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Previously in DAMSELS ANONYMOUS: VOLUME 1

Felicia Fetters is a beautiful young woman, struggling her way through criminal justice school. One day at the gym, she meets a stunning woman named Gina, who takes Felicia under her wing and encourages her to pursue a career in bikini modeling as a way to pay for college. Jealousy consumes Felicia, and soon she hatches a plan to have Gina kidnapped at an upcoming bikini pageant so that Felicia can finally one-up Gina. The plan backfires, and though Gina is hauled off by the hired kidnappers, Felicia also finds herself bound and gagged and stuffed into a closet, unable to compete in the pageant!

Sometime later, Felicia takes a position as Sheriff in a small beach town called Marston's Pointe. Felicia expects the job to be a day at the beach, but soon finds that a ruthless crime lord named Ace runs most of the town. Felicia finds herself taken with a beautiful bartender named Janet, who's business is being threatened by Ace, so Felicia takes it upon herself to clean up the town. Along the way, Felicia meets Tanya Donnelly, a buxom and danger prone reporter, and Shelly Arnold, a beautiful, mysterious woman with an agenda of her own.

All of Felicia's attempts to foil Ace's plans backfire, leading to Felicia's public humiliation. Eventually, both Felicia and Janet find themselves kidnapped by two beautiful, mysterious women, who bring them before their employer: Gina!

Gina is out for revenge on Felicia for having her kidnapped and ruining her modeling career. Despite Felicia and Janet's best efforts, both women are bound and gagged and placed in the cells at the Marston Pointe's Sheriff's Department. Gina declares herself Sheriff, making her lackeys, Caitlyn and Eva, her deputies. With Felicia out of the way, Gina vows to succeed where Felicia failed and clean up crime in Marston's Pointe...

1.

“What are you doing with me! Get your hands off me!” Tanya Donnelly cried as she felt the big man's calloused hands digging into her upper arm. Her long red hair whipped around her face in a frenzy as she struggled and pulled against the two bald, muscle bound men who dragged her by either arm.

“Do you know who I am? I'm a reporter! People will hear about this!” But neither man seemed particularly phased by the threat and continued to move her along. Tanya grunted and tried to dig her feet into the carpeted floor beneath her, but that just caused the goons to switch from a one handed grip to a two handed grip. She cried out in anger as her bare feet scraped across the carpet beneath them.

“Where are you taking me? What are you doing?” She demanded, looking for any clue on the men's blank faces, but their eyes were focused dead ahead. Other than being bald and muscle bound, both wore tightly fitting suits and had clear ear pieces wrapped around their ears, which then fed to a wire that ran under their suit jackets to presumably a hidden radio.

As they moved, the men changed from dragging Tanya to practically carrying her by either arm. No! She couldn't let it end like this, not when she was so close! She was desperate, needed a break in this story, and resorted to the only measure she had left.

“Help! Somebody! Help!”

Both of the goons froze and glared at her. Tanya flashed them a cocky smile.

“Help! Freedom of the press! I'm being silenced!”

One of the suit clad goons rolled his eyes.

“I wish I had a gag to silence you right now.”

Tanya froze, eyes wide on him.

“You heard it folks! Trying to silence the press!

“Shut up lady!” A voice answered.

Tanya spun around to face the casino around her. Lights flashed and glittered along with cheery music from the various slot machines, chips clinked on tables, and every eye was on Tanya and the men carrying her.

The person in question that told her to be quiet was a bespectacled old man sitting at a slot machine next to her. Tanya along with both of the bald men looked down at him.

“Don't worry about this sir, it's nothing to worry about.” One of the goons said.

“Oh yes it is! Do you see what they're doing! What this establis-” Tanya was cut off as the guards pulled her along.

“And put some clothes on!” The old man called out as Tanya was dragged away.

Right now, Tanya was clad in a white thong bikini, in fact, the only thong bikini she owned, though she would never admit it. If anyone asked, she simply told them that she wore this one because it was her favorite, because it made her boobs look great and her ass look even better.

And the bikini was doing it's job, judging from the stares she was getting. At first people looked up to see what the commotion was, but then their jaws dropped when they saw that it was because the guards were dragging out a buxom woman in a thong. Tanya's large, round, pale breasts jiggled as she struggled against the guard's grips.

“Wait until I write this piece! You'll all be lucky to still have a job!” But they ignored the threat. Tanya looked up to see afternoon sunlight filtering in through the large, glass revolving doors of the casino. Everyone walking in stopped to gawk at them as they dragged Tanya closer.

“Unhand me! This is your last chance!”

“No, it's yours! No be quiet, you've embarrassed yourself enough!” A guard hissed.

“Embarrassed... embarrassed! Why you! Wait until you see-”

Then they were through the doors and out onto the sidewalk outside of Lady Luck Casino. Taxis and cars waiting for valet sat against the curb, and everyone gawked in awe at the suited guards dragging out the woman in a thong bikini. Once outside, the guards roughly pushed Tanya a few steps forward and away from the casino entrance.

“And don't let us catch you back here again!” One guard said.

“Wait! How am I- My valet ticket, my purse, it's upstairs by the pool! How am I supposed to get home?” She demanded.

Both guards exchanged a look and then shrugged.

“Walk.” One said.

“I demand you let me back in! I am not parading around the rest of the day in this!” She pointed at her heaving bosom as she shouted, her face turning as scarlet as her hair.

“Too bad lady, should have thought about that earlier.” The guards turned around to head back inside when Tanya rushed them and grabbed both by the shoulder. Both guards spun around with lightning speed and glared at her, causing Tanya to take a few steps back and throw up her hands.

“Whoa boys... I just meant... Can I use a phone so I can at least call my son for a ride?”

“No!” Both guards said at the same time.

Tanya opened her mouth to say something when she heard the send of a car engine pulling up behind her. Immediately, both guards looked up towards the sound and then stepped back. Following their gaze, Tanya turned her head to see a Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department cruiser sitting at the curb behind her. After another second, the cruiser's engines went silent.

Tanya turned back to the guards and flashed them a smug smile.

“Sheriff's Department's here, now you boys are in trouble.” She said, nodding her head.

She turned back to the police cruiser, hoping to catch a glimpse of the driver. Marston's Pointe had yet another law enforcement shake up when Sheriff Felicia Fetters resigned a month ago, but not before appointing her new successor. Tanya had been hoping to meet the new Sheriff ever since but every time she came by the station, the Sheriff wasn't in, and despite her best efforts to glean any information about the new Sheriff, no one seemed willing to talk.

Tanya would be lying if she said she wasn't glad to see Felicia Fetters go, that woman was an embarrassment to Marston's Pointe in general. A former bikini model, Felicia had apparently chosen to go into law enforcement and became Sheriff of their beautiful beach community, and was even Tanya's neighbor. One night, Tanya got a tip about an arms deal going down at the docks and took off into the night with her camera, hoping to photograph the whole thing and publish it in her paper, The Marston Observer. Of course, Sheriff Fetters had to go stick her nose in, and followed Tanya and told her to go get back up while she dealt with the bad guys, and it all went to shit from there. Originally Tanya's plan was to hope that her story would drum up enough interest for Federal authorities to take an interest in the crime of Marston's Pointe, and even that night, as she ran to get the back up, she hoped that maybe the men Sheriff Fetters caught would be able to give them some good leads.

Instead, Felicia got captured, stripped, and bound and gagged inside a crate. Tanya stood there with her camera, watching wide eyed as Deputy Randy peeled off the top of a wooden crate to reveal the underwear clad Sheriff inside, brown packing tape sealing her mouth shut.

And Tanya snapped a photo.

In the moment, she didn't know why she did it, most likely just a reflex, but after, as she was writing her story, she caught herself wondering why she did it. She was supposed to be writing a story about the criminal underworld under their noses, but that night she instead had to write about the Sheriff getting captured first day on the job. Wilson would never let something like that happen to him...

Wilson. Wilson Vorhees was Felicia's predecessor, a good man, a strong man. He and Tanya shared many opinions on how to combat crime in Marston's Pointe, and they had shared other things too...

But Ace ran Wilson out of town. Wilson wouldn't answer Tanya's texts or e-mails. He told her that once they brought Ace down, he would leave his wife, he and Tanya could leave Marston's Pointe, find a new town to call home...

But now Wilson was gone, and here was Felicia, fighting crime in see-through tights. Tanya could feel the rage building inside of her and decided to do something about it.

So she ran the story with the photo of Felicia bound and gagged on the front page. The paper was huge seller, even went viral, the internet loved the story of a model trying to be a crime fighter but botching it. Of course Felicia was angry, even threatened to shut down Tanya's newspaper, but Tanya wasn't scared, bring it on!

A few days later, it was announced that due to her public disgrace, Sheriff Felicia Fetters had resigned, and nobody had seen her since. Tanya beamed with pride upon hearing the news, giving herself credit for it. Last time Tanya had seen Felicia, she was streaking along the beach with Janet Rossi. Felicia had been completely nude, and Janet clad in a bra and thong. The two women had done it in full sight of Tanya's son, Ian, and she was fully prepared to write up a story on the Sheriff engaging in lewd behavior before she found out later that day that Felicia had sent out a statement saying that she had appointed a new Sheriff and was resigning immediately. No one had seen Janet since that day either, and it didn't take Tanya long to put the pieces together. Felicia and Janet were clearly romantically involved and decided to run away together. Janet's bar had been closed since that day Tanya saw them on the beach, and rumors had it that Ace was in the process of buying it.

And here, outside of Ace's front company, the Lady Luck Casino, Tanya was finally going to meet this enigmatic new Sheriff. The reporter put her hands on her hips and waited to catch a glimpse of the newest head of Marston's Pointe law enforcement. The door to the cruiser opened, and Tanya could see a shadow inside move.

Then her jaw dropped. She could practically hear the jaws of the guards behind her hit the floor too.

A woman got out of the police cruiser, and not just any woman, a beautiful... amazonian... perfect woman. She was tall, probably six feet, with long, dark hair and brown eyes. But it wasn't how tall the woman was or how stunning she was, it was what she was wearing. She wasn't wearing the standard police uniform, or even something like the tights that Felicia used to wear, instead it was a full on bikini.

The woman's large, obviously enhanced breasts were barely contained by a purple bikini top. The thin straps to a matching thong ran along her hips, though she wore a sequined, purple sarong tied around her waist, somewhat protecting her modesty. She had six pack abs and despite being thin, had the toned and tight look of a woman who spends several hours in the gym each day. Clipped to the bikini top just next to her right breast was a gold Sheriff's star.

This was the new Sheriff?

The Sheriff smiled at a slack jawed valet boy, who shook his head and ran over to her. She handed him the keys to her cruiser, slung a small purse over her shoulder, and approached Tanya and the guards.

“Hi, is there a problem here?” the woman asked in a friendly tone.

Tanya shook her head.

“Um... excuse me, Tanya Donnelly.” she said and stuck out her hand.

The woman flashed her a white, toothy smile and extended her hand.

“Nice to meet you Tanya, I've heard a lot about you. I'm Gina, Sheriff Gina Dollson.”

Gina looked up at the two guards.

“Is something wrong?”

“Uh, no Sheriff,” One of the guards shook free of his stupor and approached. “Miss Donnelly here was trying to sneak into a private event upstairs without an invitation.” He continued, glaring at Tanya.

Gina nodded and gave Tanya a reproachful look.

“Is that so?”

“Yes Sheriff, I believe that something sinister is at work-” Tanya stopped when she realized that Gina was ignoring her, instead shuffling through her shoulder bag.

“I thought I had it in here somewhere...” Gina mumbled.

“Anyway, Sheriff, I'd love to sit down with you sometime. There's a lot going on here in Marston's Pointe-”

“Ah yes!” Gina exclaimed and pulled an envelope out of her bag. “Is this the invitation?” She asked, holding it out to the guards.

One took the envelope, opened it, and took out a small piece of paper. He read it over, and then looked up at Gina.

“Yes it is.”

“Great, could you two show me where it is? It's my first time here.” She smiled as she asked.

“Our pleasure, Sheriff.” The guard smiled at her and motioned to the casino entrance. Gina started to follow when Tanya chased after her.

“Wait! No, you can't go up there!” She grabbed Gina's arm. The Sheriff spun around and faced her.

“Sorry Tanya, it's a private event. Technically these men are allowed to remove you from the property, or even have you charged with trespassing if you keep it up, and we wouldn't want that.”

Tanya let go of Gina and stepped back, her mouth wide in shock.

“Anyway, I have somewhere to be. Drop by the station sometime, we should talk.” With that, Gina flashed Tanya another smile and headed back towards the casino after the guards.

Once all three were inside, Tanya could only stare at the casino entrance in shock and awe.

That was the new Sheriff?

Suddenly Felicia didn't seem so bad.
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As soon as the elevator doors closed, Gina's smile faded and she let out a long sigh.

So that was the infamous Tanya Donnelly. She thought, the woman that effectively ruined Felicia's law enforcement career. Well, Felicia was already doing that to herself, Tanya just made it public.

Felicia, poor Felicia, Gina shook her head. Right now Felicia and her friend Janet were still bound and gagged inside the holding cells at the station, a situation Gina knew was a time bomb waiting to go off. For the moment, she had made the decree that only herself or her two deputies: Caitlyn or Eva, could go into the cell area, but she knew that there was the very real possibility that Randy or another officer could wander back there and find two beautiful women bound and gagged in their underwear. Gina told herself that keeping Felicia and Janet there was just a temporary solution.

But that was a month ago.

Every day, Gina went back there and tried to reason with the two women, convince them that if they agreed to walk away and not say anything then she would release them. Both women would just shake their heads and mutter into their gags.

And now there was Tanya, a reporter obsessed with stopping Ace, the crime lord running the town. Gina had no intention of ever working with Tanya, but she didn't want to make an enemy of her either, so it was best to just keep stringing her along, make her feel important. If Tanya ever became a problem, Gina knew that Eva, her Latina friend, would be all too eager to tie her up and throw her in the cells along with Felicia and Janet.

Gina shook her head. Eva seemed to enjoy playing with ropes a little too much, and had enthusiastically volunteered to be the chief jailor of Felicia and Janet. Though Gina tried to keep an eye on Eva, she couldn't be around all the time, and shuddered to think what she was doing to Felicia and Janet behind closed doors.

The ding of the elevator brought Gina back to reality. She would have to think about what to do with Felicia and Janet another day. After a moment, the elevator doors drifted open and Gina stepped out into warm sunlight and the sounds of splashing, music, and laughter.

The roof of the Lady Luck Casino was a massive pool, surrounded by several smaller pools and hot tubs. A large bar sat at the far end of the patio, with a DJ stationed right next to it. At the other end of the pool was a walkway leading into the Lady Luck Hotel, also owned by Ace, a luxury resort sitting on top of the Casino.

The entire pool area was crowded with beautiful fit men and women clad in skimpy swimsuits. Some danced, some drank, other lounged in the pools and hot tubs. As Gina walked forward, a very... well endowed woman stepped towards her. The woman wore a small, lime green bikini. By small, Gina noticed that the tiny top could barely contained the woman's massive breasts. Each step the woman took was deliberate, making sure that her breasts stayed in the top where they belonged. This woman, whoever she was, wore a matching, g-string bottom. Her entire body was layered in lithe muscles, she wasn't bulky, but she was toned enough to look beautiful and intimidating.

As the woman approached, she smiled at Gina and held out her hand.

“Invitation?” She asked, politely and firmly.

“Of course.” Gina smiled and ruffled around in her purse.

“Sheriff huh? Thought I heard about you.” The woman said, and Gina looked up to catch the woman's eyes resting on the Sheriff's badge pinned to her bikini top.

“Oh this thing, I'm off duty.” Gina giggled and removed the badge, dropping it in her bag.

“Too bad, we had an incident earlier, could have used you.”

“The woman trying to get in without an invitation?”

The large breasted woman in the small bikini smiled and nodded.

“Tanya, that woman's a real troublemaker.”

“I'll take care of her, eventually.” Gina smiled and handed over her invitation.

“Are you... private security?” Gina asked.

“Something like that.” After inspecting the invitation, the woman handed it back to Gina.

“Well, I'm Sheriff Gina Dollson,” Gina extended her hand. “Keep up the good work...”

“Lisa.” The woman took Gina's hand in a very firm, almost crushing grip.

“Lisa,” Gina nodded. “Don't work too hard, looks like you could used a dip.” And with that, Gina smiled and stepped away.

She could feel Lisa's eyes on her as she walked deeper into the crowd. It was obvious what kind of “Private Security” Lisa was, and it was also obvious that Lisa, and whoever she was working for, wasn't expecting to see the Sheriff at this shindig. By all accounts, Gina shouldn't be at this event anyway, thankfully, she had an in.

As she moved through the partiers, she could feel eyes turning to watch her go. Men's jaw dropped, women gave her sideways glances for daring to wear such a skimpy bikini. Gina didn't mind, she was used to it. It was up by the pool where she spied what she was looking for: a group of photographers, waiting with their cameras ready.

Where Jessica Lannon went, the paparazzi followed. The photographers, all guys between 22 and 30, assumed that the casino invited them in the hopes of them giving the casino some free publicity, but that wasn't case. Most likely, Jessica arranged for the photographers to be sent invites just like she arranged for Gina to be sent an invitation.

Gina found a spot a few feet behind the paparazzi and waited, crossing her arms. It had been years since her modeling days, and she was certain the bikini world had moved on and forgotten about her, as it tends to do with all models eventually, but she was still worried about a photographer recognizing her. She followed where the photographers had their cameras pointed and noticed the water in the pool breaking. A second later, a head of blond hair emerged from the pool: Jessica.

Jessica tossed her wet hair back just like in a movie and wiped her eyes. As she stood up in the pool, more of her body became visible. Her skin was a dark bronze, her abs a solid six-pack. Underneath a gold bikini top, her small breasts glistened as beads of water cascaded down them. On the patio, the cameras went wild, clicking and flashing as Jessica moved towards the steps leading out.

Jessica knew how to play this game, and played it well, and never once glanced at the paparazzi or even acknowledged their existence. By tomorrow, these photos would be all over the internet. Gina pursed her lips, there had to be something else. One of Jessica's main skills was self promotion, getting people talking. Her emerging wet from a pool was nothing new, she had to give the cameras their money's worth somehow.

Then Gina smiled as she saw it. The pool started to get more and more shallow as Jessica got closer to the stairs out of it. Jessica wore a gold, thong bikini bottom that matched her top. Two flimsy knots held the bikini bottoms together at Jessica's hips, but the knot on her right up had come loose. Somehow, Gina suspected that Jessica didn't bother tying either knot all that tight. Gina watched as Jessica gripped the railing leading out of the pool, and the front of her bikini bottoms drag in the water below her. Her bare hip was completely exposed, showing off a deep “V” cut running just below her abs. Just below Jessica's V-Cut was a tattoo of a star. The front of her bikini bottoms were just barely hanging on and covering Jessica's ladyhood.

Jessica took a few steps up the steps and stopped, turning around to look back at the pool, pretending that she heard something. As she did, she turned so that her bare hip faced the photographers. The other side of her bikini dangled at her side, while a slit of gold fabric ran through her tanned ass cheeks. Gina could make out a tattoo of wings just above Jessica's ass crack. All the while, the photographers snapped photo after photo.

Jessica turned some more, giving the cameras an even better view of her muscle bound rear end. Jessica was a self made fitness guru. At 35, she found herself single and over weight. Lonely and depressed, Jessica started spending hours in the gym each day. She posted her progress and workout routines on Youtube, and in a year had reached her goal and wrote a book about her fitness journey. Now, at 37, Jessica had a better body than most 23 year olds and could have any man she wanted. Gina had met Jessica during her final days of modeling and they became fast friends, and after Gina resurfaced she made sure to reconnect with Jessica.

A few days ago, Jessica had emailed Gina, saying that she was going to be the celebrity judge of the “Ms. Marston's Pointe” bikini contest being held at Lady Luck Casino. At first Gina's instinct was to tell Jessica that she had retired from competing, but she was surprised to see that it was merely a social call, an invite to get drinks and catch up, with a not so subtle hint that Gina should be one of the judges along with her. Gina had enthusiastically agreed to meet, but expressed that her duties as Sheriff and retirement from modeling would keep her from judging.

A few days later, Gina received the invite to the pool party in her inbox, along with a message saying that Jessica had to talk to her in person, and it was urgent. And that brought Gina here, in a small, purple thong bikini and her Sheriff's badge in her purse. She wasn't sure if Jessica needed her here as a friend or as a police officer, but Gina figured she should be prepared for both.

Back in the pool, Jessica turned back around and looked down, noticing that her bikini had become undone. Still pretending like the paparazzi wasn't there, Jessica let out a big laugh and pulled up her bikini bottoms. Silly her, not noticing that she almost showed her vagina off to the world.

Jessica retied the knot at her hips and stepped out of the pool, and immediately made eye contact with Gina. The woman's eyes lit up with excitement and she extended her arms.

“Gina!” Jessica cried, the paparazzi swarming around her like insects as she moved.

“Jess!” Gina smiled and strode forward. Both woman engaged in hearty hug as the cameras snapped around them.

“Jessica, who's your friend?” She heard one of the photographers say.

The two women broke off their embrace and met each other's gaze. Jessica's blue eyes were striking, warm and inviting.

“I'm glad that you got my invitation.” She said.

“I needed to get out of the office for a bit.” Gina shrugged.

“Wait, you're Gina Dollson!” A photographer shouted and pressed forward. Gina did her best not to roll her eyes and smiled at the man.

“Yes that's me.”

“We heard you had retired, are you returning to modeling?”

Gina opened her mouth to speak but Jessica cut her off.

“Ms. Gina here is retired in order to take up public service. Right now she is the Sheriff of this beautiful town.” Jessica beamed.

With that, all of the cameras turned to Gina. The photographers all started talking at once, asking question after question.

“What made you go into law enforcement?”

“Didn't your predecessor get kidnapped?”

“Where have you been for the past few years?”

One photographer strode forward and pressed a card into Gina's hands.

“A former model turned police woman. I love it! I have an idea for some great shoots! Call me if you want to get back on the horse!”

“Yes well... thank you but I'm really not-”

“Anyway, thank you all! You've been great!” Jessica wrapped a powerful arm around Gina's waist and pulled her away from the flashing cameras. As they turned, Gina gasped as she felt Jessica's hand slide under her sarong.

“Jen-”Gina called out, feeling Jessica slide a piece of paper between the top of her thong and her ass crack.

“Shh. Find me at this address, come alone. I'll lose the paparazzi.” Jessica whispered in her ear and slinked away through the partiers, the paparazzi following. Gina stood, mouth agape, watching.

What just happened?

Once Jessica and the paparazzi were safely away, Gina took a quick glance around and reached behind her and took out the slip of paper. She looked around once more and looked at the note Jessica had slipped her.

“The junkyard down the street. Come alone. Please help me.

Jess”

Gina read the note once more, then frowned and slipped it into her bag. Jessica was in trouble. It was time for Gina to be Sheriff. Immediately, Gina turned and headed for elevators. She knew the junkyard Jessica was speaking of, it wasn't far, just a quick walk actually. Hopefully, Jessica wasn't into anything too bad.

***

Watching from the bar, Lisa saw it all: Jessica slip the Sheriff the note then slip off. Gina tried to make sure no one was watching, but in a place this crowded, someone is always watching. Lisa watched as Gina's brow furrowed when she read the note, then placed it in her purse. Something was wrong, and she was going to find out what. She gave Gina a few minutes to head towards the elevator, then Lisa got up from her stool and grabbed a black, mesh cover up from the bar stool.

Things were about to get interesting.
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Though the junk yard was only a five minute walk away, Gina found herself wishing that she would have worn better shoes. She wore a pair of purple wedges to match her bikini, which she fully intended to take off as soon as she got to the party. Wedges were uncomfortable, but they made Gina's butt look great. Gina was proud of her ass, not too big, not too small, but just right, though it was nothing compared to Felicia's butt, or even Jessica's. Felicia's ass was a work of art, and something that Gina was always jealous of, as she was sure Felicia was jealous of Gina's breasts, and Gina felt that if they were ever combined, they would be the perfect woman.

The junkyard was an eyesore on the land, a large patch of twisted dead metal surrounded by a rusty old fence. Gina wondered why it was located so close to the casino but then guessed that most likely Ace owned it as well. As she approached, Gina could see that the metal gate hanging open. Jessica must already be here. She didn't know what to expect when she walked through the gate, and wished that she would have brought her gun as well. A badge was all well and good, but if something went wrong, a badge wouldn't keep people in line like a gun would.

Gina passed through the gate, tightening her grip on her shoulder bag. Mountains of twisted metal and garbage surrounded her on either side, wide walkways weaved through the dead cars like a labyrinth. Should she call out? Since Jessica had told her to come alone, Gina imagined that Jessica must also be alone herself, right?

“Jess?” She said softly as she continued to walk through the metal graveyard.

Nothing.

“Jessica? It's Gina!” She said, a little louder this time.

Gina came around a mound of junk and saw a large silhouette in the distance. A large crane hovered in the air, its claws hanging open like a bird's talons ready to strike. Below it she could see a long, elevated track sitting several feet off the ground: A conveyor belt. The belt lead to a large, rectangular, metal monstrosity: The car crusher.

The crane would pick cars up from the ground and drop them on the conveyor belt, which then dropped the cars into a small chamber where the massive, metal jaws of the crusher would compress the cars into small, metal blocks. Something about the thought made Gina cringe, but she couldn't dwell on that right now. She shook her head and pressed on, hoping that Jessica hadn't been held up by something.

“Jess!”

***

Lisa squatted down behind a mass of twisted metal, took out her camera, and snapped photos of the bikini clad Sheriff making her way through the junkyard. Was this where the note told her go? If Lisa didn't know any better, she would say that someone was leading this Gina into a trap.

Her ears perked as she heard the rattle of metal behind her. It was the gate! Lisa moved back and ducked beneath a half crushed car. Despite wearing her cover-up, she still stuck out like a sore thumb. Her cover-up was thin, black mesh that only provided the illusion of modesty, and her lime green thong bikini seemed even more brilliant underneath it.

She allowed herself a quick peek through one of the car's much encrusted windows. There were several big men in suits stepping through the gate a few yards behind her, and Lisa recognized the leader.

Jack, Ace's eyes and ears on the street.

***

Gina came around another mound of junk and found herself by a small, wooden office shack. Like the rest of the junkyard, it seemed deserted.

“Jessica!” Gina called out, starting to get impatient.

“Shh!” Gina jumped and spun around to find Jessica, still clad in her gold bikini, stepping out of the wooden shack.

“Jesus Jess, you scared the hell out of-”

“Did you come alone?” Jessica's eyes were wide, terrified. Gina narrowed her gaze at the bikini clad woman.

“What's this about Jess?”

“Did... You... Come... Alone?” Jess said through gritted teeth.

“Yes, now what-”

“Were you followed?”

“What?” Gina rolled her eyes. What had Jess gotten herself into?

“Were you-” Jess started.

“No, I wasn't followed.” Gina blurted.

Jessica let out a breath and stepped out of the shack. Her blond hair had dried and fell lazily around her shoulders. Gina was sure that the sight of two women in a junkyard in small bikinis presented a surreal image.

“I'm sorry, I just, I can't be too careful.”

“It's alright Jess,” Gina reached out an arm and stroked the woman's shoulder. “What's wrong?”

Jess's eyes continued to scan the junkyard around them, as if she was expecting enemies to materialize out of thin air.

“As you know, a man named Joseph Kingston, or “The King” as he calls himself, he runs the casino, contacted me asking if I could be the special “Celebrity Judge” for the Ms. Marston's Pointe Bikini Contest.”

“I know.” Gina nodded.

“He gave me a special Lady Luck Casino company email, to keep up with promotions, updates on the contests, etc. I would spend a few days in town, give their business some free publicity, and then leave, it would be easy.”

“Okay...” Gina narrowed her eyes, not knowing where this was going.

“Except, I received an email I shouldn't have. Looks like King may have accidentally CC'd me on it. It was from him to someone named Ace.”

“Ace?” Gina's eyes went wide.

“You know who this is?”

“A crime lord, practically runs the town.”

“Shit! Dammit!” Jessica ran her hands through her hair, eyes wide.

“Jess, calm down!”

“Fuck, I... I knew this was bad, but I didn't know it was this bad!” She began to pace back and forth, her muscle bound ass cheeks clenching out of nervousness.

“Jess, calm down! I can help you. Did you read this email?”

“Of course I read it!” She cried out.

“Do you still have it?”

“Fuck no! As soon as I finished I deleted it, hoping that would be it, that they would just... leave it be, you know?”

“They didn't?” Gina shouldn't have asked, of course they didn't.

Jessica shook her head.

“I went out last night and came back to find that my hotel room was broken into. I grabbed my things and stayed at a shitty motel down the street.”

“Why didn't you call me right away?” Gina asked.

“I just... I thought it was over? Maybe they were satisfied seeing that I deleted it. But all today I've noticed men following me, watching me.”

“What did the email say?”

“That's why I brought you here, Ace owns this place as well as the Casino.”

Gina nodded, her guess was right.

“And this is where they get rid of the bodies!” Jessica screamed.

Gina nodded again. It all made sense now.

“I thought that maybe if I brought you here, you could... you know, find evidence or something...” Jessica stared off as she spoke.

“Jess, look at me,” Gina motioned to the bikini she wore. “I'm in no condition to perform an investigation. Let's get you back to the station, we'll have people protect you, then I'll come here and look around with a few other co-”

“No! No station, no cops!” Jessica's voice was frenzied, panicked.

“What do you mean? We can help you!” Gina was getting close to losing her patience with Jessica. She knew that the woman was scared, but she needed to work with Gina if she wanted to get out alive.

“There was more in the email, something about weapons in the police station...”

“A botched bust a month ago, yes.” Gina said.

“Yes, and they want them back. Someone on the police force works for them!” Jessica shouted.

Gina's blood ran cold. One of her cops was dirty? This wasn't good. She stepped back and nodded, taking this news in.

“This person is going to help them take back the guns.”

“Okay, okay,” Gina held up a hand. “There's a few deputies that I trust, I'll leave you with them, then we'll go from there. Did this email say who it is that works for Ace?”

“Yes, it's someone named-”

Jessica froze. Gina's eyes widened. They heard footsteps approaching from somewhere in the yard. Voices grew closer.

“It came from over here!” A male voice said.

Gina met Jessica's terrified eyes.

“Run.” Gina said.

Jessica didn't have to be told twice. She took off deep into the junkyard, and Gina followed.

Jess ran down a tight path between two junk piles, and Gina followed. As she ran, she thanked herself for all that cardio that she had to push herself through every morning. The junk piles seemed to be closing in on them as they ran, and Gina tried to ignore it and focus on the path ahead.

Jessica's ass cheeks jiggled and heaved as she ran. Gina was only a step behind her.

“Where do we go?” Jess asked.

“Keep running, maybe there's a back entrance.” Gina said between breaths.

Somewhere behind the junk piles, they heard footsteps and quickened their pace.

“Didn't you bring a gun?”

“No!” Gina shouted.

“What kind of cop doesn't carry a gun everywhere?” Jess screamed.

“The cop that thinks she's going to a pool party!”

They rounded a corner and suddenly Gina felt herself pulled back.

Shit! They have me!

Jessica skidded to a stop.

“Gina!” she screamed.

Gina tried to press forward and heard a tearing sound. Looking down, she realized that her sarong had snagged on a twisted length of metal. The back portion of the sarong had ripped down the middle, exposing the small, purple thong running between her cheeks.

“Come on!” Jess shouted.

The footsteps were louder, closer.

Gina gritted her teeth and heaved forward and felt the fabric rip free of her body.

“Let's go!” She sprinted forward and Jessica took off too. Gina felt the wind on her butt cheeks, now bare thanks to her losing her sarong. The situation seemed to get more absurd with each passing moment.

The path opened up and they found themselves in clearing. In front of them were two paths between the junk.

“Which way?” Jessica asked.

Gina's eyes raced around, trying to find a path to freedom.

Then she noticed a half crushed in car lying a few feet away.

“Over here!” She grabbed Jessica's arm and pulled her towards the car.

***

Jack lead his men through a tight path through the garbage, following the sound of woman's voice. Two of them, in fact.

Who did this bimbo rope into this?

King was a smart guy, good with numbers, good with the businesses, but he fucked up big time. He and Ace were emailing and somehow King accidentally sent a message to this Jessica chick, some sort of big time bikini model. The word from Ace was swift: Get rid of her.

They followed her to the junkyard and Jack realized how bad this situation was, the junkyard was where they disposed off... problems. That meant this chick had indeed read the email. Was she playing detective now? No matter, if she was at the junkyard, then that meant they could easily get rid of her.

But Jack heard another woman's voice in the junkyard too, so that meant that this Jessica chick had told someone about what she read. Shit, how many others did she tell?

Jack certainly hoped that Ace made King pay for this fuck up. Then again, Jack couldn't say anything, seeing how he was on Ace's shit list for the weapons fiasco, and failing to get rid of that cute Sheriff not once but twice.

But Jack had a plan to get the weapons back, and the Sheriff... well she just disappeared, along with Janet Rossi, another thorn in Ace's side. Word is that the Sheriff resigned and skipped town with Janet. And apparently there was a new, even hotter Sheriff. This new Sheriff hadn't run afoul of Jack or Ace yet, but she soon would, and Jack couldn't wait to meet her.

He couldn't wait to tie her up.

As he moved down the path, Jack stopped. A frilly, purple garment hanging from a piece of metal. Jack stepped forward and ripped it from outcropping it was snagged on. It was a thin, purple fabric decorated with gold sequins. It was like a skirt or something, Jack had seen women wearing something like it at a beach to cover up their swimsuits. So they had went this way.

He nodded for his men to press forward.

After a bit, the small path opened up into a wide clearing. At the other end of the clearing was two paths leading off deeper into the junkyard. He had brought six guys with him, and they stood on either side of him.

“What now boss?” One asked.

Jack looked at either path, knowing that each passing moment meant that these ladies were closer to getting away.

“Why don't we split, half go one way, half go another...” Jack turned his head to look around the area and his jaw dropped.

“What boss?” The goon asked.

Jack continued to stare, trying to make sense of what he was seeing.

“Boss, you want us to split up?”

Jack pointed to what he was looking at and pressed a finger to his lips.

Sitting in a corner in front of a massive pile of junk was a half destroyed car. It's entire back half was crushed, while the front was relatively intact. Two women were crouched down behind the smashed back half, their backs were to Jack and his men, seeing how the only thing he could see were their asses.

One ass was a deep bronze and very solid, and a gold thong bikini bottom ran through it. The other ass was lighter, and a purple thong cleaved this woman's much smaller but no less shapely rear end. He could also make out their legs bunched up in front of them. It was almost a clever plan, hide out and wait for the bad guys to run deeper into the junkyard. Almost clever, if only they found a better place to hide.

Jack's men smiled at him.

“Yes, let's split up. Half goes one way, half another. Meet back in a few minutes.” He said loudly, then reached inside his coat and pulled a gun.

His men did the same.

***

Gina wrapped her arms around her long legs and leaned back against the car, waiting. The goons, or whoever they were chasing them, had bought it. They were going to split up, half follow one path, the others follow the other path. While they did so, Gina and Jessica would crawl out from behind the car and run back to the entrance of the junkyard, get Gina's car from the casino, and head back to the police station.

Everything went quiet. Jessica met Gina's eyes and smiled.

“Think they bought it?” She asked.

“Nope, but almost!” a male voice exclaimed from behind them.

Jessica screamed and jumped up.

“Wait!” Gina jumped up, reaching after Jess.

When Gina got to her feet, she saw that the car was surrounded on all sides by various large men dressed in black. All of them had their guns trained on the women. Gina threw her hands up, Jess did the same.

The man in charge, a built man with spiked up hair in a suit and tie, stepped forward.

“Hello ladies, I'm Jack. If you'll please follow me.”
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The armed men lead Gina and Jess deep into the junkyard.

This isn't good. Gina cursed herself. This was about as bad as things could get. She would need a miracle to get out of this.

Things didn't get any better once Gina realized where they were being lead.

The car crusher.

They stopped just under the crane, and Gina felt like a stuffed animal in that claw game they had at arcades. Several empty cars littered the area around them, waiting to be lifted up to their doom.

Jack and his men formed a loose circle around them. One of the henchman handed Gina's shoulder bag to Jack. After rifling through, his hand came up with her Sheriff's badge.

“Ohh, you're the new Sheriff!” Jack said, excitedly.

“Yes,” Gina nodded. “And I hope you realize how much trouble you're in.”

“Yeah she's the Sheriff! You guys don't need that trouble!” Jess shouted.

“Jess, let me handle this.” Gina ordered.

“I heard you were even hotter than the last one.” Jack said.

Gina smirked.

“And even tougher.” She added.

Out of the corner of her eyes, she saw one of the men come up behind Jessica and pull her hands behind her back.

“Hey, let go!” Jess cried.

“Be still!” The man ordered. He produced a length of rope from his pocket and started to tie her hands together at the wrist.

“Well, I hate to get rid of beauty in this world, especially when it looks like you,” Jack said and approached her. “So I'm going to make you an offer.”

Gina watched as the goon finished tying Jessica's hands together.

“Ow! What the fuck!” She cried out.

“Is that so?” Gina asked.

“Yes indeed. Ace and his men have nothing but the utmost respect for those in law enforcement, and we want to show that by giving a little donation.”

Jack reached inside his coat and produced a large stack of hundred dollar bills in a paper strap. There had to be at least five thousand dollars in his hand. He held it out to Gina.

“Go ahead, take it. It's real” He said.

Gina stared at the money, and up at him.

“Don't listen to him Gina!” Jess shouted. Behind Jess, the goon that had tied her hands pulled a thick, white cloth out of his jacket pocket.

“Take it.” Jack ordered, waving the money back and forth in his hand.

Gina frowned, took the cash, and ran her fingers through it. It definitely felt real.

“There's more where that came from. Just take the money and walk away. We'll leave you alone if you leave us alone. It's that easy.”

Gina looked at the cash and up at Jack.

“What about Jess? She comes too.” Gina had no intention of being bribed, but she was outnumbered and outgunned. If she could negotiate a way for her and Jess to get out of this in one piece, she would.

“Gina no! Don't-ULLLLGGGHPPH!” Jessica's cry was cut off by the goon behind her throwing the cloth over her head and pulling it tight between her beautiful, red lips. The blond woman gagged and chewed as the cloth was knotted at the back of her head.

“Gllllmmph! Ulllugggmmph! Mmmmph!” She cried as the goon finished tying the gag. Jessica's top lip wrapped around the white cloth, while the bottom of it formed an upside down triangle covering the lower half of her face.

“Jess stays with us. She knows too much, and has a big mouth, that's why we had to shut her up.”

“Ffffff mmmmo! Ummmpher Mmmmuufffrr!” Jess mumbled through her gag.

Gina held up the money and tossed it in Jack's face.

“No deal. I only play if Jess walks with me.” Gina said.

Jack sighed and motioned to one of his men. A second later, Gina felt her hands being pulled behind her back.

“Stubborn, just like your predecessor.”

“Jack, listen. We can work something out. I can personally assure you that Jessica won't breath a word of what she knows.” A lie, but a lie that would hopefully get them out of this.

“Ullllmm! Mmlllleettt mmmmoo!” Jessica exclaimed as a goon tied her feet together at the ankles.

Meanwhile, Gina felt her wrists being tied tied together with rope.

“Don't look at me like that Sheriff, I tried to make a deal.” Jack loosened his tie as he spoke.

“Jack, if you kill me there will just be another Sheriff that you have to deal with. Work with me now, make your life easier.” Gina jerked forward as the rope was knotted. Her hands were bound together securely and tightly.

Jack finished undoing his tie and stepped towards her.

“Sorry Sheriff, should have taken the deal.” He said.

“Jack, wait. Let ta—ummmph!” Jack pressed his tie into Gina's open mouth. She bit down and glared at him.

“It wasn't that long ago that I had the last Sheriff in a similar situation.” Jack chuckled and wrapped his tie through Gina's mouth several more times.

She glared at him, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of hearing her plead through the gag. He knotted the tie, now a gag, at the back of her head and stepped back.

“Ulmmmph! Mmmmooo!” Gina heard Jess exclaim. She turned her head to see a goon scoop Jess up in his arms and cradle her in his arms like a baby. Jess kicked in the man's arms but he didn't seem to notice.

“What a waste.” Jack shook his head.

Gina felt a goon push her feet together and start tying them together at the ankles.

“Sorry Sheriff, but it's not personal. Just business.”

In another minute, Gina's feet were securely bound together.

“Ummmph!” Gina let out a cry of surprise as she was lifted off her feet and cradled much like Jess was. The goon carrying her brought her over to Jack, who patted her cheek condescendingly.

“Grrrmph!” She bit on her gag and recoiled.

“It was convenient of Jess to lead you hear. Means we don't have to go far to get rid of you.” Jack chuckled and stepped away.

Then they were moving. Gina twisted her head, trying to see where the goon was carrying her.

An empty car sat a few yards away, it's front and rear passenger doors open. The henchman carrying Jess stepped towards the front door.

“Mmmmph! Ullllummggph! Urggllle! Hmmmph!” Jess struggled and twisted in the big man's arms, but it was no use. He unceremoniously dumped her in the front seat and slammed door.

“Mmmmmllllll! Urrrrmmmph! Gllmmmmmbbb!” Jess's bare feet pounded on the window of the car.

Then Gina was there. The goon carrying her lowered her into the back seat of the car and stepped back, slamming the door behind him.

“Hlllmmmph! Smmmmoooddddyy! Hlllmmmph!” Jess cried into her gag.

Gina sat up and kicked at her door. Locked. She looked over the front seat to see Jessica writhing and twisting, stretched across the two front seats. Then Gina looked out the window. All of the goons were stepping back, giving the car a very wide berth.

This was not good. Not at all.

In the distance, machinery whirred to life. Gina twisted her head, trying to find the source of the noise.

“MMMMMMPH! URRRGGGHHHH! HMMMMPH!” Jess screamed into her gag.

A dark shadow fell over the car. Loud machinery buzzed and hissed above them. The crane. The shadow grew bigger as the claws extended and lowered towards the car.

“Mmmmmeeep...” Gina let out an involuntary squeal of panic and pressed herself flat in the seat, knowing what was coming next.

In the front seat, Jess was sitting up, her head spinning, trying to get her bearings.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Gina mumbled into her gag.

Jess spun and looked at her, eyes wide.

“Huummph?” She cocked her head.

“Gmmmmfff mmmmmoown!” Gina mumbled.

Then the car shook and rattled as the claws of the landed on top.

“MMMMMMFFF!” Jessica screamed and fell back. The metal fingers of the crane locked, two on the sides of the and two on the back. Then they compressed. Metal screamed and bucked and windows shattered and cracked.

“UMMMMPH!” Jessica screamed.

“Grrrrff” Gina turned her to avoid and sprinkling of glass from the now shattered rear window.

Then the crane locked in place. The machinery whirred again.

And the car moved, Gina could feel themselves being lifted in the air.

5.

“HMMMMFFF! PLLLLMMMPHH! SMMMBBBYYY HMMMFFF!” Jess screamed into her gag as the car continued to rise in the air. In the backseat, Gina twisted her head to see Jess thrashing around in a panic. There was another loud clang of machinery and the car stopped moving, the crane holding it up in mid air.

“HMMMMFFF! MMMMEEEY! HMMMMF!” Jess continued to kick and thrash and Gina felt the car start to sway with the woman's movements.

Shit! Gina looked up at the roof and heard metal twisting and groaning. Jessica's struggles were causing the car to strain against the metal hooks of the crane. If it moved too much, it could rip free and they could plummet back to the ground. Well, they could either die by being crushed to death or possibly die from falling. There was a possibility they could survive the fall and the car would take the brunt of the damage, but then she imagined that Jack and his men would finish them off somehow.

“MMMMPPPH! URRGGGLLLE!” Jess resumed her struggling and Gina felt the car heave back and forth with her movements.

“Ummmph!” Gina kicked the front seat.

“HMMMMMFFFF!” Jess was slamming her feet into the driver's side door.

“Mmmmph!” Gina kicked the seat again. Jess spun her head and glared at Gina.

“Ummm hmmm!” Gina shook her head, hoping Jess would get the message.

“Hummmfff!” Jess huffed and spun away from her. As Jess turned, Gina found herself noticing that Jessica's hips were now completely bare. Jess continued to wriggle around in the front seat and Gina noticed the thin gold fabric of the thong still running between her ass cheeks, and Gina realized that all of Jessica's struggles had caused the flimsily secured knots at her hips to become undone. Even when facing death, Jessica still managed to slip in a well timed wardrobe malfunction. The front of Jess's bikini bottoms hung loosely between her legs and Gina realized that the only thing keeping her bottoms on were her clenched ass cheeks.

The crane whirred to life and the car was moving again.

“Hmmmmph!” Jess spun her head upward. The car swayed in the wind as they moved.

Gina bit down on her gag. She needed to find a way out of this, and fast. Her mind raced, trying to think of way to get them both out safely when another jolt went through the car.

“Mmmfff...” Gina grunted as something small and sharp scrapped against her butt cheek.

Glass! Yes! The shattered glass from the windows! Gina's bound hands groped blindly behind her, trying to find a piece large enough for her to grip. Her fingers traced the jagged edge of a large shard of glass and she tightened her grip on it.

Yes!

She wrapped her fingers gently around the glass, not too hard as to cut herself, and angled it to cut through the ropes binding her wrists.

The car stopped. More machinery clanged and whirred. Both Gina and Jessica looked up at the scrunched in roof.

The metal claws of the crane loosened. The car started to dangle like a fish on a hook.

“MMMMMPH!' Jess screamed.

Gina dug the length of glass into the ropes. The car swayed in the breeze.

Then the claws opened up, letting go of the car.

They were falling.

“UMMMMMPH!” Jess screamed into her gag and Gina realized that she too was screaming.

It was like the worst roller coaster ride ever. Gina felt herself rise into the air, the wind hit her face. The shards of glass fly up around her. She closed her eyes as wind and dirt whipped against her face.

“GRRRMMMPH!”

Then the car hit something hard with a loud CRASH.

Gina fell back into the seat, her muffled scream turning into a “Hummmfff” as the wind got knocked out of her.

“Ummmmpph!” Jess exhaled as she too was knocked back into her seat.

Gina exhaled heavily and looked up. The roof of the car was a tangled mess of metal and glass, large grooves ran into the corners where the crane had dug in.

“Mmmm.... ummm...” Jessica groaned and sat up, her thong still barely clinging to the crevice between her tanned ass cheeks.

Gina groaned again and sat up as much as she could with the roof almost collapsed it. She looked out the shattered front window.

They were on a long, black conveyor belt. An old, rusted car sat on the belt a few feet in front of them. She could make out three more cars further down the belt, and just beyond them was the hungry, metal jaws of the crusher.

Gina's eyes widened and she felt her heart start to race. She realized that she still had the glass shard in her hands and pressed it against the ropes.

“Ummmm...” Jessica wined, also looking out the window.

The conveyor belt groaned starte to carry them forward.

“Mmmmmeeep!” Jessica squealed.

The car lurched forward.

“MMMMMMPH!” Jessica resumed her panicked kicking and thrashing.

Gina worked the shattered glass against the ropes. She could feel the strands ripping with each movement. Her hands worked the glass like a saw, working fast and furious through the tight ropes.

Through the window, Gina watched as the first car in line tipped forward and fell into the crusher. The belt stopped for a moment and she could see the top of the crusher lower down. A moment later, she heard a sickening crunch of metal and glass as the car was compacted.

Then the belt switched back on and they were moving again. The next car in line rode patiently towards it's fate. Gina quickened her pace.

“Mmmm.... Ummmm...” Jess mewled into her gag, seemingly accepting her fate.

The next car tipped forward into the crusher's hungry maw and the belt stopped again.

Gina could feel the ropes ripping free and once again she increased her speed.

The crusher chewed up the second car and the belt moved forward again.

Another strand of the ropes snapped loose and Gina ripped her hands free.

“Ummmmph!” She let out a sigh of relief and excitement.

The car moved forward and Gina started to untie her feet. The knots were securely tied but she was able to work through them. As she did, she felt the conveyor belt stop as the third car pitched forward into the crusher. They were next.

Gina pulled the knots free and the rope fell away from her feet. In the distance, she heard and loud crunch and felt the belt start to move again. She leaned forward into the front seat and grabbed Jessica's shoulder.

“URRRMMMPH!” Jessica called and spun around. Her eyes widened with surprise when she saw that Gina had gotten free.

“Ummm...” Gina nodded her head, realizing she was still gagged. Oh well, she would deal with that at a less pressing time. She held out a finger, signaling for Jess to be still, and scrambled over the seats into the front with her.

Gina hovered over the bound woman and spun her finger, wanting Jess to turn over so that she could untie her. Jess started to turn, but then her eyes widened in fear.

“Mmmmmrrrrrpph!” She cried.

Gina followed her gaze and saw the crusher looming.

“Mmmm...” Gina grumbled and spun around to face the driver's side door. She hit the door unlock button and heard the click signaling that all doors were now open. With one hand, she grabbed the rope around Jessica's feet, and with the other pushed the door open. Warm air and the squeal of the conveyor belt greeted them.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmmph!” Jess shook her head and protested into her gag, realizing what Gina's plan was. Gina spun around to face the bound and gagged woman.

“Ummm mmmm...” Gina shrugged. What else did Jess expect her to do?

Then Gina jumped out, dragging Jess behind her.

“MMMMMMMMMMMM!” Jess screamed as she was ripped out of the car behind the Sheriff.

Gina's feet hit the rubber of the conveyor belt and were immediately swept out from under her.

“Urrgggh.” Gina grunted as her face hit the moving floor. She felt herself carried forward and lost her grip on Jessica.

“HHHHFFFF! MMMMMMPH” Jessica screamed as the belt carried her forward.

Gina spun around so that she laid on her stomach and let the belt carry her forward. A few feet in front of her, Jess kicked her bound feet in panic. As she moved, Gina reached one hand forward while extending another one to her side.

And ahead of them, the car angled forward, ready to fall into the crusher. Gina knew that if they didn't get off the belt soon, both she and Jess would be carried into the crusher too.

The car fell over the edge into the waiting crusher. Jessica's head tipped forward over the edge-

“HMMMMM-”

Gina's hand wrapped around the rope binding Jessica's ankles. At the same time, Gina's other hand gripped a metal railing. Both hands tightened and Gina slid to a stop. She could feel the conveyor belt moving against her bare stomach and breasts, but she had Jess.

“Hmmmmph!” Jess cried out as the conveyor belt continued to move, catching the string from her bikini bottoms and ripping them away. Still on her stomach, Gina looked up to find herself looking straight into Jessica's bare, waxed vagina.

“URRRGGGGHH!” Jessica moaned, more out of annoyance than anything.

“Grrrrr” Gina bit into her gag and pulled Jess towards her, straining against the resistance of the conveyor belt.

“Hummmph!” Jess cried out, no doubt in discomfort as the belt scrapped against her bare bottom.

Then the belt ground to a halt with a loud screetch of aging machinery. Gina used this opportunity to pull the bound Jess towards her. Jess slid forward, then Gina lurched towards the woman, wrapped her arms around her, and rolled sideways, away from the belt.

“MMMMMMPH!” Jess screamed in Gina's arms as they rolled off the belt and into space.

I hope we land on something soft. Gina thought as they plummeted-

-And crashed into a mountain of tires. Both women grunted into their gags as the rubber cushioned their fall.

Their eyes met. Jessica's eyes were full of relief. If Gina could smile then she would have at that moment.

Then they felt the tires shift under them, and Gina only had a moment to roll her eyes.

And they were moving, caught on top of a landslide of rubber as the tires cascaded down.

“Mmmmmmmph!” Jess cried.

“Urggghh...” Gina grunted, trying to steady herself as the rubber carried her down.

The tires hit the dirt ground, some bouncing away, but most just slid to a stop. Gina grunted as she felt her ass scrape against the bare earth and finally come to a halt. She realized that somehow she had found herself sitting inside a tire, and decided to lean her back and close her eyes.

Is it over?

“Mmmmeena! Mmmmmeenna!” Jessica's cries reassured Gina that it was not. Gina opened her eyes to see that somehow during the tire slide, Jessica had maneuvered herself headfirst into a pile of small tires. Right now, Jessica's shapely legs and bare ass stuck out of a pile. Her feet wriggled helplessly in the air.

“Grrrmmm...” Gina rolled her eyes and pushed herself out of her tire.

“It came from over here!” A voice in the distance cried.

Shit! They must have noticed the hill of tires collapsing. Gina jumped up and ran over to the kicking feet that signaled Jessica's position. Once there, Gina moved away several tires, revealing Jess, lying flat, still bound and gagged.

Footsteps approached. Gina didn't have time to untie Jess, but she also knew that if the men checked the cars, they would see that the girls weren't in it.

An idea formed.

Gina pressed a finger to her gagged lips.

“Hmmm?” Jess angled her head quizzically.

Gina bent down, grabbed Jess's bikini top, and pulled. It came free easily and Gina noticed that Jessica's breasts, small and perky, were just as tan as the rest of her body.

“MMMMMPH!” Jessica's eyes filled with rage and shock.

Gina once again held a finger to her lips and started piling tires on top of Jessica again.

“Mmmmmph! Ummmph!” Jessica protested as tires covered her face.

“Mmmmmeeiit!” Gina tried to say quiet, forgetting that she was still gagged.

But Jess got the hint and shut up. Her entire upper body was now covered. Gina grabbed several large tires and placed them over Jessica's naked lower half, completely covering her. Satisfied that the model was well hidden, Gina took off towards the car crusher.

She rounded a hill of junk and heard footsteps approaching from behind her, somewhere by the hill of tires.

“What happened here?”

“Looks like it fell.”

“Do you think the girls escaped?”

Gina pressed forward, praying that Jess had the good sense to keep quiet and don't move, and that the men didn't decide to search the tires.

“Let's check the car. I don't see how they could escape, and there should be something left of them inside.”

Good, they were buying it.

She rounded another scrap mound and came to the back of the crusher. Several large, unwieldy piles of smashed cars littered the area like a graveyard. Gina imagined that most junkyards would move the destroyed vehicles and scrap them, but not this one. She wondered how many of them had dead bodies rotting away inside them?

Approaching footsteps brought her back to reality. Her eyes traced the mountains of dead cars looking for the one she and Jess had been locked in.

There it was! It had been deposited haphazardly on top of the other cars in front of it, and now it loomed about eight feet off the ground. Gina ran forward, part of her hoped to find the remains of Jessica's bikini bottoms around here too, but she realized that was a lost cause. Most likely, they had been chewed up by the conveyor.

Gina positioned herself right under the car. It was too far up for her reach, despite her height. She balled up the bikini top and tossed at the heap of twisted metal. It caught on a piece of the door that was jutting out.

The footsteps got closer and Gina ran behind a pile of cars and crouched down.

Please buy it. Please!

As she waited, she reached up to untie her gag when a smell hit her. Her eyes turned to the car in front of her and she noticed a skeletal hand sticking out of it's crushed remains.

“Hummmphhh...” She gasped and placed a hand over her already silenced mouth.

“Which one is it?” She heard a voice.

Gina froze, unable to take her eyes off the skeleton, and kept her hands pressed over her mouth.

“Look, there it is!” Another voice said, and she heard them move away.

“It looks like the top the blond was wearing!” One said.

“She's naked in there!” The other voice replied, too enthusiastically.

“Do you really want to look in there? They'll be all mangled and mashed up.”

“Yeah, I guess you're right.”

“Look, grab the top, take it to Jack, tell him they're dead, and let's go home.”

Gina heard a metal groaning as one of the men climbed the tower of cars to retrieve Jessica's top. She silently cursed them, hoping to bring the top back to Jess so that she wouldn't be totally naked.

“Got it!” A voice exclaimed.

“Good, get down and let's get going.”

She heard the man climb down from the cars and soon heard their feet as they hurried away. Gina waited another few minutes, then untied her gag and pulled it out of her mouth. Once her mouth was free, she let out a gasp and tossed the gag away.

Jack will pay for this.

She waited another few minutes. Jess was probably miserable and panicking right now, but this was for her own good. Once Gina was satisfied that the goons had a good head start, she stepped out from behind the cars.

***

Lisa had found a good vantage point on top of a pile of trashed cars and watched the whole thing: the Sheriff and her model friend face down Jack, Jack attempt to bribe the Sheriff, and finally the two bikini clad women get bound, gagged, and stuffed inside the cars to be crushed. Silently, Lisa hoped that no one found her snooping or there would be a third bikini clad woman being sent to her doom.

But Lisa was impressed, this new Sheriff managed to get herself and the model out, and Lisa had captured it all on camera. Now she watched as the Sheriff cleared away the pile of tires that concealed the model and helped her up. The model, Jessica, was completely naked, having somehow lost her bikini bottoms while escaping the car, and then the Sheriff cleverly used her bikini top to convince Jack's men that they had been crushed to death in the car.

Once the tires were clear, the Sheriff quickly untied Jessica and removed her gag. Jessica screamed loudly at the Sheriff for leaving her there and taking her clothes.

“How could you do that to me! And where is my top! How am I supposed to-UMMMMMPH!”

Lisa's eyebrows raised. Gina, the Sheriff, clearly lost her patience and shoved the white cloth that once gagged Jessica back into her mouth. Jessica raised her hands in protest.

“MMMMMPH!” She tried to swat Gina away but Gina used one hand to swat Jessica's hands away while using the other to keep the gag in her mouth. Then, Gina leaned close and started to say something to Jess.

Lisa was too far to hear, but imagined that whatever Gina was saying, it wasn't nice.

She also had to give it up to Jess, she had an amazing body for a woman in her mid-thirties. It was toned, tanned, and better than women half her age. Her buttocks were a work of art, and the tattoo of wings just above her crack perfectly accented them.

Gina finished whatever she was saying to Jess and after a moment, Jess nodded and grumbled into her gag. Satisfied, Gina pulled the cloth out of Jessica's mouth and tossed it away, then without a word turned and started heading for the exit.

Jess opened her mouth to say something, then thought better of it and grabbed a tire. She held the tire flat against her chest, the top of it covering her breasts, while the bottom covered her vagina, while the middle left her perfect abs exposed. The nearly nude model hurried after the Sheriff, sighing as she went.

Lisa figured she would give them a minute to get clear, figuring she had seen all that she needed to see.

And heard all that she needed to hear.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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