia motioned with her head towards behind Janet, and the bomb, her eyes wide and pleading. Janet turned around and gasped.

“Oh my God, is that...”

“Ummmmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia nodded and tugged at her bonds. Janet had to get her loose and fast or they both would go up.

“Ummm, hang on Felicia.” Janet rushed over to the bomb.

“Ummmph! Llllllmmmph!” Felicia shook her head. No! What are you doing Janet!

Janet knelt in front of the bomb and turned to face Felicia.

“Hold on, I think I can...” She looked the timer. Just under a minute.

“Gllllrrrmph! Urgggglle!” Felicia pleaded. Now was not the time for Janet to play hero.

But Janet was going to do just that and grabbed a pair of scissors from a nearby shelf.

“Umm, is it the red or blue wire? I've seen this on tv hundreds of times.”

“Mmmmmooo! Mmmmmooo!” Felicia mumbled. If anyone should be disarming this bomb it should be her. It was the blue wire, she knew that from her time in LAPD. Janet turned to face her, eyes wide.

“Was that blue?”

“Mmmmmooo! Mmmmmooo!” Felicia mumbled.

“Hold on, let me take out that gag.” Janet shook her head and stood up.

“Ummmmpph hmmmph! Ummmmpph!” Felicia shook her head. In the time it took for Janet to cross the room, un-gag her, and cross back, the bomb would go off. Janet got the message and froze.

“Blue?” She asked.

“Ummmph!” Felicia nodded, eyes wide.

Janet nodded and turned back to the bomb. She gave Felicia another look and placed the scissors around the blue wire.

“Well, I hope you're right.”

“Ummmm...” Felicia nodded. So did she.

Janet squeezed the scissors hard and cut the wire. The digital read out on the timer froze at 0:05.

“Ummmmphhh....” Felicia let out a breath and hung her head. Janet sighed and sat back, also letting out a breath. After a minute, they locked eyes.

“I take it there's a story here.” Janet said

“Ummm hmmm...” Felicia nodded.

“I'll untie you and you can tell me.” Janet got up and approached the still bound Sheriff.

2.

Felicia took a long sip from the glass of beer Janet served her and set it down on the table. Across from her, Janet was nursing a glass of wine. She had offered Felicia some but Felicia was always a beer girl, and Janet happened to keep a small stock of beer around her apartment in “the rare case I have company” she said as she poured Felicia her glass.

Janet's apartment was nice, not too big or small, and neatly kept and organized. They both sat at a small dining room table big enough for two which was located next to Janet's living room, which was occupied by a flat screen, a couch, and several shelves of DVD's. After disarming the bomb, Janet quickly untied Felicia and they both hurried up and out of the basement. Of course Janet suggested calling the police but Felicia insisted against it, saying she would explain later. But Felicia was also worried that Jack and his men would return and notice that their plan had not played out as they hoped, so they smashed the detonator. The bar basement had a drain in the middle, so they also dumped out the drums of gas. After leaving, they replaced the wooden slab, rather haphazardly, in front of the broken door and hurried home, weary and smelling of gasoline.

Felicia felt awkward riding home with Janet because she was still clad in only the tiny bikini, and from the driver's seat she noticed Janet sneaking looks her way. Once they got to Janet's place, only a few minutes from the bar, she gave Felicia a robe to wear.

“I don't know about you, but I could use a drink.” Janet said as she headed towards her kitchen. Felicia couldn't agree more. So Janet poured Felicia her beer and herself a glass of wine and they sat and Felicia told her tale. Once she finished, Janet took a long sip from her wine.

“Your first mistake was trusting Shelly Arnold.” She said rolling her eyes.

“Why is that?” Felicia asked. Of all the parties to blame for this, all Shelly did was push her in the right direction.

Or did she? Was it a set up? No, how could Shelly know that she would get caught, she would be gambling with a lot of factors that she had no control over.

“Shelly's as dirty and as crooked as they get. Her husband...ex husband...was in the drug business, not big but not small time either. He decided to try and take on Ace for control of this town.”

Felicia's eyes widened.

“Did Ace kill him?”

Janet shook her head.

“No, her husband was stupid, got caught by the FBI and went away for a long time. Shelly left him and took most of his money with her. Now she has plans to start her own operation and finish what her husband started.”

Felicia swallowed hard and took a long, long gulp from her beer. Fuck, she had allowed herself to be played.

“So, she sent me to that place hoping that I would bust them, take in Ace's top man. Eliminate the competition for her.”

Janet nodded.

“Or she figured that eventually you would go after her, eliminate you before you become a threat. Either situation would be a win for her.”

That would explain those photos Shelly had of Tanya too, hell she probably took them herself! Dammit, this town!

She gritted her teeth and wrapped her hand around her glass. Janet's eyes widened and she leaned forward and placed her hand on Felicia's. Her touch sent a static charge through Felicia, a shiver ran up her spine and she felt her body break out in gooseflesh. A gasp escaped Felicia's lips, Janet's skin was soft, delicate, and her nails raked so gently against Felicia. There was something about Janet, a quiet energy, she probably drove men crazy in this town.

“It's okay,” Janet reassured her. “ How could you know?”

Felicia locked eyes with Janet, those brown eyes staring at her from under the glasses.

“It's my job to know. I promised to protect this town, to protect you.”

Janet withdrew her hand.

“Do you yourself a favor and leave while you can. This place has a habit of chaining someone down.”

Janet went to take another sip of wine and noticed her glass was empty. She got up and stalked back to the kitchen, and Felicia used that opportunity to get up and walk off some frustration. Felicia made her way into the living room and noticed that there wasn't much in the way of decorations, or even pictures.

“You said you don't get company often?” Felicia asked

“Not really, every now and then a family member will come visit.” Janet answered and Felicia heard the refrigerator door open.

“No boyfriend?”

“In this town? Hell no. That doesn't stop them from trying though.” Janet replied, and Felicia couldn’t repress her smile. That confirmed what she thought, that Janet had men lining up, but she had interest in what they had to offer.

Felicia was about to head back to the table when she noticed a small table, about waist high, set against a wall. The only thing on the table was a black, plain book. Felicia found herself drifting towards it, intrigued. So maybe Janet did have a sentimental side after all? As she got closer, she saw that the book was a photo album, the edges of the laminated paper sticking out gave it away. Her fingers gripped the edge of the cover and she flipped it to the first page.

Felicia's jaw dropped. It was not what she expected.

Mounted on the first page of the album was a picture of Janet, but a very different Janet. She had to be at least ten years younger, her mouth spread in a wide grin displaying dazzling white teeth, wearing a pink bikini and was laying on her side on a sandy beach, the sun setting dazzlingly behind her. It wasn't how Janet looked, or even how sexy she was in that bikini, it was that this just wasn't some pic someone took at a beach. Janet's hair and make-up were perfect, flawless, and the lighting was just... well perfect. This was a professional photo.

Janet used to be a model?

Felicia couldn't help but gawk at it. She could tell that Janet had great breasts, but this bikini just proved that, and her abs were a tight and solid. Flipping to the next page, she saw that it was filled with photos of Janet in various lingerie and bikinis. Janet was stunning, absolutely stunning. In one photo, she was topless, her hands over her large breasts, and half turned to the camera, showing off her ass in a white thong bikini bottom. Her glutes were tan and tight, and the thong disappeared into her rear and showed off her goods perfectly.

Felicia was about to flip the page when a hand shot out and slammed the book shut. She jumped back and found herself staring in Janet's fiery eyes.

“What are you doing?” Janet demanded, glaring at her.

“I'm sorry, it was jus-”

“Why were you looking through this?” She held the book up in front of Felicia's face.

“I...” Felicia stammered. “I just wanted to know... was just curious.”

Janet slammed the book down on the table.

“Well, don't go snooping through my stuff!”

“Janet I'm sorry, I-you.. you were a model?”

Janet sighed and set the book back on the table.

“I was. Not anymore.” She turned away.

“Janet those pictures,” Felicia followed after her. “I used to be in the industry, those were great. You were-”

“What?” Janet spun around to face her. “What was I? Beautiful?”

“You still are.” Felicia said.

Janet stammered, taken aback by the comment. Felicia wasn't lying, Janet was still gorgeous. Age had been very kind to her.

“I... I'm sorry I snapped. I don't like to talk about it.”

Felicia reached out an arm and rubbed Janet's shoulder.

“It's okay. Janet, I... I owe you my life. I don't know how I can ever repay you. You can tell me.”

Their eyes met. For the first time, Felicia could see that Janet had softened, let her guard down just a bit. Her eyes were wide, wounded, wary.

“I spent some time in LA, got swept up in “The biz” as they call it. Everyone said I was due for great things.”

“But?”

“But, my dad got sick, I packed up and moved back to help, and here I am.” Janet motioned to the apartment around them. “This place, it chains you down. I don't want to see you chained down with me.”

Janet turned away and headed for a darkened room. She reached in and flipped a switch, revealing a large bathroom. Felicia could see a tub with a sliding glass door set against the side wall.

“Anyway, I still smell like gas, I think I'm gonna have a shower. You could probably use one too.” She gave Felicia a look and stepped in the bathroom, but didn't close the door.

From the hallway, Felicia watched as Janet reached into the shower and turned on the water. She ran her hand under the screaming water, testing the temperature, all the while acting like she was oblivious to Felicia's presence. Finally satisfied with the water, Janet stepped back from the shower and kicked off her flip flops.

Then she pulled the tie out of her hair and shook her brown locks free. With her back still to Felicia, Janet unzipped the hoodie. She shrugged the baggy garment down, first exposing her bare shoulders, brown with the exception of tan lines that ran along her shoulder blades and along the back of her neck. The hoodie dropped to the floor, and Janet wore nothing underneath. Then, she gripped the sides of her shorts and started to slide them down her hips. The garment came down slowly, first exposing the top of a pair of black thong panties. Her shorts slid down along the curve of her ass, slowly revealing her well tanned, toned tush to Felicia. Janet's ass hadn't changed at all from those pictures.

Felicia realized her heart was pounding and she didn't bother to suppress the gasp that escaped her lips. The shorts slid down along Janet's legs and landed in a heap on the floor. Janet lazily kicked the shorts aside and gripped either side of the panties, and Felicia felt her heart kick into overdrive. Before she knew it, her hands were caressing her own thighs and she felt the skin rise.

Back in the bathroom, Janet slid down the panties, exposing a tan line that matched perfectly. The panties slid down Janet's legs and to the floor with ease. Now completely nude, but still never turning around, Janet stepped into the shower and slid the door shut behind her. Felicia's hands glided from her outer thigh to her inner thigh, up her leg...

Inside the bathroom, the glass shower door fogged up. Felicia could still see a blurry outline of Janet inside. Janet reached for something from a shelf above her, and Felicia saw Janet's breasts bounce as she moved. Meanwhile, Felicia's hands drifted to her crotch, and she could feel the moisture down there.

Before she could second guess herself, she untied the robe and let it slide off her shoulders. She still wore the bikini underneath. She strode forward into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. Steam quickly started filling the room. Then she was across the room and gripping the handle of the shower door. It slid open easily, and Janet spun around, wet hair clinging to her shoulders, water flowing along her wet breasts. Janet's nipples stood erect as she eyed Felicia. Felicia stepped inside and slid the door shut behind her.

Their lips met, locking onto each other. Janet grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair and pulled her forward under the cascading water as they kissed. Felicia's hands ran along Janet's breasts, wishing they could become one with the water and flow over Janet's entire body. They kissed some more and Felicia slid her tongue into Janet's mouth. Their tongues met and danced over each other. Felicia was soaked now.

Janet's hand slid to the back of Felicia's neck and undid the knot holding up the bikini top while her other hand slid to Felicia's shoulder working on the other knot. Felicia pulled Janet close and slid her hands along Janet's bare back to her ass. Much like the rest of her, Janet's ass was soft, and Felicia's fingers ran down either cheek, tightening, squeezing. She wanted it, wanted it all.

Janet pulled off Felicia's top and pulled her close, their breasts touching, mashing into each others. They kissed again, deeply.

Janet slid her face down Felicia's neck, to her chest, then her breasts. Felicia let out a sigh as Janet's tongue flicked over her nipples. Ecstasy ran through her breasts and Janet's tongue danced over them, lapping up the water that ran over them. Felicia reached out to run her hands through Janet's hair but Janet caught them and pushed them together, giving Felicia a “tsk tsk” look as she did. Then she spun Felicia around and pushed her towards the front of the shower, raising her hands above her as she did.

Felicia's hands bumped against the shower head and Janet held them there with one hand while raising Felicia's bikini top up with another. In seconds, Janet had wrapped the top around Felicia's hands, securing them to the shower head. After securing Felicia's hands, Janet planted another deep kiss on her as the water cascaded over them.

Felicia gave in, leaning her head back and letting Janet kiss her deeply. Janet withdrew and slid her tongue down Felicia's neck, between her breasts, along her abs, her navel, and stopping just as her bikini bottoms.

Felicia sighed as Janet's fingers glided along her hips, tracing the side of the bottoms. Her fingers continued along Felicia's ass cheeks, sliding down them and back up as Felicia moaned in pleasure. Janet grabbed the back of the bikini bottoms and slid them off with ease. Another moan escaped Felicia's lips as Janet's tongue worked along her thigh, and up-

-Up over her navel, her abs, to her breasts... Janet was rising, bikini bottoms still in hand.

“Being a little too noisy.” Janet giggled.

“I'm sorry, I just...” Another moan.

Janet grabbed a small, white wash cloth and placed it into Felicia's mouth. Felicia looked at her with pleading eyes.

“This won't take long, I like to work in silence.”

“Ummm-Hmmmm...” Felicia moaned into her gag.

Janet then slid the g-string bikini bottom over Felicia's head, the bottom of it snapping into place over the gag in her mouth. Felicia regarded Janet with wide eyes.

“Ummmmmm...” Felicia moaned. Janet giggled and leaned forward, biting on the g-string, her hands rubbing on Felicia's breasts. She kissed Felicia's gagged mouth, one hand rubbing her breast while the other slid down Felicia's torso.

“Ugggghhhh---mmmmmmph!” The gag muffled Felicia's moan of pleasure.

Janet bit into the gag, her eyes meeting Felicia's.

Felicia felt Janet's hand slide along her smooth crotch, and down...

She felt a tingle of pleasure as Janet's finger found her spot. Her entire body convulsed.

Janet let go of the gag and stooped down, running her tongue along Felicia's nipples.

“Grrrmmmmm” Felicia moaned.

Meanwhile, Janet's finger danced across her vagina, stroking her, flicking her, pushing. More convulsing. Janet's head slid down lower.

“Mmmmmmph! Mmmmpph!” Felicia tried to contain herself but she couldn't. Her entire body rocked with Janet's touches.

Then she felt Janet's finger slid inside her.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmph! Gllllllmmmm” Felicia moaned.

Janet's tongue ran along Felicia's crotch, between her lips, and up-

“Mmmmmmph!”

There it was, Janet's tongue played over her clit while her finger danced inside Felicia. Her entire body shook, her bound hands tightened into fists. She could feel the damn welling up, getting ready to burst...

“Ummmmppph! Mmmmmph!” Another set of convulsions rocked her. She bit into her gag with all her might.

“Glllllummph!” Janet sucked on her clit.

Felicia's entire body shook and she came.

“Hmmmmmmph! Ummmmmph! Mmmmmmphh!”

3.

Janet groaned as the harsh morning sun shown in through the thin, white drapes of her bedroom window. It was time time for another day at the bar.

If the bar was even still standing.

Her eyes drifted open and the events of the previous night came flooding back: The alarm going off at the bar, showing up there to find Felicia, bound and gagged in her micro-bikini in the basement, the bomb, and then the shower.

The shower. They made love two more times after that. Felicia seemed willing to let Janet take the lead. Janet found that she always had a dominant personality in the bedroom, and Felicia seemed to accept that. Later, as they drifted off to sleep, Janet realized that maybe gagging Felicia wasn't the wisest course of action given what had happened earlier in the night, but Felicia didn't seem to mind.

Janet sat up, holding the blanket over her bare chest, and looked down at Felicia's naked, sleeping body. She was out, resting peacefully, and Janet decided that it would be for the best to let her sleep. From what Janet understood, Felicia had a mole in her organization, and had to face her men today with that knowledge.

Poor girl, signed up for this with no idea of what she was in for. Janet ran a hand through Felicia's hair. She had been through so much already, and was bound for much more trouble if she continued. Part of Janet admired Felicia for being so adamant about pursuing Justice, but the rest of her was scared. Felicia was a good girl, a great girl, and Janet didn't want her getting hurt. They could both leave this place together, Janet could sell the bar to Ace, and they could go anywhere.

But she knew that Felicia would never, that she would fight for Janet's bar. It was comforting in a way, to have someone in this town looking out for her, she had never had that before.

Janet gave Felicia's hair another stroke and got up. Part of her considered not even opening the bar today, but she had to, had to show that she wasn't scared, and wasn't giving up.

But they'll just come again, and it will be worse. Somehow. She would just have to take that, somehow, and hope Felicia didn't get mixed in somehow.

She let the covers fall and stepped out of the bed, completely nude, and looked down at her sleeping lover. Felicia lay on her stomach, and the covers were pushed halfway down her excellent ass, exposing quite a bit of her crack. Janet considered pulling them up, but decided to enjoy the sight a bit.

Janet made her way over to her dresser and pulled out a pair of thong panties, white with pink trim around the top. She slipped them on and then added a matching bra, followed by black tights. She completed the outfit with a white beater and a white button down shirt. The top few buttons of the shirt were left open, revealing plenty of her cleavage, then she pulled her hair back into a ponytail and put on her glasses. Before heading out, she turned to admire Felicia's sleeping form again. It was wishful thinking to hope that Felicia would be waiting here when she got back, but the thought comforted her. It had been years since she had a night of passion like last night, and she very much wanted another one. Somehow, she knew though that even if Felicia didn't wait up for her, that somehow they would find a way into each other's arms again tonight.

Janet allowed herself a small smile and then headed out of the bedroom.

Somewhat to her surprise, the bar was still standing when she got there. She opened quickly and considered hammering the wooden board back over the shattered door, but who was she kidding, it hadn't deterred Ace's goons from breaking and entering before. The morning went smooth but slowly, and it felt strange to her to continue to operate as if nothing was wrong, as if someone hadn't tried to burn this place to the ground with Felicia in it, hoping to pin it all on her. That may have been what infuriated Janet the most, that they wanted to set her up for the death of the Sheriff, and spitefully she hoped that Felicia did nail these guys, but she knew that was wishful thinking.

So she acted like it was any other day, cleaning the bar and tables, preparing the kitchen. Her cook, Alex, didn't come in until 3 for the dinner rush, and she liked to leave his work space neat and tidy. Next she placed a call to a window company to replace the shattered window, though she suspected it would prove a futile gesture.

At around noon she got her first patrons, two women. One was a shorter but stunning Latina with dark skin, darker hair, and a great body. Her breast looked to be about a C-Cup but she wore a leopard print crop top and had her breasts pushed up to give everyone a nice view. She also wore short black shorts that accentuated her real asset: her behind. The Latina's ass protruded nicely, but round and firm, it could give Felicia's a good run for it's money.

Her companion was a dark haired white girl, maybe late 20's. This girl was very clearly a bodybuilder, her black crop top showing off her toned, feminine muscles. She wasn't one of those female bodybuilders that looked masculine, in fact her physique gave her a stature like that of a female superhero. Her breasts were large and obviously enhanced, and she had the butt of a woman who knew the right amount of squats to do to keep it tight.

Janet didn't recognize either of them and took them for tourists. They sat at the bar and ordered waters. She served them and they sat and enjoyed their drinks wordlessly.

“You two waiting for someone?” Janet asked, trying to play good bartender and make conversation.

The Latina nodded while the bodybuilder only sipped.

“Want drink menus? We don't start serving food until 3.”

The Latina shook her head. Warning bells started going off in Janet's head. Something was seriously off about all this. Could they be with Ace? She knew that he dealt in girls but he typically didn't use them as muscle.

Or maybe the Latina didn't speak English, but then what about her friend? Janet shook her head, all of this stuff was making her paranoid. These two could just be dumb, stuck up tourists for all she knew.

“Don't talk much do you?”

“Does the Sheriff come by here?” The Bodybuilder asked. “The hot one, I mean. The one in the papers.”

“She does tend to stop by, yes. Do you need to talk to her.”

The Latina nodded. Janet sighed.

“I can give you directions to the police station, you'll find her there.”

“What about here? She like, hangs out here?” The Bodybuilder asked.

“If you say so.”

“Could you call her? Ask her to stop by.”

What the hell? Why did they want the Sheriff? If it was something serious then they could go to the station.

“Is something wrong? Did something happen to you two?” She asked, hoping to give them the benefit of the doubt.

“We're waiting for a friend, she wants to meet the Sheriff. They used to know each other.” The Bodybuilder explained as the Latina nodded along.

“Look, I don't know if she'll be here. If you want to talk to her, go to the station.” Janet stepped away from the bar and grabbed a white towel, deciding to remove herself from what ever was going on here.

She stepped out from behind the bar, noticing that both women never took their eyes off of her. Could they be friends of Felicia's from her modeling days? They mentioned the papers, maybe they saw the photo and came to see if she was alright.

As Janet made her way towards a booth to wipe it off, both women got off of their stools and approached her. She froze as the Latina took up a position behind her and the Bodybuilder loomed in front of her. Janet eyed her up, there was no way she could overpower this woman.

“Look, could you just like, get ahold of her, ask her to come here. Say it's a surprise.”

Janet glared at her, she could feel her blood pumping, her heart pounding. This was getting bad.

“Get out of my bar.”

“Or what,” The Bodybuilder smiled. “You'll call the Sheriff?”

Janet balled her fists. If she ran, she would crash right into the Latina, and she didn't want to call Felicia and get her mixed up in more trouble. Her eyes wandered over to the bar, she stood right next to it, if she was fast then she could jump over it and make her way out the back door. Then what? Call Felicia? These two would attempt to follow, no doubt, she would have to lose them.

“I'm going to ask you one more time, leave.” She looked the Bodybuilder square in the eye, trying to mask her fear.

“Well, we won't. Guess you'll have to call the Sheriff.” She said in a mocking tone.

Janet gritted her teeth and knew she had only one option.

She threw the towel in the bodybuilder's face and lunged for the bar. Behind her, the Latina dived after her, arms outstretched. Janet gripped the edges of the bar and started to pull herself over when she felt the Latina's hands dig into the waist band of her pants and pull. Her fingers wrapped around the edge of the bar she pitched herself forward and over it. As she lunged over the bar, she felt her pants slip down, exposing her ass as the Latina pulled.

Fuck it! She thought and heaved herself forward.

The Latina continued to pull as Janet scrambled over the edge of the bar and she felt her tights slip down past her ass to her legs. She kicked as she tumbled forward and felt the Latina let go. Janet pitched forward headfirst to the other side of the bar, landing in a heap on the other side. Feet pounded on the other side of the bar and she knew that the two women were running around to get her.

Janet pushed herself up and turned to run, not noticing that her black tights were bunched up around her ankles. She felt her feet get wrapped up in her pants and she pitched forward, holding her hands out to pad her fall. Her palms smacked against the hard ground as she hit.

Shit!

She rolled over and gripped her pants, hoping to pull them up enough for her to easily run.

Too late. Both women were on her side and converged on her. Janet spun around to crawl away, but the Bodybuilder grabbed her by either arm and pulled her up.

“Hey, get off of me! Hey!” She tried to kick her legs, still tangled up in her pants.

The Latina came around to her front and eyed her, smiling.

“What are you doing? Let go of me!” Janet continued to struggle.

A grin spread from ear to ear on the Latina and she leaned forward, gripped the shoulders of Janet's top, and pulled them down. The shirt came down, but the buttons still held, the top half of her shirt flipping down as the Latina pushed, pinning her arms to her side.

“Hey! What the hell!” Janet struggled, realized that the Latina pushed down Janet's beater as well, exposing her bra. The Latina's eyes were on fire as she stared at Janet's breasts as she struggled.

“What the-” She tried to raise her arms but her shirt kept them pinned down against her now bare legs.

“Help! Help! H-uuuuuummmmph!” Her cry was cut up by the thick white towel being thrown over her head and pulled back between her teeth by the Bodybuilder.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmmph!” Janet bit down on the gag as she felt it being knotted at the back of her head.

“Gllllmmmph! Mlllllrrrgglle!” Janet struggled, gagged and exposed. She looked down to see the Latina squatting down, caressing her bare leg as she went.

“Ummmph!” Janet kicked at her. The Latina only smiled and grabbed the tights bunched around Janet's feet. In a minute, the Latina had wrapped them in a knot around her feet, tying Janet's legs together.

“Ullllugggle! Ummmmph!” Janet struggled as the Latina wrapped her hands around her feet.

“Let's get her out of sight.” The Bodybuilder said behind her. They picked Janet's struggling form up, the Bodybuilder holding Janet by the arms, and carried her towards the kitchen.

“Mmmmph! Ummmmph! Gllmmmmph!” Janet mumbled into her gag as they carried her.

They kicked open the swinging kitchen doors and set her down on the floor in front of the oven.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Janet tried to raise her arms again with no luck.

Both women stood over her. Janet met their eyes and glared.

“Just hang here alright, maybe if you're a good girl we'll come back and let you go once this is all over.”

“Mmmmmuuummph mmmmmooo!” Janet mouthed into the gag.

“No need to be rude about this, it's not you we want. Play along and you'll be fine.”

“Ummmph!” Janet mumbled, but then met their eyes. There was sincerity in the Bodybuilders face, in fact, she looked almost sad. As for the Latina, her wide eyes ran over Janet's bound form with lust.

“Just...” The Bodybuilder searched for the right words, “Hang tight.”

“Glllummunngh” Janet rolled her eyes.

Both women turned to leave, though the Latina kept stealing looks back at Janet. In fact, the Bodybuilder had to grab her by the shoulder and pull her out. Then she was alone, tied up in her own kitchen.

Now what? They said they would let her go, but could she trust them? Her cook came in at 3, so maybe she could hold out until then?

“Mmmm...” she wriggled, trying to get comfortable. The floor was cold on her bare ass cheeks. No, she couldn't wait, she had to find a way out. Whoever these two were, they wanted Felicia. They mentioned someone else, someone that wanted to meet Felicia. Were they going to use Janet as bait to bring Felicia to this person. If it wasn't Ace, then who? Janet had a feeling that things were about to get ugly. She tugged on her hands, trying to loosen the shirt wrapped around her waist, but it held tight, keeping them pinned. In fact, it felt like they had actually knotted her sleeves together as well.

Shit, now what? She always considered herself a Dom, sexually, and was used to gagging other women, but this was the first time she had ever been gagged.

Her eyes raced around the kitchen. Where were the knives? She realized that she rarely spent time in here, mostly letting her cook do his thing. If she got out of this, that would have to change.

There! Organized by size in a knife block were several kitchen knives. The knife block sat in the corner of a shelf on the other side of the kitchen. She would have to wriggle, or hop, over and cut herself free. Then it was just a matter of taking out her gag and pulling her pants up. It did dawn on her that she was literally caught with her pants down. If not for the gag then Janet would have cracked a smile.

“Grrrmmmm” She grunted into the gag and used her feet to pull herself forward. Her bare ass slid along the cool ground, causing an involuntary “Mhmmmm!” of annoyance from her. This couldn't go on, she would have to try standing.

Janet slid back, pressing herself flat against a cabinet and placed her palms flat against it.

“Urrrrmmm! Mrrrrrmmmm!” She grunted and bit into that gag as she used her bound feet to push herself up, steadying herself with her hands. Eventually her hands found the edge of the countertop and she gripped it and pushed herself into a standing position, allowing herself a muffled sigh of relief.

So much for small victories, now to get to the knife. Janet stood as straight as she could and hopped forward. She could feel her breasts bounce and heave as she moved and she rolled her eyes. Another hop. Step by step she was growing closer to the knives.

Another hop and she felt herself wobble and pitch forward.

“Hhhmmmm...” She started into her gag and stopped, now wanting to draw attention. Her hands pinwheeled at her sides and she pressed her feet flat to the ground, trying with all her might not to fall on her face. Janet teetered backwards and arched her back straight, pressing her hands flat to her side. The world stopped spinning and she found her balance again. And the knives were closer. Another small hop brought her to the island in the center of the kitchen.

Janet leaned back against the island, allowing herself a minute to breath and collect herself. Halfway there, she was halfway there. She can't afford to fuck up now, just make it to the knives and cut the shirt free, that's all. After that, she would escape through the back door, find Felicia and warn her about these crazy bitches after her. Felicia had a knack for getting into trouble alright, she'll give her that.

She gritted her teeth around her gag and stood up, facing the knives, ready to cut her way to freedom.

“Ay!”a voice called out behind her.

“Ummmmph!” Janet starting hopping like bunny on steroids, her feet stamping on the ground as she made her way to the knives. Behind her, she heard frenzied footsteps rushing towards her, and something that was probably cursing in Spanish.

They were only a few feet away! Janet kept hopping-

-Hands seized her from behind and pulled her back. A high pitched voice chattered away in her ear in Spanish.

“Uuummmhhmmm! Mrrrrgggle!” Janet kicked and tried to elbow her captor, but the Latina hooked her arms through Janet's and dragged her back.

“Mrrrrmmmpummmphh! Grrrlllummbbbbhh!” Janet shook her head and mumbled into her gag in rage and frustration.

The doors burst open and the Bodybuilder rushed in.

“What's going on?” She asked.

The Latina answered in Spanish, going a mile a minute while twisting Janet around to face the Bodybuilder.

“Whoa, whoa!” The Bodybuilder held up a hand. “Slow down, in English!”

“Tight ass here was trying to get a blade!” the Latina remarked in a heavy accent.

“You really think she has a tight ass?” the Bodybuilder looked hurt and ran her hands along her own shapely behind.

“Si!” The Latina smacked Janet's behind.

“UMMMMPH!” Janet protested and felt the Latina's nails dig into her ass cheek.

“Fine, set her down.” The Bodybuilder stalked across the kitchen, but her eyes kept straying to Janet's thonged ass.

Keep staring, honey. Janet thought, glaring at the Bodybuilder as the Latina set her against a wall. On the other side of the room, the Bodybuilder picked up the knife block.

“I mean, not tighter than my ass, right?” She asked.

The Latina squatted down in front of Janet and rolled her eyes, and muttered a few words in Spanish. Then her eyes met Janet's. There was no mistaking it, the Latina's eyes were filled with lust.

“Ummm?” Janet asked through the gag.

The Latina responded by running one of her perfectly manicured nails along Janet's cheek and smiling, showing brilliant, white teeth.

“Murrggllle...” Janet recoiled as the Latina ran her finger over the gag, down along Janet's neck to her chest, and finally, along her breast.

“Muuuurrrmmph!” Janet stamped her feet as the Latina's finger danced along the top of her breast. She lowered her head to see the woman's finger stroking down, towards the edge of her bra-

“Hey!” the Bodybuilder came up behind the Latina, arms crossed. The Latina rolled her eyes and stood up. Janet breathed a sigh of relief.

“Why do you have to be so weird?” The Bodybuilder demanded, to which the Latina shrugged. Block of knives still in hand, the Bodybuilder looked down at Janet.

“Come on, let's go.” She grabbed the Latina by the arm and lead her towards the kitchen door, but the Latina's eyes stayed on Janet. The two woman exited, leaving Janet alone, but she could still feeling the lingering effects of the Latina's touch and realized that she would have to make a point to never be left alone with that woman.

Her eyes raced around the kitchen again for a way of escape. Maybe she could try to use the oven burners to burn through her shirt? It would be a risky move, and could end with her or the bar catching on fire. Another idea was that she could just try to hop out the back door and find someone free her, but she shook her head and banished the thought. There was no way she would allow herself to be seen in public, half naked, bound with her own clothes and gagged. She would find a way out of here, somehow.

Janet leaned her head back and closed her eyes, thinking. Her captors would be on guard after her latest attempt, so she had to make them lower their guard, to think that she was a nice, helpless, docile damsel. If they found drawing attention or trying to escape again they may knock her out or lock her in a closet, or worse. She figured that if she gave it a few minutes then they would relax and she could squirm her way around the kitchen and see what she could use to get free and hopefully warn Felicia.

The sound of voices brought her back to reality. Two women were talking out in the bar. She strained to hear. She couldn't detect any accent in either voice, so it wasn't the Latina. Another minute of listening and she could pick out the Bodybuilder's voice, but the other? Janet held her breath and listened

Then her eyes widened when she realized she did recognize the second voice. Felicia! Shit!

Janet leaned forward, hoping that she could see out of the window set in the double kitchen doors, but she was too far. The voices continued. She scooted forward. Both women sounds cordial, relaxed.

“Mmmmph! Ummmmph!” She mumbled, hoping Felicia could hear her muffled cries.

But the voices continued in normal, conversational tone.

“Gllllummmph!”

Shit! Now what? Felicia was going to fall right into their trap. Her mind raced, and she realized what her only option was, her last, desperate option. She looked at the double doors, the window looking out into the bar, and realized what she had to do.

With no other choice, Janet bit into her gag and started to push herself up.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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