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Jo felt the powerful, forceful jets from the shower hit her skin hard and she shuddered in almost physical pleasure; her body ached from her recent run into work, the habit of exercise injected and infused her with energy and strength for the challenge of the coming day ahead.
 

Station 55 in New York City had a communal, large shower and wash area and she glanced across and saw one of her fellow officers, Miranda Burke, also scrubbing her lithe body after a familiar run into the precinct as she had completed.
 

The woman was her female colleague and partner, the only other detective of their gender on the detective squad and was a true, hard nose cop like her.
 

There was simply no messing about with either of them but as the young woman showered Jo noticed once again that Miranda had an understated, gentle femininity that she sensed somewhat lacking in herself.
 

Her eyes casually, privately, coveted and admired her body, it was slim, lean but definitely shapely and womanly; her breasts were small but perfectly plump and well-formed and her slender legs went all of the way up to her waist leaving a delicate blonde neatly trimmed down of pubic hair between the firm, toned thighs.
 

Jo noticed a small number 24 tattooed into her soft, white flesh on her backside and being the polite lady she was, never asked her about it but was always intrigued to know what it represented.
 

She presumed perhaps it was a mere, forgotten, drunken episode of her past or perhaps the fact that more and more women felt the need to randomly decorate or mark their bodies nowadays
 

However Jo Daly was smart and intelligent and liked to know and be aware of everything, so any little detail like that always made her interested and curious and played on her ever inquisitive and active mind.
 

They left the large, multi-headed, somewhat grubby, shower area together, grabbed some rough towels and began the process of rubbing themselves dry and the blonde Miranda stared at her and smiled expectantly.
 

“Big day today, Jo!”
 

It was not a question more a statement of fact and Jo shivered, as if for effect, and brushed the coarse towel vigorously on her back and shoulders, providing some massage along with the basic drying process.
 

“Sure is, Mirry!”
 

That was the pet and clipped title for her friend; all the guys on the force had short, sharp, edgy names and the two of them did not wish to be any different.
 

The woman took a pair of special, black knickers from a transparent box on a nearby shelf and gently passed them to her companion; Jo quickly let her fingers run over the material and find the tiny transmitter hidden in the lined gusset of the crotch as Miranda murmured quietly and reassuringly to her.
 

“Don’t worry, Jo…we’ll be able to hear everything…and we can get you straight out of there at the first sign of any trouble!”
 

Jo was no longer wet now and the slipped this underwear over her ankles and drew the basic clothing snugly around her defined mound and was pleased, given the dangerous nature of her assignment today, to have the protection it gave her and that it was undoubtedly undetectable as it was so miniscule and minute.
 

Her mind recalled all of the banter she had received from her predominantly male, other police officers, who had teased and needled her endlessly with chants of, “They’ll never find a wire in there, Jo… I mean who would be brave enough to enter such an unknown, precarious, dangerous area!”
 

She laughed just to fit in but the thing was that, Jo unfortunately had a reputation of being cool and aloof almost to the point of frigidity, and her reputation in the station on even on these tough streets where she worked was the, Ice Queen!
 

Her pride and sensibilities liked and disliked the name tag in equal measure as, although it represented dedication and a no nonsense approach, Jo felt it was somehow and most definitely underserved; indeed she was a married woman and had a normal sex life!
 

Well that was not strictly true; she had never told anyone but Miranda who was something of a confidante and a best friend as well as a partner, how bad normal marital, physical and dare she admit, sexual relations were with her podgy, listless husband.
 

Jo wondered why she ever married Derry and certainly by now should have been divorced from him but in reality and all honesty, she never seemed to have the time to deal with such practical matters as all of her energies went directly into her job.
 

Her hands shook herself from such indulgent, introspection and thoughts; she had no such time for either this morning and she quickly slipped around her waist a tight, tan, mid length skirt, a beige silk top and a sharp, fawn jacket, a pair of suede high heeled shoes and stared at her refection in the stained, cracked and almost intrusive, large, revealing mirror.
 

Her refection was strangely alluring; she was only 23, dark haired, slim, attractive with a curved, and she felt, unspectacular shape, but she was reasonably pleased that she still had something appealing and attractive about her.
 

She would need it today!
 

Her slim, slender, agile fingers pulled her hair into a girlish, pony tail and she stiffened her back, gritted her teeth and set her mind to the task ahead; she was determined to make her first ever undercover, live operation a spectacular success! 
 

Her dark eyes glanced at her colleague who had put her normal lingerie of black suspenders, nylons and silky knickers under her staid, unfeminine, baggy, work clothes and she often puzzled as to why Miranda wore and adorned herself with such finery and frippery.
 

It seemed so inconsequential, frivolous and unnecessary.
 

Also, and possibly unfairly, she wondered how her partner could even afford such expensive and vain, self-indulgent fancies on their meagre salaries.
 

However the day was pressing on them both and they girded themselves and entered into the frenetic, testosterone charged atmosphere of the nearby, briefing room and the whole bustling conflagration was full of bawdy, animated men who chorused cheered, laughed and howled in sarcasm and puerile glee as they saw Jo.
 

“Show us the transmitter, Jo…I’ll check it’s working…for a fee…make sure you press the right button!”
 

She was used to their juvenile and childish, boyish ways, simply ignored them all with an intractable, dry, sly grin and then stood up along with everyone else when the redoubtable Sergeant, Sarge, came in forcefully and stood commandingly and dramatically at the very front of the crowded arena.
 

It was as though it was a modern coliseum and they were all preparing for gladiatorial combat where their valour and very lives would sometimes and perhaps be placed dangerously and precariously on the line. 
 

The man at the front was rounded, fat and snub nosed; probably from fighting in his youth but the guys all loved and adored him and the select crowd and distinguished representatives of the police force were silent as he began his lecture and address with a big, broad, effervescent smile.
 

“Today… we’re going to get, Mr C…!”
 

His brow was already perspiring in this hormonal cauldron and heated, heady atmosphere and he snarled at them all, as was his way and pressing, direct style.
 

“…This Bum’s been running a lousy, prostitution racket out of 7th Street for 10 years now…”
 

His clear, azure blue eyes were glinting and raging in the unfairness of what this unscrupulous, Mark was doing on his patch, and in sudden excitement he raised his fist in an aggressive, theatrical gesture.
 

“…It’s time we closed it down…”
 

The room was silent but electrically charged as he continued his rant.
 

“…He runs it under the auspices of a Surrogate Licences Service…but we’re going to prove it’s nothing more than a cheap, Whore House…!”
 

His translucent, pale globes turned to Jo and she tried not to blush or flush but she felt very much on the proverbial, highlighted spot!
 

“…Officer, Jo Daly as you know… is today going undercover and, if she can get inside the organisation she’s gonna get us all the goods on Mr C…now…”
 

He breathed in as his expansive belly seemed to wobble like the jelly doughnuts he enjoyed so much, in the blue shirt that was far too close fitting and tight for him.
 

“…Any questions?”
 

All his team knew that although he said this constantly and each time he addressed them, Sarge didn’t like to answer queries so there were none asked, but in all honesty this particular operation was indeed routine, fairly simple and straight forward. 
 

Jo would go and join the procession of daily girls that waited on spec at this Mr C’s offices to be interviewed and, if she could pass the screening processes, once inside she would record and obtain information that could be used in evidence and with the D. A. to make the case against this evil criminal and villainous man.
 

Her fellow officers would be monitoring her progress from inside a van parked outside, camouflaged as an innocuous, laundry truck, which would be recording all of the information she gathered through the powerful transmitter and microphone in her knickers.
 

The meeting now over, Miranda then drove her down to the job in an ordinary unmarked, Ford saloon that they occasionally used as a squad car and once they were just a block away she parked, turned her cute, blonde head at her friend and smiled supportively.
 

“Good Luck, Jo…”
 

Her companion stared and flashed at her with a nervous smile but the older, more experienced woman went on as if to build her up for the possible challenges and dangers ahead.
 

“…Don’t fret…this operation is about to go down well….gonna to be very informative…set you up for a glowing future with the force!”
 

Jo blinked and determinedly pulled up her shoulders in false projected confidence and brushed her jacket lapel down as if it was dirty
 

“Yeah…today’s the day that the notorious, Mr C has his operation ended!”
 

She pulled at the inner handle on the car door then got out and determinedly walked the block and her female partner followed from a distance and then watched as she entered into the Surrogate Lover Centre and mumbled to herself in some amusement.
 

“Don’t know about ending, Mr C…Jo…”
 

She chuckled to herself wickedly as she drove on by.
 

“…But it sure is going to be very informative for you, Bitch!”
 

Jo sat patiently in the  luxurious reception’s sitting area in an expensive, high backed, brown, leather chair and immediately noticed all of the other girls nervously, waiting with her. 
 

They seemed so unnervingly young, made up, busty and extremely pretty, much more so than her she thought, and she realised, to her shock and shame that they were all waiting for the dubious opportunity to go on the game!
 

It seemed unbelievable that women would lower themselves like this but this was reputedly the oldest profession in the world and her day job was not to work out why; it was to simply put an end to this odious, illegal activity going on right under her nose, and she was determined and committed to do so.
 

She sat in increasing frustration for what seemed like hours, as delectable women seemed to come and go like busy, brightly coloured busses then, as if in a dream, a number was called that matched the decorative card in her fingers and she realised she had finally been picked for an interview.
 

In almost angry reflex she rose and walked quickly up to the platinum, pretty blonde receptionist who took her scripted number from her twisting fingers, checked her list and then smiled broadly, displaying her perfect, white, gleaming teeth as she did so.
 

“Please go to room number 11...through that door and down the corridor on your left.”
 

Jo followed the direction of the girl’s, slender arm and at the appropriately marked, white entrance, she knocked then entered and walked in to find a middle aged, plump, friendly, brown haired woman dressed in a white, surgical coat sitting in the small, clinically, neat and tidy room.
 

She was seated behind a basic, white desk with silver metal legs at the base and she directed Jo to the black, plastic chair opposite her with a gesture of her thick fingers but unusually, brightly painted fingernails.
 

The young detective’s heart was pounding, racing and beating at twenty to the dozen but she tried her best to keep calm and professional and her interviewer opened an application file on the desk directly in front of her and smiled warmly.
 

“Joanne Kelly, I understand that you want to work for Surrogate Service?”
 

Jo was grateful that her pseudonym was similar to her real name and it made her responses more instinctive and believable.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

The woman stared at her with grey, piercing eyes as if she did not believe a word and then placed a slim, delicate pen in her flat, fat fingers as she opened her blank questionnaire in front of her.
 

“You can call me, Sarah…now…”
 

She smiled warmly and appealingly.
 

“…You are under no obligation to answer any question…”
 

Her hand tapped the top of her writing instrument on her two, front, slightly crooked teeth and stared icily as she repeated herself.
 

“…You are under no obligation to answer any question but…”
 

Her voice was so separated and impersonal.
 

“…Our company offers a Surrogate Lovers, Sexual Service and we obviously need to know if our girls have experience of such interesting matters… how much and what they can actually do when and if required…”
 

She smiled falsely.
 

“…So our clients are not let down or disappointed… you do understand?”
 

Jo’s face was bright, beetroot red in spite of her training, but she had not been educated for this, and in some ways she hoped it made her seem more genuine and believable.
 

“Yes of course…I understand…ask away!”
 

The woman sat back in her chair, inhaled, as if to puff out her plump cheeks further and began the process of the interview; the questions, once started, came at the young woman she was interrogating like bullets from a machine gun as Jo tried to answer without being hit, wounded or worse, found out!
 

“Do you wish to be a surrogate lover?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“Could you sleep with a stranger?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“Do you like sex?”
 

“Yes.”
 

Jo bit her lip realising every word she spoke was a responsive, blatant lie.
 

“Do you enjoy oral sex?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“Anal sex?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“Sex with women?”
 

“Yes.”
 

Jo tried not to concern herself what the men listening in the back up van outside would be thinking, but she knew they would be amused and laughing; men were always so base, stupid, coarse and obvious…but the questions kept coming like missiles!
 

“Have you slept with 2 men together?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“3?”
 

Jo thought for a moment and then presumed and sensed that perhaps her sexual resume as already explained was perhaps experienced enough for this role she was applying for.
 

“No!”
 

As if in surprise the woman raised her rounded head from the paper she was writing upon for a moment and smiled in good humour.
 

“Oh, Joanne…I thought was had got ourselves something of a Little Whore for a moment…!”
 

Jo sat stony faced at this rude, stranger’s dry joke as the queries poured ever forth and she answered in a way that she thought would maximise her chances of moving her further towards the very centre of this despicable, illegal racket!
 

Finally the plump woman stopped and placed her palms flat on the bare table.
 

“…If this is all true…then you are quite a Girl, Joanne…quite a Girl…!”
 

She smiled knowingly with the past, vast experience of her everyday work.
 

“…But… all the girls lie… initially…to get work…now… wait here.”
 

Jo felt so exposed and incredibly vulnerable as her interrogator left the room and she sat and dithered and did not notice the tiny camera in the ceiling zooming in on her flustered and agitated state.
 

In a nearby, private office a pair of evil, black, granite eyes watched her on a large television screen; the man undid the zip on his expensive trousers and withdrew his enormous, black cock and held it tightly in his twisted, copper fingers.
 

This delicious, seductive play and theatre of debasement and the inevitable slide into solicitation of his innocent applicants always excited and turned him on, no matter how many times he saw and experienced it!
 

The rounded woman returned to the pristine room promptly and smiled at her interviewee favourably as she murmured the good news.
 

“You have passed the first stage, Joanne…but there are conditions…!”
 

She handed her a neatly typed, three page contract.
 

“…You have to sign these documents confirming you are proceeding at your own free will…and…”
 

Her grey smoky eyes were implacable and unreadable.
 

“…You must remove all of your clothing for the examination… everything!”
 

Jo looked at her completely stunned and in sudden, demonstrable turmoil and dread.
 

“No…I can’t….won’t…can’t!’”
 

The older woman just shrugged ambivalently.
 

“Sign it then strip…or leave…now…no options or wavering …if you are unsure then…just go…no problem there are plenty of…other girls!”
 

She realised that there was no other choice and her overriding commitment to her job, the police force and for doing good in general, made her put pen to paper but, she sensed that already this was already becoming far more than she had bargained for!  
 

Suddenly Jo was then escorted into a private, empty, small changing room and removed all of her items of clothing as directed; she whispered excitedly into her black panties that were now scrunched up in her shaking fingers.
 

“I’ll be, OK…I’m going in…going in…going in!”
 

Miranda, listened intently in the van as her male colleagues smirked like idiotic adolescence at all of this sexual intrigue and she allowed herself her own secret, all knowing, wry smile; she knew exactly what was coming next for the redoubtable Jo, her brave, innocent, little, female, chaste, immaculate friend!
 

Jo pulled on the small pair of tight, white, cotton knickers and the equally dazzlingly, bright linen, short coat that were hanging up for her to change into, and she then walked through an adjoining door into a modern, open plan room with a luxurious, black, leather, examination table laid out before her.
 

Her heart was pumping and beating like an uncontrollable, hysterical pulse and she jumped fractionally as she heard the sound of a cool, calm, hypnotic, male voice from a hidden speaker somewhere. 
 

“Please lie on the table, Joanne.”
 

She quickly placed her gently curved back onto the white, towel covered surface of the leather and tried to remember that she was working and still a professional, investigative policewoman.
 

As if to disturb her further, suddenly a door opened and a tall, slim, striking, blonde haired man came to her side dressed in a white, doctor’s coat; his expression was distant and blank and he purposely placed her arms until they were tight to her side as he then calmly addressed her. 
 

“My name is, Mason…I am here to examine you, Joanne, for the suitability and appropriateness for this type of work…”
 

He clarified his statement.
 

“…it doesn’t suit everyone…!”
 

Jo held her bated, heated breath and hardly dared to speak as he went on very serenely and reassuringly. 
 

“…You are free to leave at any time but refusal to comply with each and every one of my requests will mean that you have failed in your attempts to secure a job with us…”
 

He smiled insipidly and non-judgementally.
 

“…Unfortunately it will only have proved your ineptness and unsuitability for the type of personal, intimate services we offer here.”
 

Her head nodded stupidly sensing every muscle she had in her body held in palpable tension and desperately trying to remain in charge of her situation; she was absolutely set and determined not to fail!
 

“I understand, Mason…I will comply with all of your instructions.”
 

The man ignored her attempts to enter banter or friendly conversation and began his quest for knowledge of her and his work, brusquely.
 

“Lay on your front and let your arms hang down towards the floor please…!”
 

Jo did so and sensed her new examiner move to her head and he placed his hard body close against her until she could faintly feel the heat and pressure of his masculine form so incredibly near her skin.
 

She jerked a fraction as his hands touched her hair, then impossibly his fingers softly and lightly waded through her dark strands and tresses like warm, slippery water as he began to speak as if into a microphone and, as if she was something of a separate, animate object.   
 

“…Good, medium length, dark hair, very sensual and spotless to the touch…”
 

He caressed her for a moment or two then moved to her right, hanging arm then onto her back and ran his stiff, long fingers right up and down and along her spine, finishing only where her tight panties began.
 

“…Good, arched back, muscle definition and response…”
 

Jo could sense each investigative, outlandish, invasive touch of him and instinctively wanted to leave but grasped all of her courage as he raised her short white coat and then stroked her panty, cotton covered bottom.
 

“…Good, sharp, tight rectum and cheeks…”
 

His warm hands ran down her shaking calves and legs to her toes and then returned up her now tingling skin to the back of her thighs that were tightly, comfortingly, protectively closed shut, and he patted her pale, ivory flesh expectantly.
 

“…Open, Joanne…”
 

The young female detective desperately wanted to refuse him, but how could she? 
 

Her dizzy, ditzy mind parted them a fraction as his persuasive hands gently eased them a little wider than she had intended; he then stroked the insides of the sensitive skin tenderly, almost unwelcomingly and she felt herself flush in unexpected, unsettling response. 
 

“…Good, shaped, rear thighs and legs…”
 

He presumptively patted her bottom once more as if she was some tame animal and whispered in his normal, insistent manner.
 

“…Turn over please, Joanne!”
 

She span, lay on her back and stared challengingly up into his now extremely noticeable, cold, clear blue eyes and felt compelled to speak in her defence and concern for her honour.
 

“I’m not going to let you….”
 

His words to her were cold and cutting and instantly his longest straightest finger was pointing directly towards the door.
 

“If you speak again or refuse to do exactly as I say then I will fail you…do you understand…you knew what you were signing up to?”
 

She gulped and nodded and emitted a strangulated, weak reply as she had comprehended what this was all about; or thought she did!
 

“Yes…yes…I understand.”
 

Her dark eyes gazed up at him helplessly and his hands returned to her hair and released the pretty ponytail that was there; his surprisingly, fine fingertips then explored her gentle face and soft thin skin and then rested provocatively on her plump, pink lips.
 

“Open…!”
 

She knew to refuse him was to invite disaster and her lips split apart and suddenly the man’s finger was inside her saliva induced, wetness and moisture.
 

“…Suck, Joanne…suck it, please…”
 

Jo so wanted to swear at him like a sailor but obediently only pressed her oral muscles on his digit and drew it disgustingly as if it was a small, hard, living sweet. 
 

The experience repulsed her as she expected; she had never had anything but food in her precious, innocent mouth before and certainly not a man’s, outrageous, intrusive finger!
 

The handsome stranger withdrew it slowly making a gentle sound of a plop as he did so and as it came from her suction spoke very clearly and loudly once more.
 

“…Good lips…teeth and pressure…!”
 

His disturbing, physical presence then returned to her side and impossibly he began to gently undo the tiny, white buttons on her thin, light top and only covering, apart from her minute, little knickers. 
 

Although she brought her fingers up as if to stop him, he swatted them angrily away and Jo realised that she had no alternative but to let him carry on and felt utterly disempowered, weak and uncomfortably vulnerable.
 

Suddenly as if by magic all of her protective, plastic, shiny buttons were undone and his fragrant hands drew the fine, white material away to leave her small, pretty breasts completely exposed and available for his ongoing, outrageous inspection.
 

“…Good breasts, natural…good skin tone, about size C cups…”
 

She gasped at his crudity and rudeness but to her terror, his fingers touched her left nipple very lightly and she clenched her teeth and tried not to scream, run away or react at all but it stiffened unfairly and immediately, as if it had an evil, perverted mind of its own!
 

“…Large, pink nipples and delicate areolas…extremely responsive to the touch…!”
 

To her disbelief he bent his head down and let his young, fresh mouth take a nipple into it and she drew in her breath instinctively to his unexpected, oral attentions of her very erogenous, sensitive point.
 

His tongue began to tease, suck and lick it and she could not contain or restrain a revealing little groan of pleasure and he stopped and spoke aloud once more.
 

“…Likes oral stimulation to her breasts and nipples…!”
 

Jo lay back in confusion and felt that her body was inexplicably on fire and to make matters worse his palm was now gliding down her slim, white belly and she could sense the faint pressure and cursed her body for being so malleable and disconcertingly, automatically responsive.
 

“…Slim, taut, belly, firm skin….very good condition…”
 

His tantalising hard digits continued like live electrical sensations down each leg and ankle and then came back to her most dangerous, most feminine point exactly between her ivory thighs that were tightly, guardedly, shut again.
 

“…Open…Joanne….” 
 

She desperately longed and craved to rebuff his unreasonable demands, but her options were so limited and her will was so weakened by unfair pheromones of pleasure that were so confusing and distracting.
 

Almost without realising her thighs slipped apart and his palms soon ran along the inside of her tender, pulsating flesh as she continued to respond pathetically with low moans.
 

“…Solid, firm thighs….very, very, sensitive…”
 

His hands were so bewitching, beguiling and intrusive and made her open her legs ever wider and more fatefully as if she could not help herself.
 

“…Very responsive…!”
 

The man’s fingertips were now resting directly on her raised, sexual mound that was covered only by her slim, snug panties and she felt her whole body surging in unrecognisable panic as she knew that beneath the sensual, thin material she was getting inexplicably sodden and wet.
 

She knew this Dirty Demon was going to pull them down and investigate and explore her and she wanted desperately to say something to stop him but strangely and unexpectedly only pressed her slender hips unnoticeably up against his slight downward pressure and tension.
 

Sure enough his finger suddenly teased the very top and edges of her knickers down to below her thighs and terribly her most special, secret, private, feminine place was revealed.
 

No one but her few, former boyfriends and husband had seen her naked like this and she bit her lips hard and was just grateful that her life partner or colleagues outside could not hear or witness her abject shame and humiliation.
 

However she still somehow felt she could handle the evolving situation; she was not an innocent or a virgin after all!
 

Was she?
 

Her examiner’s voice was still strangely monotone and non-emotive and spoke only dispassionately as if he was a professional gynaecologist
 

“…Nice, vagina… pink, defined lips, clean…virginal looking…lots of thick, black, pubic hair…!” 
 

To Jo’s utter disbelief, this outrageous, objectionable male bent his blonde head forward and suddenly his soft wet tongue was between her legs and licking within her most female of sexual lips and she gasped in disbelief, alarm and bemusement as he did so.
 

Her legs now opened wide as if she was in league with this outrage and then her cursed moan betrayed her as he began to press his gentle, oral attention down on her clitoral bud of pleasure until he pulled back unexpectedly and spoke calmly once more.
 

“…Enjoys cunnilingus… on her vaginal centre….”
 

Jo was so confused, disoriented and bemused, her body was seemingly beyond her ability to control and, as her eyes closed and her spirit wilted and trembled, she felt something warm, pulsating and hard pressed into her palm.
 

She opened her shades in panic and looked down in terror to see it was the man’s, raging, powerful, thick erection.
 

It was the biggest, hugest cock she had ever seen and given her excited state, to her dishonour, her fingers wrapped around it instinctively and Jo flushed in lust as she experienced this masculine force and did not wish to release it.
 

“…The subject likes a man’s, erection and penis...very comfortable and apparently relaxed with the male, reproductive organ…!”
 

He let her play with it for a while then gently took away her hand as Jo secretly most reluctantly let him as he moved himself up the table, stood by her face and then drew her head to the curved tip of his long, white phallus and she stared at him horrified as it was blindingly obvious what he now expected.
 

“…Open…!”
 

Jo shook her head determinedly and demonstrably as she had never sucked a penis in her somewhat sheltered life, the mere thought of it was simply revolting and disgusting; this was way too much and she pulled away in despair and utter distaste.
 

The man only observed and watched her in judgement and made no attempt to force her into anything she did not wish to do and then spoke calmly.
 

“…Does not like oral sex…fai…”
 

In immediate panic as she realised that her chances were now over she cried out in alarm then surprising courage and some other confusing emotions that were too inexplicable.
 

“Wait…wait…wait!”
 

Her hands reached instinctively for the hard, male flesh and as it came near her mouth she opened her lips until it was inside her wet flesh before she could have any further negative thoughts and began to suck it as she was expected to do.
 

The man stroked and pulled her long, dark hair as suddenly, miraculously Jo began to draw and lick the hard, stiff flesh as if she had been doing this foul, debased deed all of her previously, naive life.
 

His delicate, sensual, fingers moved her head gently back and forward and let his penis leave her lips and allowed her to suckle on his large, dark balls and his soft scrotum. 
 

She was simply determined not to let herself down by appearing not to be co-operative and fully enthusiastic and it seemed her efforts were bearing fruit as he muttered with just a trace of hidden agitation in his tone.
 

“Likes oral sex…a little inexperienced…!”
 

Jo was shaking like a solitary leaf blowing helplessly in a howling gale as he removed his thick cock from between her lips and moved dangerously down the table and, with just a gentle tug, pulled her slender knickers completely off her body leaving her absolutely denuded and naked.
 

Her vaginal centre was uncontrollably, dripping and leaking feminine juices and as his hands pressed flat upon her most womanly, delicate, weeping flesh she opened her thighs so squat and submissively and just waited breathlessly for his next intrusive test and lurid expectation.
 

He climbed onto the narrow table, placed himself purposely between her parted, trembling legs and, as she was so impossibly sodden, with a single, dynamic thrust, pushed himself tightly inside her tight, vaginal walls. 
 

He then stayed perfectly, icily still and exhaled as she wailed weakly and simply let him pierce her most precious gateway and womanly centre.
 

“…Good penetration…very good..!”
 

He disguised a grunt into a cough then began to imperceptively and very gently move his hips back and forward and Jo’s slender body quickly followed his lead and she spread her thighs ever wider as if she had no will or shame; the man whispered out loudly and with definite, growing tension.
 

“…Subject…likes fucking…!”
 

He moved his body roughly for a couple of strokes and then could not escape an equal mumble and moan of involvement as his subject was making.
 

“…Loves fucking…!”
 

He withdrew promptly and unexpectedly as if he had outstayed his welcome and Jo exhaled in the distracting empty, frustrating sense of loss of him but he simply then instructed her further with returning indifference.
 

“…Turn over on your knees…”
 

He helped her as she was too shaken to manage by herself and she bent her head as he dominantly inserted his thick, commanding penis into her rear vagina and held her cheeks as he took just a few tentative strokes from behind.
 

“…Good… Doggy Style…!”
 

Jo gasped in incredulity; it was as if her precious body was a mere sexual toy or plaything and he was experimenting with her and incredibly he spread the copious amounts of wetness from her virginal crack into her tight ass until it was also utterly, worryingly sodden and saturated.
 

She was too distracted, unbalanced and disoriented to argue or stop him and after inserting his longest finger to loosen her anal entrance and further initial stretching, struggle and discomfort, his invasive, hard, penile flesh was embedded impossibly tightly in her anus.
 

Jo wailed and cried out to the stormy, tempestuous heavens as this foul man began to fuck her in her bottom and as she squealed like a helpless, stuffed pig, but he just mumbled condescendingly out for all to hear.
 

“…Likes… anal!”
 

He withdrew his male, dominant power and stiffness from her tight, fetid place and she lay back on the chair sensing every single female, erogenous part of her screaming and simply aching for something to bring her the release she now naturally but disgustingly craved.
 

She was hornier and more needful than she had ever known and her eyes searched for him and her mouth spoke loudly in foul, shameful, unworthy words.
 

“Fuck me you, Bastard…!”
 

Her thighs were spread so invitingly and entreatingly far apart; Jo was so desperately wanton and desirous and disgracefully pleaded with him!
 

“…Please…fuck me…look at me…Mason…I’m melting…please fuck me and make me sane again!”
 

The man stood up and spoke up into the microphone without a tad or trace of empathy for her plight that he had so diabolically and professionally created in her, or any care or emotion at all.
 

“A Natural Whore…A plus…pass!”
 

Jo watched him in embarrassed disbelief and trauma as he nonchalantly walked out of the interview room and away from her raging, trembling shaking, body. 
 

The young, female detective, who was so naïve and inexperienced in these sexual matters, felt as if she was undoubtedly about to physically explode in a cacophony of raging, desires, hormones and emotions.
 

Eventually as she tried to shake of her cravings, primal instincts and compulsions she rose up from the examination table and felt her whole being flowing; inadvertently she pulled on her white knickers and felt how saturated her lower body was and how completely void and empty she felt suddenly.
 

It was if she was ravenous, but not for food; something far more primitive and basic that mere sustenance was on her libidinous menu!
 

Her whole physical life essence and sexual spirit was almost physically aching; this man and the incredible, depraved experience had drawn her out sexually in a way that she never ever would have conceived or believed possible!
 

The plump, chubby woman unexpectedly returned suddenly through the white door and smiled as she observed her flushed face and shaken persona.
 

“Well done, Joanne…you passed…”
 

She chuckled and enthused delightedly
 

“…You have no idea how many girls lie or exaggerate in their interview as I thought you had…but…”
 

She was literally beaming as she went on.
 

“…The examiner said you were remarkably thorough in every way and sexual department…so…do you now wish to continue on?”
 

Jo shrugged in confusion and perplexity as she was not anticipating any more adventures but could not stop now, could she? Her voice replied blankly and in monotone without much reactive thought.
 

“Why not?”
 

The woman laughed and clapped her hands gaily now and led her swiftly up to another room where some drink and food were waiting for her and Jo began to eat and drink, unusually hungrily and thirstily as her guide stared at her intently.
 

“Ready for your next test, Joanne?”
 

Jo’s ears pricked up; finally she was getting close to the very centre of this scam and operation and replied enthusiastically suddenly with all the sullied adrenaline still pulsating and driving through her heated veins and blood.
 

“Yes of course!”
 

Sarah explained vaguely that she would have to now enter into an experimental, actual, surrogate situation and deal with a customer or client to see how she would cope on the actual coal face, so to speak. .
 

She opened up a cupboard full of uniforms and provocative, delicious costumes and smiled at her cheekily.
 

“Tell me what you want to be, Joanne and I will prepare the trial for you!”
 

Jo sipped her coffee which did nothing to lessen the turmoil that had been created in her surging body and perused the outfits with curious, glistening and interested, dark eyes.
 

There were nurse’s uniforms, police, stewardesses and even a prostitute’s outfit with a short, black, leather skirt, black stockings and suspenders and a red bustier and she made her choice instinctively and quickly.
 

“I’ll be a prostitute!”
 

Sarah laughed in amusement and delight at her enthusiasm for their ongoing adventures together.
 

“Good choice, Joanne…now eat and relax!”
 

The unseen camera focussed above her and zoomed in once more as she relaxed; the male voyeur stroked his erection as he watched her perched on a chaise longue, pressing and teasing the front of her panties in her unrequited, unsettling lust and craving as he murmured to himself in dark pleasure
 

“A Natural Whore, indeed!”
 

He laughed out loud in his observation, contentment and in his understanding and vast experience of young, energetic females and their subsequent, instinctive, feminine desires.
 

This delicious, delectable subject now needed a man’s stiffness and solidity to calm and quench her physical yearning, of that he was quite certain.
 

He was intuitive and so right; Jo indeed wanted something intangible, forceful, strong and very masculine to take and remove this terrible raw, racing, raging hunger and ache between her thighs!
 

After she had relaxed, eaten and drank she pulled the provocative clothing of a shameless, Lady of the Night, around her and then both admired and disapproved of her tawdry reflection in equal measure from her image in the nearby, dress mirror.
 

Her appearance only confirmed that she now indeed looked like a woman of ill repute, a harlot and a whore and strangely she flushed almost in approval as if she was unexpectedly, actually enjoying this sullied game and charade.
 

Undoubtedly with her recent, nefarious activities her libido had risen off any scale she had ever previously experienced and she was finding it difficult to be dispassionate and separated from this incredibly thrilling diversion.   
 

The plump Sarah soon returned to re-join her and smiled happily as she saw her charge dressed so provocatively and promiscuously and she passed her a back handed compliment, or was it an insult?
 

Jo was too mixed up, befuddled and energised to be really sure.
 

“You look lovely, dear…but a little more make-up though…!”
 

She pointed to the appropriate items and pads on the dresser at the rear of the room and Jo quickly applied some extra rouge and paint until the obviously, experienced educator seemed satisfied and spoke further.
 

“…Your client is down the hall…”
 

Her pumped up cheeks were full like fleshy, red bellows of heated air.
 

“…Make sure you take $500 from him before you begin or start to provide anything!”
 

Jo simply gasped at her.
 

“What do I have to do…I’ve never taken part in anything like this before...”
 

Jo was terrified and mortified at the sordid prospect of continuing on along this slippery, insidious and salacious path.
 

The older lady just chuckled at her apparent innocence in this line work that she had previously been so desperate to find and follow
 

“Whatever he wants, dear…”
 

Her face was a picture of plain, almost irritating, good cheer and amusement.
 

“…We are here to serve our customers, Dear…”
 

Her grey eyes looked at her curiously.
 

“…That is what you want, Dear…No?”
 

Jo nodded and tried to look relaxed but her whole being was balanced almost upon a physical, virtual, knife edge and she was absolutely horrified, petrified but impossibly engaged with everything going on as well.
 

I mean it was alright for this, Fat Cow to tell her to go and have sex; it was not as if she had to do it and everything suddenly seemed so unfair and pressured but she had to somehow be resolute and strong. 
 

“Yes, yes, yes… of course, Sarah…of course!”
 

The rounded woman smiled engagingly as if only to annoy and exasperate her further, then promptly led her down a narrow, darkened hallway to a large, wooden, brown door and turned her thick, red lips up dryly.
 

“You are on your own now, Dear…in here and …good luck!”
 

In an instant she had vanished as if she was a wisp not a woman of definite form and substance, and Jo had no alternative but to anxiously turn the round knob and see what awaited her.
 

She walked determinedly into the room to find a mature, older, grey haired gentleman sitting on a plush, red padded, wing chair as if he was waiting patiently just for her.
 

His ancient, dark, shimmering eyes lit up responsively as she stood respectfully before him and he spoke very quietly.
 

“Good evening.”
 

Jo was impeccably polite in her response.
 

“Hello, Sir.”
 

He gestured for her to sit on the right arm of his chair and as she did so he unwelcomingly placed his bony hand on her stocking covered thigh which she instinctively and firmly pushed away.
 

The man chuckled then simply nodded and smiled warmly as if in his acknowledgement of his unintended omission and murmured in genuine regret
 

“Of course…how remiss of me…here we are…”
 

He handed her $300 and his eyes definitely were sparkling suddenly in his earthy, primal, base expectation as he qualified his offering.
 

“…You will of course get the rest at the end!”
 

Jo felt her heart jumping like a staccato beat of an extremely loud Jazz band as she realised that disgracefully this money was for her sexual service but she took the notes and tried to look as if she knew what she was doing as she queried him.
 

“What do you wish from me, Sir?”
 

He placed his gnarled, bony hand with noticeable, raised, blue veins on her thigh once more and, having already knowingly sold her soul, Jo did not push it away this time although naturally she did not like his cold flesh on her warm, sensitive skin.
 

She definitely thought she wanted to remove it and held her respiration as he muttered to her in tension with his previously, unknown demands.
 

“I want to see you fucked of course, Young Lady…what is your name?”
 

Jo was breathless and felt as if she would explode at any coming second.
 

“Joanne, Sir.”
 

As if in an attempt to actually play the role she was so obviously dressed for, Jo rose to her feet and provocatively raised her short skirt a little to give the stranger a brief but daring show of her underwear.
 

“Here, Sir?”
 

To her discomfort he simply laughed and chuckled as he then explained his unique perspective and requirements from her in more detail.
 

“No, Joanne…not with me…I like to just watch…follow me…”
 

She blinked stupidly and followed him down some winding stairs at the rear corner of this room that, to her shock, led into an adjoining area where an imposing, huge, muscular, black man was standing dangerously and expectantly by a large, white linen covered bed and her benefactor nodded towards him.
 

“…I want him to fuck you…”
 

He whispered dirtily as he gestured with his emaciated arm to a large mirror in the side wall.
 

“…I’ll be watching from there…so do a good job, Joanne, please…I like to see and sense everything!”
 

The experienced policewoman thought she was mentally and physically prepared for any eventuality in her work, but she was not ready for this, and her mind raced and screamed for escape and salvation.
 

She still had a choice though; could simply flee and leave and run or walk away from this misadventure… or stay and for the good of the force, the American, justice system and resolutely sacrifice her body for the cause.
 

In simple terms she could allow herself to be fucked and taken like a whore for a greater good!
 

As she mused and pondered she surreptitiously glanced at the unknown, black man waiting so patiently and noticed how his dark eyes were undressing her and there was an undoubted bulge in his jeans as he addressed her crudely and uncaringly.
 

“Guess I’m fucking you, Bitch!”
 

The mature customer had already returned up the stairs and Jo knew that he would undoubtedly be taking his seat behind the one way glass observation point and realised that she now had no option but to carry on with this perverse, unacceptable, diabolical charade
 

She didn’t want to of course but she couldn’t just take flight like a yellow, belly coward, could she?
 

To her growing consternation her intended new lover stripped and waited for her actually on the bed and, understanding she was now obligated to continue what she had so rashly begun.
 

Her eyes stared challengingly directly into the mirror and slowly, strangely and unexpectedly nervelessly, she began to remove her clothing.
 

She quickly realised that she was lewdly performing for the dirty, old, unseen man and deviantly imagined he was stroking his cock as she undid her zip on her skirt and let it slide silently to the carpeted floor.
 

The only other thing she actually decided to remove was her tight, slim, lace, black knickers as she seemed to luxuriate in her red, fitted bustier around her breasts and torso as it pulled against her tightly making her feel ever more breathless and heady.
 

She therefore pulled the sensual, silken gusset of the underwear up teasingly against her crack as if she was an erotic, exotic dancer and smiled suggestively into the apparently blank glass.
 

To her eternal surprise and shock she was excited, very and patently excited, and she began to pull the panties down her slender thighs to reveal her thick, black bush of pubic hair around her raised, vaginal centre.
 

Her feet kicked the covering off her and she posed for a minute with her hands on her hips and her pussy pressed toward the mirror and whispered disgracefully under her breath as if her elderly audience could actually hear her.
 

“Is this what you want to see you, Sick Fuck…my Pussy and Cunt?”
 

She jumped awake from her sullied, private dream as she suddenly felt the black man close beside her and began to panic as she realised she had never had interracial sex or, embarrassingly in fact, much fornication ever before in her somewhat tepid, personal and sexual life!
 

But there was no time to think, only to react as his warm, large hands embraced her from behind and she groaned weakly as his palms cupped her breasts through the material of her outfit and he then kissed her open, delicate, available neck so deliciously lightly.
 

Without further thought and only in spontaneous, primitive, female reflex, her own fingers reached back behind her and found his pumped erection and she gasped as they hardly seemed able to grasp around all of the hardened, very masculine flesh.
 

She seemed to grumble and groan out loud in disbelief at her actions and tried to correct herself breathlessly.
 

“Oh no…no, Jo what are you doing?”
 

However no one was listening, and the seedy game was afoot as his fingers slipped between her thighs and found the river of juice that was her slim, vaginal crack and she instantly grabbed at his cock harder in response as he whispered to her.
 

“You Fucking, Little Whore…!”
 

She groaned in what sounded like inevitable surrender already, and her body fell tamely back against his iron, dark, defined, taut muscles.
 

“…Let’s put on a good show for the, Old Goat!”
 

He turned her to face him, as this scandalous stranger dropped to his knees and then, before she realised what was happening, pressed his wet, invasive tongue into her most sensitive, succulent lips and she exhaled and squealed in veritable shock.
 

Her thighs opened almost in pure almost spontaneous welcoming response to him and she stroked his short, thick, spiky, black hair as he orally teased and pleasured her to the very edge of her rationale and sanity.
 

When he pulled her to the bed, Jo did not object or seemingly have the strength or will to do so and allowed this mercurial, mystery man to easily place her on all fours before he took his place of masculine dominance behind her!
 

Then, in a single, powerful forward thrust, he filled her up to her incredulity, astonishment and unexpected, reactive pleasure and secret but impossible joy.
 

She had experienced sex before but not like this; this man was so huge and substantial that this pressing, demanding flesh seemed to consume her and immediately felt so irresistibly snug within her tight, compacted, sexual walls.
 

Her body and mind were like running, flowing, rushing water and she felt his hands on her delicate hips and then his interminable, mind-blowing stillness, inconceivably within her narrow passage, until mercifully he began to move so divinely and gently and started to actually fuck her.
 

Jo bent her head forward and took him and began to return his energy with her own as his pace increased, quicker and quicker until it seemed that everything was a blur of flashing, bright colours.
 

Then suddenly her previously innocent, unused, unprepared body was spinning, twisting and vibrating and she screamed to the heavens as she realised that for the first time in her life she had actually achieved an orgasm!
 

Jo Daly had actually impossibly reached a climax and sexual fulfilment and it was impossible to believe; but her body was in surging bliss and trauma and her mind in denial as she could simply not take it all in. 
 

It was beyond her ability to compute and comprehend such an incredible, unachievable, unattainable event; she had never ever some close to such a happening in her timid, sexual encounters of the past and with her husband especially.
 

Nowhere near! 
 

But the journey of discovery was not yet over, her unknown, incredible lover was still inside her and began to pump and rut her ever harder as she squealed and cried and was a mere vassal for his sordid demands and depraved needs. 
 

She climaxed quickly, unexpectedly and powerfully again but the man kept on moving endlessly in and out of her as if their connection was purely physical and he could not sense Jo as a person, or her real, internal, sensitive, female thoughts and desires.
 

His hands flipped her onto her front and, as she spread her thighs squat, his iron flesh proceeded to fuck her with his substantial weight atop her slender form, and he pressed her submissively down into the hard but flexible mattress. 
 

He withdrew and licked her ass and, after spreading all of her wetness inside it, then outrageously forced his thick flesh fully inside her anal passage as Jo screamed and shouted out in her terror and helpless, submissive passion.
 

His hand tortured and played with her clitoris as if both actions were compatible and complimentary as he fucked her, and she shuddered to another sexual high with his bulbous cock in her ass and Jo felt she was the luckiest, dirtiest girl that had ever been born!
 

Finally he let her collapse onto her back, straddled over her face and after she had sucked the tip of his still enormous, black cock, he made her hold it between her firm, petite breasts; he then rubbed against her flesh and fingers until his manhood extraordinarily exploded his pungent, viscous, white essence all over her plump, pink lips and mouth.
 

Her whole visage was now full of his thick, bright, slimy semen and he wiped the top of his shrinking, leaking penis on her nose, hair and eyelids until she was utterly smeared with him and he grunted at her in her obvious but disgusting, disgraceful pleasure and gratification.
 

“Good, Fucking, Whore!
 

They were both instantaneously and momentarily comatose then the man rose, and quietly left before Jo could speak or even ask him what his name was! 
 

The young detective finally, eventually regained her senses, wiped her, perspiring, leaking body down with a small, smooth, grey hand towel then somehow climbed the circular stairs, one singular rise at a time trying to get her separated, watery legs to work properly.
 

In due course she was back up the main room where the elderly man was waiting for her with a face almost as flushed as her own glowing and crimson features, and spoke to her kindly and enthusiastically.
 

“You were fantastic, Joanne…the best Whore I have ever seen!”
 

He had money in his shaking hand and she took it from him, ignoring his awful description of her, with tremulous fingers and saw that there was $500 held there in new, crisp, green, dollar notes and she spoke like the honest person she had always been.
 

“It’s too much, Sir.”
 

He smiled dryly at the hilarity and uniqueness of a prostitute actually refusing money, and took her hand and guided it to the small hardness between his equally unsteady thighs.
 

“Some extra for a little…extra service…”
 

He surged and sighed in his arousal.
 

“…You have excited me…please bring and suck me off…!”
 

The man seemed so docile, harmless and polite Jo had no heart or will to deny or refuse him anything and after all…he had provided a bonus!”
 

As if she was now the actual woman within the role she was enacting of a modern courtesan, she kneeled down, undid his zip and, after removing his old, small, crooked, unappealing erection, placed her salivating lips and mouth around it as if it was a mere, innocuous, fleshy, transient treat.
 

She drew him ever so slightly with her oral muscles and to her gentlest, slightest endeavours the man groaned, grunted, ejaculated and unceremoniously, dispensed his meagre show of male fluid on her wet, salacious tongue.
 

He mumbled and murmured appreciatively and gratefully as if she had made him a delightful meal.
 

“…Thank you, Joanne….thank you….that was wonderful…”
 

He shuddered, just a fraction, did up his trousers and then walked slowly towards the door before uttering final words of adieu to her.
 

“…I will see you again, Joanne!”
 

Jo was confounded, confused and bemused and went searching for a drink to try and soothe her fragile and shattered nerves as Sarah returned and gushed extremely enthusiastically.
 

“Marvellous, Joanne…just marvellous…you have passed with flying colours…”
 

Her charge drew in her breath and listened also gasping, as if for life’s precious air as the woman rambled on.
 

“…We will see you on Wednesday for your next course and test!”
 

Jo stared at her is if she was utterly, absolutely mad.
 

“What? Not again! If I’ve not passed then…I’m out….out…Out!”
 

The mature, chubby woman accepted her disturbance and disconcertion and smiled ambivalently in comprehension as the after effects of the sex was possibly and understandable still clouding her mind and judgement.
 

“That is your free choice, Joanne…but we need to give our possible, employable girls time to think and decide whether they truly want and can accept this life and unusual opportunity…”
 

Her voice murmured without the slightest pressure.
 

“…If this way is for you then you will be here a 4p.m on Wednesday…and don’t be late…we are very punctual and particular here…in all things…”
 

She giggled suddenly as if she was much younger than her age.
 

“…And by the way… you can keep the money it’s a small bonus for successful beginners like you!”
 

The detective wanted to feel insulted that she should immorally profit for her promiscuity and faithlessness but said nothing and quickly placed her hard earned $800 into her knickers as she had no other pockets!
 

She then returned to the original room where her ordinary, working clothes were waiting, changed as quickly as she could and put her wad of cash safely into her small but serviceable, leather bag.
 

The officers in the van outside thought they had picked up her signal once more but the wetness and saturation of her vaginal lips quickly dripped and soaked into the microphone and rendered it useless.
 

Jo was extremely grateful that all traces of actual sperm or semen had been ingested or wiped away and she was obviously relieved she would not have to explain any tell-tale signs of fornication that could so easily now have ended up as marks or stains in her underwear! 
 

The failure of the transmitter would therefore be easily understandable and explainable as they were notoriously unreliable.
 

Mr C was still watching her from his privileged, private, vantage point and was continually pressing on his substantial, erect, male flesh and murmured at her image on the video screen as if this young woman could actually see and hear him.
 

“Soon, My Sweet…soon, you will be mine!”
 

However, unaware of such predictions or threats, and before she realised, Jo was back inside the disguised van outside trying to explain to her colleagues what had happened but, as the truth would have been too mortifyingly embarrassing, unbelievable or inexplicable, she simply and sensibly lied.
 

“Couldn’t find out anything as yet…just had harmless, boring interviews and they’re going to let me know…don’t think it will come to much!”
 

She was uncontrollably red faced and decided not to mention anything about her humiliating experience to anyone, even her friend and confidante, Miranda; all she disclosed to her was the fact that she had another possible opportunity to get more information on Wednesday but was unsure if she wanted to go back.
 

Surprisingly to her, Miranda was very understanding and did not press her to find out what had happened and was just very calming and reassuring in her spoken, unequivocal support.
 

“If you think you can do it and get through, then I’ll cover for you.”
 

Jo nodded and was most appreciative of her female companion and partner but did not want to commit herself given what she had suffered, endured and undergone.
 

“I better sleep on it, Mirry…”
 

At this precise moment of time she felt the need of a long, refreshing, cleansing shower and a good night’s rest.
 

“…Then I’ll decide.”
 

Miranda had said nothing much to her friend but she secretly, pretty much understood exactly what had gone on and smiled to herself as her partner left the station to go back to her house; she knew that there was no way her pretty friend would not be there on Wednesday!
 

She felt she knew her unpredictable colleague, Jo better than she knew herself! 
 

Indeed her female companion’s libido had undoubtedly been taken and literally shaken awake, and after she was washed and showered her husband did not know what had sexually hit him when he arrived back home that night.
 

Jo had dressed in a long, elegant, silken, cream negligee with nothing underneath and had prepared a wonderful candlelight dinner for him, although, because she was not up to much in the kitchen, had bought the food in!
 

Denny, her plump, some would ungraciously say, fat spouse, was unenthusiastic for her sudden diversion into romance and fine dining, as the basketball was due on in an hour and stared at her with dull, blank, blue eyes.
 

“What’s all this, Jo?”
 

She went to her life partner in a sensual, provocative way and hoped her appearance was alluring and seductive to him; her slim hand went down between his thick, podgy legs as she whispered to him suggestively.
 

“Let me see it?”
 

Her husband was taken aback then just uninterested and dismissive of her as always.
 

“Later, Babe…”
 

He went into the normally, unused kitchen, grabbed a beer from the fridge and, ignoring the immaculately set table completely, spoke to her inanely.
 

“…What’s for dinner?”
 

By the time they had eaten, the best steak, vegetables and potatoes money could buy and, given her unexpected windfall, Jo could now afford, she was already fed up with her life partner and, in all honesty and truth, she had been for longer than she could remember.
 

Tonight her mind, body and sexuality had been ready, perfumed, fragrant and available to him but all he had eyes for was the blazing, monotonous, infuriating television and his appetite and thirst was only for beer.
 

Definitely not his wife!
 

Eventually she gave up even trying to be amorous or glamorous and went to bed more than a little annoyed, definitely alone and feeling very neglected and solitary
 

Denny joined her sometime later, smelling of cheap alcohol and, without the slightest charm, tact or foreplay, clumsily lay on top of her and quickly stuck his little, erect cock inside her inverted, slender slit of female moisture.
 

He pushed a couple of times then grunted, climaxed foully inside her outer vaginal walls in less than a minute and then unceremoniously rolled off his frustrated wife and sighed in satisfaction as though he had performed something magical or memorable. 
 

“You needed that, Babe!”
 

Jo turned away from him and mumbled darkly under her breath in her wrath, anger, infuriation and indignation.
 

“Not that…I didn’t need that!”
 

Jo decided there and then that this was the very last time she would ever make such an effort to be romantic or loving towards her roly-poly husband; she whispered out to him sensing every female, erogenous part of her crying out for attention, sexual release, fulfilment and satisfaction.
 

“I will be late home on Wednesday, Darling!”
 

Her husband hardly replied as he was always struck comatose by any rare orgasm; he wasn’t worried or interested and hadn’t been for longer than she could recall.
 

She closed her eyes and suddenly remembered all of her sexual experiences of the day, the money that was bulging in her purse and she spontaneously flushed and surged at the dark, carnal, lascivious, unbelievable memories. 
 

It was unclear to her whether she had actually enjoyed or simply endured the experiences, but she decided that perhaps she would be early on Wednesday at the Surrogate Centre, to ensure she made a good impression!
 

Miranda was free to drop her there on the day in question; officially she was off duty but, to a girl like Jo, there was no such thing as not being on call and she separated herself from the car and her helpful partner, determinedly and with singular aim and definite purpose.
 

She went directly to reception and was soon sitting opposite, Sarah who was animated and happy as usual as she addressed her. 
 

“Any, second thoughts, Joanne?”
 

Jo stared at her coolly trying to disguise her eagerness for further, sullied adventure and a possible, much need session perhaps of fornication to release these emerging, sexual demons that were now constantly clawing inside her.
 

Since she had experienced that first, incredible orgasm she now craved and yearned for a repeat performance and it was undoubtedly beyond her ability to ignore such a ground breaking event in her life and she wanted to relive it again, and again!
 

She smiled and nodded softly and with real meaning.
 

“None at all”
 

The woman returned her good humour and feelings as if reading her unworthy, debauched thoughts.
 

“What are we here for, Joanne?”
 

Jo laughed and cheerfully replied because she definitely knew the answer.
 

“To serve and satisfy our customers!”
 

Sarah’s grey eyes shone in merriment and she also chuckled in amusement.
 

“…OK…follow me...”
 

Jo was taken and led again to the changing rooms, where a white, full nurse’s outfit in her size was hanging up, with the accessories of black nylons, bra, garters and a lacy suspender belt.
 

She flushed in stomach churning anticipation and took the clip board the older lady passed to her with details and information on it of her forthcoming duties, and glanced at it quickly.
 

“…Get dressed…look sexy and reread the rules and exactly what you are expected to do today…”
 

Jo removed her leather jacket and jeans and sensed her body pulse and surge dramatically as she pulled the stocking up her naked legs, clipped them onto the suspenders and then shivered dirtily as the silken panties were pulled snugly around her leaking, feminine crack.
 

The nurse’s dress when put on was short and tight, and she could not fathom why this excited her so much when she had always been repulsed by being dressed provocatively or for any man’s fantasy or pleasure.
 

But this was different and she was unsure exactly why!
 

She properly examined the enclosures on the sheet with more attention, looked in detail at what her requirements and obligations were, and was more determined than ever to pass this further examination of her abilities with flying colours.
 

Sarah was eventually happy with both her diligence and appearance but insisted on more make up until eventually Jo was escorted to a new, unopened door and instructed by her a final time.
 

“…OK…go in and do your stuff as you have been briefed…pick up all of the money you are owed before you start!”
 

Jo nodded and immediately and professionally got into character, held her breath, and then walked into the room as confidently as she could.
 

There were 3 patients lying in single, metal beds, side by side and, as she had been directed in the notes, she went to the first bed and drew a curtain around it to provide some privacy for her and of course the supposedly ill man between the crisp, white, neatly ironed sheets.
 

She stared at her clipboard like a real, live, living, breathing nurse and then at the patient and spoke gently but accusingly, as if she were an actual worker in the medical sphere.
 

“You have been a Naughty Boy…”
 

Her finger tapped the small, oblong, plastic board in front of her face with her painted, pink fingertip.
 

“…Playing with your little man in the hospital bed… have we? Been…a very, Dirty Boy…?”
 

She walked up to the nearby, side table and quickly picked up the small pile of money there and put it into the front pockets of her pinafore.
 

The man lying in the bed was flushed, obese, middle aged with a smooth, balding dome and he flushed in abashment as Jo went on in her character role and, as if she was a wonderful, dramatic actress.
 

“…I bet you are still disgustingly rubbing your pathetic penis…and jerking off like some base animal…!”
 

Jo slipped her slim hand under the bedclothes and sure enough found his small, erect cock and the man gasped out in shock as she gripped it then squeezed it so very correctively hard until he winced.
 

“…This has been getting all of our sheets so stained…Dirty Boy…!”
 

The fat man pathetically wailed out at her and began to pant and groan as Jo continued.
 

“…Well I’ll tell you what you have to do, Dirty Boy…”
 

Expertly and dominantly her fingers placed his stiff, minute flesh well inside his loose pyjama bottoms and then began to rub it through the cotton material very lightly, teasingly but equally persistently and firmly.
 

“…We’re going to have to come in here…make the mess…in here…”
 

She pressed his flesh and mind harder and more intently.
 

“…Well come on…you Silly Boy…jerk yourself…come on…nearly there… nearly…there…”
 

Jo placed her other free hand on his tiny balls and suddenly the man squealed, groaned and disgustingly jerked his juices all over her busy, flat palms.
 

In her guise as a dedicated nurse she purposely wiped the slimy, oozing mess in his pyjama bottoms and, as he groaned in shame, her voice warned and berated him.
 

“…If I find any more white marks on your bed, Boy, there will be trouble…!”
 

The man just mumbled and murmured.
 

“Yes, Nurse thank you, Nurse…I’ll be good!”
 

She smiled at him dryly then walked away, opened the curtain screen then drew them around the next patient in the bed the short distance from them.
 

He was a young man around 21 years of age, with short, dark hair and an extremely innocent looking face and he glanced at her nervously as she read quietly from her all-knowing clip board.
 

“You have never seen a woman’s vagina or Pussy, have you…?”
 

She smiled teasingly.
 

“…And feel you are suffering trauma from a lack of knowledge…?”
 

The boy’s dark eyes shimmered and shone pretending to be in actual, visible shock but did not utter a word as if not wishing to break the illusion they were creating and playing out between them
 

“…You want to see one…?”
 

He nodded as if he was indeed drugged and Jo pulled her white hem up to her waist so the young man could clearly take sight of her tight, black panties, stockings and suspenders.
 

“…And you want to be sucked off…Greedy Boy…!”
 

She moved her hand under the bedcovers and found the boy’s penis which was already primed and hard but not too long or thick and she pulled it from his pyjamas and giggled mockingly.
 

“…You show me yours and I’ll show you mine…”
 

Her fingers removed the covering sheet then his pyjama bottoms leaving his debateable manhood sticking up needfully into the air and she smiled in confident, good humour as she also observed some green notes on the side table.
 

“…Mmm…money…!”
 

Avariciously she picked it up from the shiny surface and promptly placed it with the other spoils in the front compartment of her dress before she climbed into the bed and straddled over the young man’s chest and shuffled her perfect, petite thighs up to his flushed, red, obviously excited face.
 

“…You take a good look, Boy…a real, good, long look at a real live… Pussy…!”
 

Swiftly her hands lowered her knickers to her knees and let him stare at a close up of her intimate, personal, bushy, dark crack and most feminine, female, centre line and he gazed at it as if hypnotised and mesmerised.
 

Patiently she allowed him to study her precious body then quickly span her hips over him until facing his toes and then lowered her vagina directly onto his blushing, flushing, perspiring face and laughed.
 

“…You have a real, close, look, Boy…!”
 

As she pressed down she bent forward so her pert, pretty mouth found his vertical, thin, meagre cock and drew it effortlessly between her succulent, wet lips.
 

He wailed like a prissy girl as she sucked him hard then placed her hands under his delicate balls; she pressed her dripping sliver into his face but he was too shy or inexperienced to lick her or do anything but mumble and revel in the sullied, slippery sensation of sexual discovery.
 

Jo then sucked him extra hard a final time and the boy groaned and a small but purposeful fountain of juice came from his penis and she swallowed it all with hardly a couple of simple gulps and sighed as she rose athletically off him.
 

“…I bet you’re feeling better now…?”
 

The boy just nodded stupidly and stared transfixed at her as if she was a goddess or a muse as she pulled up her knickers, lowered her skirt and swiftly opened and closed the curtain to indicate this previously suffering young man had been properly treated and helped.
 

She then moved to the next bed to see what she could now do for her final inspection and obligation of the evening, on her small but very unusual and interesting ward!
 

After pulling the screen around the bed once more she gazed at her new patient with a certain amount of trepidation; he was definitely unlike her other charges! 
 

He was in fact a huge, powerfully built; black man and she could tell by the vertical rise under the sheet that he was already incredibly large and erect.
 

Jo tried to ignore and resist her natural instinct and inclination to stare at the obvious pulse of his active flesh and concentrated only on her clip board, before exhaling out loudly as if in strict, medical thought.
 

“…Subject can’t reach climax…!”
 

She gingerly pulled back the linen cover in nervous expectation and then had to bite her lip as her stomach seemed to do a flip over as she saw the gargantuan size of his incredible, black masculinity! 
 

Then carefully she slid her slight fingers around the girth of it and after sensing a weird surge of lust, smiled and whispered as this divine flash ran through her like a blinding, electrical spark of shimmering light!
 

“…We need to take good care of this prickly problem…it is obviously very tricky…and can be dangerous and lead to complications…!”
 

Quickly she stared at the money by the side ledge, hitched up her skirt once more, held it around her stomach and then slipped off her knickers leaving the dark mass of hair around her vagina completely visible.
 

Instinctively and with some agility she moved then almost leaped over him on the bed and poised her already sodden, vaginal fleshy centre just above his dynamic, straight, male power and grumbled in readiness for him
 

“…Let’s see what we can do for you, Sir…!”
 

She pressed her body down and then gasped in shock as this beast of an erection stretched her but still slid so tightly but easily up her saturated, compacted, wet passage until it literally took her bated breath away.
 

Her vaginal muscles gripped the rock hard flesh and she groaned in disbelief and delectation before she began to slide her hips up and down on him, grateful only that this unbelievable, black man was so incredibly still and stiff.
 

Soon her body was receiving the maximum pleasure and pressure it could as he pressed and pushed his erection so exquisitely and occasionally, tightly against her most sensitive and reactive, erogenous points.
 

She tried to stay in control but in the end she just rode him with her hips ever faster and more furiously until her brain flashed in colour, her body quivered and she shuddered to her completion but, to her amazement, as she squeezed her tiring lower muscles she realised that this man was still so granite like hard within her.
 

Her body had climaxed and she let it settle for a moment on top of him and looked down at his dark, dancing eyes and he stared back up in some achievement, amusement and satisfaction as she whispered expressively.
 

“…We will have to try another way to solve your problem, Sir…!”
 

Jo lifted her sweating body off him with a loud plop of suction, kneeled by the bed and took his soaking flesh in her slender fingers once more and murmured to him seductively.
 

“…Now what turns this big, black cock on…?”
 

Her hands pulled it gently and then her lips moved to the bulbous, circumcised top and peak of it, as her slippery tongue licked it all the way down until she was softly sucking his gargantuan balls as she played also with his active mind.
 

“…We want to see what is in here, Sir…what you can produce… spurt out and release… ejaculate…your thick spunk…!”
 

As she spoke she sensed how horny and turned on she was making herself, and felt her vaginal centre pulse, leak and vibrate in her own personal tension as she sought inspiration.
 

“…I bet you’re a tit’s man…aren’t you…?”
 

Her busy, working fingers swiftly lowered the top of her uniform, released her tight, black bra and allowed her plump, firm and succulent breasts to hang down freely from her perfect chest.
 

Jo stared and gazed at the man’s glowing, granite eyes and placed his black steel between her recently released, soft mounds of female flesh and teased him wickedly and deliciously.
 

“…I bet you want to come all over my tits don’t you, Big Boy? Don’t you….smother them with your cream…?”
 

Her fingertips guided her thick, pink teats against his fantastical penis and grimaced as she immediately felt them harden and stiffen as she continued to try and drive him to despair and over his orgasmic edge.
 

“…All over my lovely nipples, Big Man…”
 

Her body seemed to shiver as if she too was getting got lost in this divine but sullied fantasy.
 

“…All over my tits and teats and I’ll lick it up…all up…all off my silky, soaking skin!”
 

Her patient was grunting and straining now and she knew he was so close and Jo allowed her palms to lightly stroke his pumping, jumping balls again.
 

“…Come on, Big Man…do it…cover me…smear me…do it…now!”
 

It was too much for her final and most discordant customer and almost by some miracle, he tensed and groaned, as if in his dark, death throes, and exploded copious and enormous amounts of viscous semen all over her bosom and soft, heaving flesh.
 

As promised her tongue licked what juice she could reach and did not mind the acrid fruits and sharp taste of their recent, depraved interaction at all! 
 

Her hands held tightly onto his weeping flesh as if she regretted releasing it, but eventually she did so when it was wet, safe and much smaller, but even in this state was still twice as big as her husband’s manhood, even fully erect!
 

She sighed tiredly picked up the cash from the side shelf, rose somewhat shakily and unsteadily to her feet and smiled at her last client or patient on her unusual round, in her little ward of mixed up made up sexual maladies and sighed in weird, disorientated humour and satisfaction.
 

“…Problem cured!”
 

In seconds she had re-dressed, made herself presentable and happily returned to the changing area as if she was truly proud of her recently discovered, unsavoury, female talents, skills and abilities.
 

The mercurial, Mr C was watching as always from the monitors in his office and nearly reached his own climax as Jo was treating the third suffering invalid; he stroked his penis eagerly through his trousers and whispered to himself with salacious absurdity and depraved, evil intent.
 

“Be patient…very soon…very soon!”
 

Sarah was ecstatic with Jo when she returned to the changing room, with her youthful blood most obviously flowing like molten lava through her veins giving her a pink happy glow all over her pumping body and face.
 

“You were absolutely fabulous, Darling….just fabulous…you passed with flying, flying colours…!”
 

She drew in her ample, bloated stomach then spoke as she exhaled and her flesh moved back out to its fullest and most unattractive extent.
 

“…Only one last test remaining now, Joanne then you will get your interview with Mr C…so it’s up to you?”
 

Jo was so full of adrenaline and popping pheromones she did not even show her frustration and annoyance at yet another challenge but was strangely and suddenly up for anything after her last adventure; seemingly infused with lewd confidence and adrenaline and ready for another tortuous, sexual trial.
 

“OK…when and where?”
 

Sarah smiled contentedly at her newly mature, understanding and co-operative attitude.
 

“We’ll let you know…”
 

The young detective turned to go in some fatigue but the older lady drew her back with her curt, clipped words.
 

“…50% of the money please, Joanne…”
 

Jo’s eyes instantly searched her grey, flat spheres as the woman began to reveal and explain how things really and actually worked in this wicked den of iniquity.
 

“…You have to contribute now; Dear… as you are nearly one of the Working Girls here...that’s the rules!”
 

It was understandable to Jo’s rationale that she had an obligation to pay but she counted out half of her heard earned wages from her hands reluctantly, curiously enough, as if she felt such a deal or contribution from her labours was inequitable.
 

However, as her fingers handed over the ready cash she suddenly gleaned and understood exactly what was going on here as if for the first time.
 

This was what Jo was looking for; cash money for sex, the prostitution racket and she pulsed in excitement and eagerness as she sensed that she was so close and near to exposing and closing it all!
 

This despicable and diabolical, Mr C had been getting away with it for far too long but Jo sensed that she could nail him now; she just needed a little more proof and information and she could and would get him!
 

Soon after leaving the building she caught a taxi home and Jo was privately pleased and delighted with what she had achieved to date and how efficiently she had fooled them all at the Centre into brilliantly thinking what type of deviant girl she was.
 

Jo had undoubtedly and cleverly infiltrated this subversive front and operation and felt sure she was on the very cusp of a famous bust!
 

To her private amusement and pride she also sensed that she was a better actress and performer than she had ever realised!
 

Her friend and partner called her later that evening and Jo explained what had happened, obviously omitting all the shameful, disturbing and insidious events and points as she chatted excitedly to her.
 

“One more final examination of my abilities and I’ll be meeting the Big Man, Mr C…then…”
 

She laughed contemptuously.
 

“…Then I’ve cracked the case!”
 

Miranda laughed with her but for hidden meaning as she knew exactly what her friend had been up to today!
 

“You sure have, Jo…well done….you’re a trooper… you stick with it, Girl this could lead onto big things for you!”
 

Jo went to bed that night feeling elated and kept well away from her husband who as normal, was too drunk to proffer much more than a passing grunt to her and she could not help but feel somewhat secretly engaged and excited at the prospects of her next, unsavoury exploit.
 

Loathe as she was to admit it there was something about this seedy journey and the physical play of procuring money for sexual services that was weirdly erotic and somewhat immorally addictive.
 

However to her disconcertion Jo heard nothing from the Surrogate Centre for over a week, although within a mere few days she had already become unusually irritated and somewhat physically wanton and frustrated.
 

She put these disconcerting sensations down to her heavy workload or just tension, but secretly and most privately, she had to admit that she constantly seemed to long and crave a repeat of the physical pleasure she had recently experienced.
 

In her desperation she even thought and wondered about trying to be intimate with her husband once again but remembering the disaster of last time decided better of such a futile, pointless, unappealing idea.
 

Finally a parcel arrived, passed on from the false address she had provided to the Centre, for security reasons of course, and she quickly opened it in her female inquisitiveness and curiosity.
 

Inside the plain, brown paper package was a provocative, French Maid’s outfit, with accompanying black stockings, suspenders and a short, printed note of instruction!
 

 
 

Cook and Fuck service, for Frank Bennet, 23 Melton Heights Road, Friday 6p.m, fee $5,000. They like a leg of lamb with all the trimmings!
 

 
 

Jo stared at the instruction and her heart was instantly pounding and pumping and she sensed her evolving desperation and panic; the sexual games she might be able to handle and cope with but…she was a terrible cook! 
 

She told her husband, Denny, that she would be late on Friday but he never much cared what she did as long as the sport was on the television and there was beer in the fridge; the only other person she confided in was Miranda who seemed equally supportive and enthusiastic as normal.
 

Friday was her night off anyway and she drove to the address on the card and realised, as she began to see all of the opulent, expensive houses come into view that this was something of a wealthy and exclusive area.
 

Soon she soon found the appropriate house and steered her Ford up the drive through the impressive, open gates and her vehicle immediately looked out of place amongst the marque cars parked up outside the large, sprawling garage.
 

She had her maid’s outfit on under a covering coat and she removed it and hung it on a hook in the inside of her car; her fingers applied some extra lipstick and rouge and she sensed a pulse of anger and excitement in equal measure as she saw her painted, common reflection in the rear view mirror and snarled in real purpose.
 

“I’m coming to get you, Mr C…you’re going to get yours!”
 

However as she flushed and pulsed in energy, she sensed her whole body surging and realised more than anything else at that precise moment, she longed to just get her sexual kick, lose this craving within her and be well and truly fucked!
 

Her dainty ankles skipped to the door in her frilly outfit feeling extremely Tarty and Cheap and after she had rung the bell, the imposing, white door was opened by a distinguished, elderly butler who spoke to her sweetly almost as an enquiry.
 

“Cook and Fuck?”
 

Jo nodded in her humiliation and shame and the man looked her up and down, smiled sweetly and let her enter into the large, exquisite, marble tiled, entrance hall.
 

She was promptly escorted to the kitchen trying to vaguely remember how to prepare meat and to her surprise she was met by a tall, black chef in a full, white dress uniform and an appropriate toque, cook’s hat.
 

He smiled warmly but somewhat dismissively in amusement as he saw her in her pretty, provocative uniform and extended his large, copper hand which she shook cautiously and nervously.
 

“My name’s, Zac…doing the meal…and I bet you can’t cook…?”
 

Jo watched the food preparation all around her, smelled the meat warming and breathed a huge sigh of relief that her culinary talents were unlikely to be tested, as the man continued.
 

“…But I bet you’re a good fuck though, Baby!”   
 

She was not here to be spoken down to by some menial and she turned on him sharply and sarcastically.
 

“You’ll never know…Baby!”
 

The aged butler walked in and handed her a small envelope and he waited patiently for her to count the money inside it as she had been instructed by Sarah always to do, then he spoke politely to her.
 

“The Masters are ready for their first course!”
 

Zac handed her 2 heated plates, Jo took them in her shaky fingers and was then directed into the grand, dining room where 2 men were seated patiently at either end of a long mahogany, shining table before a real, burning, evocative open fire in the carved stone fireplace and black iron grate.
 

Both men were in their mid-40’s slim, dark haired and very presentable in tailored suits and shirts.
 

Jo was pleasantly pleased and somewhat calmed as she had not been sure what to expect, and promptly placed a plate before the one Master before walking to the other end of the table to serve the other, as delicately, professionally, servilely and gracefully as she could.
 

She felt extremely embarrassed and exposed in her outfit as if for the first time; she knew the men could clearly and most visibly see her panties and stockings under the hem of her tiny, pretty, frilly dress!
 

Her hosts slowly started eating and the first man she had served observed her closely and spoke to her in direct and firm instruction.
 

“Stand by the fire and let us both see you…properly!”
 

Jo obliged him, took her place as instructed and stood with her bottom to the small but hot, spitting fire that was positioned right at the centre of the ornate, beautifully laid out table.
 

She felt the intrusive stares from the men’s eyes also burning into her, as well as the actual heat from the small furnace warming her from behind, and the first man spoke once again in instruction.
 

“Come here, Girl…!”
 

She walked to him obediently then stood at his side and he picked up his knife, placed it under her skirt and raised her hem to reveal more noticeably her knickers and stockings before he placed the shiny, cold, metal on the front of her panties and sexual mound as she gasped in disbelief and shuddered at his effrontery.
 

“…Pudding looks nice!”
 


  

The other man joined in the distasteful game of humiliation.
 

“Let me see…”
 

Jo felt as if her legs were liquid jelly but walked reluctantly to him and she presumptively let his two hands and palms cover the soft flesh of her bottom and feel the heat picked up from the crackling, roasting fire.
 

“…First class ass!”
 

Jo instinctively began to act like the mere servant girl she appeared to be and they had ordered and paid for; she therefore settled into character like the actress she now undoubtedly was and tried to scold them teasingly and innocently.
 

“Please, Sir, what are you doing…I’m a Good Girl you know!”
 

The man picked up on her delicious theatre and reprimanded her fiercely.
 

“Don’t speak to your Masters unless spoken to Girl…!”
 

He rose from his chair in mock anger and ripped the top of her dress pulling it to her waist and exposing her plump, pretty, rounded breasts.
 

“…You will serve us like this for you insolence, Girl…bring us our next course!”
 

Jo was buzzing with mixed, unrecognisable emotions and walked back into the kitchen with the empty plates and her breasts exposed and bouncing loosely and freely on her chest. 
 

The chef took the dishes from her and leered unwelcomingly at her naked form but before she could speak, he placed the next course of exquisite lamb and vegetables in each and all of her fingers and she trembled and shook and tried not to drop them.
 

With both of her hands distinctly full, Zac bent his head as if innocently inspecting his food then cheekily sucked an exposed nipple with his long tongue and thick lips as she tried to suppress a moan and, unseen to this lecherous male, to stop her vagina leaking and making excited juices.
 

She longed not to show him her physical arousal or need but it was impossible to prevent her nipple hardening to his unwarranted, oral caress and she flushed in helplessness and walked away from him quickly and back towards the main room before any other indecent incident occurred.
 

After serving each of the 2 masters she again stood like an ivory, glowing statue in front of the roaring fire but this time with her bottom facing the men, as if to titillate and amuse them even further. 
 

She felt the sharp heat directly on her body and naked breasts and was undoubtedly perspiring and even tingling with the unimaginable and divisive thrill of this pervasive game.
 

The second man finished most of his food noisily and then walked the short distance to her and she kept her act ongoing as best she could.
 

“No, Sir…please…I’m a Good Girl!”
 

The man laughed dryly, ignored her pathetic pleas and placed both of his clammy hands on her small, sensitive breasts and tiny nipples before him.
 

“Such impudence for a mere, Servant Girl…!”
 

His fingers undid the short zip at the back of her gaudy dress and pulled it to the floor leaving her almost naked and very exposed and vulnerable; she was now only covered by her stockings, suspenders and panties.
 

He bent forward objectionably, kissed her heated bottom and then suddenly used his hands to turn her around to directly face him.
 

Jo caught her breath as he outrageously drew her slender knickers to one side and licked her slick, vaginal line with his slippery, wet tongue as she tried unsuccessfully not to moan in sexual awakening and need as he murmured crudely.
 

“…Pudding tastes sweet!”
 

He left her dithering and shuddering to finish the remains on his plate and the other man came to her and quickly slipped his fingers into her sodden crack and feminine crevice and she bit her lip and squealed weakly and quietly.
 

She was so wet and he played with her for many minutes as she writhed to his invasive touch then he withdrew from her salivating, private, sensual centre and brought the soaking digits to his bright, tight lips. 
 

Childishly and disgracefully he stuck out his tongue and licked her essence off them dirtily and whispered out loud in his depravity.
 

“Simply delicious!” 
 

He then also sat down once again, returned to his remains of his dinner and ate every scrap as if his appetite had been thoroughly reinvigorated.
 

Jo eventually took the empty plates back into the kitchen and Zac’s face reminded her of her near nude and available state and she cursed at him bitterly.
 

“No more tricks…OK…!”
 

The man laughed and although his dark eyes watched her, he kept his distance but she realised that the next course had to be served and eventually she went up to him enquiringly.
 

“…Where’s the pudding and dessert…?”
 

His dark eyebrows rose up in base humour and her heart sank in immediate understanding as she spoke and looked to him for confirmation.
 

“…Me?”
 

He nodded and in exasperation of her ongoing helplessness and humiliation, she returned to the expansive, dining room and saw both men were still seated and the second man instructed her.
 

“Clear the table of everything, Girl…!”
 

Jo swiftly removed the cotton runner, cutlery and decoration and placed it on the sideboards until the surface of the eating area was completely blank and clear
 

“…You may lay upon the surface, Girl.”
 

She was genuinely scared, fearful and understandably anxious and her concerns were suddenly real and not enacted.
 

“No, Sir…please!”
 

Her tormentor only smiled cruelly, walked to her side and slid her knickers down to the floor leaving her just in her garter and stockings with her bushy pussy exposed and available for their, voyeuristic and salacious pleasure.
 

“Right away now, Girl!”
 

He pulled and guided her up onto the table top and Jo just lay there in terror as she felt the smooth, polished surface against her naked, slippery back.
 

She heard the serving bell ring and chime, then saw the tall, black, obnoxious cook walk in as the first man addressed him civilly.
 

“Our compliments to the Chef…for an excellent meal and now… as one of my most valued staff I expect you to serve the pudding!”
 

Jo heard a worrying rustle of clothing and suddenly Zac was on the table beside her nakedly and his erection was noticeable and far bigger even than even her 3rd patient from her unusual hospital ward few days previously! 
 

He pushed it to her mouth and lips then stretched his body to inspect her vaginal crack with his dark head, and they both seemed to gasp together, as one of the men watching spoke in exultation and delight.
 

“A good dessert should be shared!”
 

Suddenly this dark, deviant, devilish man licked her clitoris with his tongue and in the same instant she took his cock in her mouth and began to suck him with real, unexpected craving and lustful passion.
 

She was so turned on and drew him harder and harder until he was right on his sexual edge but he withdrew unfairly from her mouth and lifted her slim body until it was on top of his huge, muscular form and placed it right above his stiff, unmovable erection.
 

“Come and fuck yourself, Bitch….do it!”
 

Jo could not resist or stop herself and plunged her sodden opening and hips down on his incredible, vertical, static flesh and began to ride his rigidity with a feminine fury she had never experienced before.
 

She pushed herself up and down and in and out of her new lover, over and over again until she finally shuddered and vibrated and then mercifully climaxed to her fruition, orgasm and initial, sexual, much needed release.
 

However, Zac was still solid within her internal walls and he placed his large, brown and pink palms around the naked flesh on her bottom and pulled her up and down slowly as if she was just a white, pretty, feminine, ivory toy.
 

Jo inescapably relished and savoured his youthful, powerful body and desperately desired and wanted his juice; she placed her hands under his huge balls then stroked them and teased him dirtily.
 

“Where’s my pudding, Zac…give it me…fill me…you Bastard…!” 
 

She ground her hips into him mercilessly and stroked and entreated his testicles over and over with her hands and fingers as she tormented him.
 

“…Come on, Big Man…give me my cream…now!”
 

Her ebony lover grunted and jerked and Jo pressed down on him as she felt his semen spurt up deeply inside her and seemingly fill her to the very, physical brim.
 

One of the men spoke but both Jo and her sexual partner were too disoriented and high to know which one it was.
 

“We’ll take brandy in the drawing room…let the Serving Girl bring it to us in there!”
 

With that they withdrew leaving Jo still sitting astride her new lover who looked up at her in amusement and some definite triumph and satisfaction.
 

“You were… as I foretold…a Good Fuck, Baby!”
 

He lifted her off him then sharply dressed and disappeared as she lay back still vibrating like a pulse, and tried to recover on the hard, gleaming surface; her recent lover returned shortly afterwards with two large brandies in rounded, crystal glasses.
 

She looked at him in bemusement and then at her own sullied, dripping, smeared and naked state.
 

“Shouldn’t I clean up first?”
 

The black chef just laughed at her attempt at propriety and shook his handsome head.
 

“No…they like their French Maids slutty and full of come…”
 

He chuckled at their perversity which perhaps matched his own!
 

“…Off you go!”
 

Jo obediently pulled herself from the table, picked up the brandies, and with her hands now once more full, Zac naughtily licked her responsive nipples again and, even though she had just climaxed, they quickly became even harder as she unreasonably sensed her body aroused by his unwelcome, foul attentions
 

She escaped into the drawing room where to her disconcertion she found both men sitting in large, high backed, red leather chairs, utterly stark naked and both had their small penises excitedly in their fingers and noticeably, very much erect!
 

Jo tried not to stare and muttered in concern and tried to not show her distaste.
 

“Brandy!”
 

The first man gestured to her.
 

“Here, Girl…”
 

Jo moved to stand before him and stood directly above his pulsating, thin but hard manhood as he took the drink and rubbed some of the sour, copper liquid into his stiff, little flesh.
 

“…Kneel Girl!”
 

She prostrated her body until her mouth was level with the unattractive, unappealing phallus and then he grabbed her dark hair and pulled it toward his penis and she cried out like a genuine, mere, serving girl would.
 

“No, Sir…please no…!”
 

But his meagre flesh was already between her plump lips then inside her wet mouth and she tasted the brandy on his skin; she suckled him grudgingly letting her fingers and palms grab his small balls and scrotum as she murmured and he gasped in obvious delectation and delight. 
 

“…Oh, Sir…you are so strong!”
 

The man could not stand her prurient attentions for long, he jerked forward and she gurgled as he spurted slimy, salty juice in her mouth and, like the slave she was purporting herself to be, she simply swallowed it all!
 

Then before she could even catch her breath the other man spoke urgently and with obvious intent.
 

“Here, Girl.”
 

Jo was soon kneeling, demeaningly between the legs of her other Master and he went through the same diabolical process until her tongue and words had made him climax on her silky tongue as well.
 

She swallowed it all then cheekily took his brandy glass from his shaking hand as she loudly and purposefully made her feminine point to them both.
 

“I think I deserve this, Gentlemen!”
 

It was over and finally done with; Jo stood up to her full, naked, provocative height and downed the fiery liquid in one dramatic, extraordinary, theatrical gulp.
 

The men were patently tired and drained suddenly, they dismissed her and she returned to the kitchen to reclaim her servile, maid’s uniform and clothes that Zac had rescued from the floor and she quickly checked that her money remained where she had placed it as he smiled teasingly at her.
 

“A natural, Professional…!”
 

She stared at him coldly, realising that his description was unfair but accurate, given what she was doing and had been party to though, unwillingly of course!
 

“…it’s all there and the Bosses asked me to give you something extra…for your much appreciated… best efforts…”
 

He passed her an extra $1,000 and her dark eyes widened in undisguised, avaricious greed and exhilaration.
 

“…Maybe we’ll do this again and meet up somewhere for another session….exactly like this one…?”
 

His dark eyes glinted in primal lust.
 

“…Maybe even a private one?”
 

Jo was fully dressed now, her evenings spoils were safely tucked away and she muttered disinterestedly and dismissively at him.
 

“I don’t think so, Zac…you’re not my type!”
 

He just laughed and she ran off quickly past him, then the butler, and out of the grandiose front door before she got onto any more trouble and finally, mercifully into the cocoon and safety of her ordinary car.
 

It was only as she was actually driving away that she pondered the wisdom of refusing another adventurous evening with the dark, naughty, delightful chef; he actually was very nice and did have such a lovely, big, thick, black, big cock after all!
 

Jo arrived home very late, washed all of the stain and sperm off slippery body and out of her crevices before collapsing exhaustedly into her bed.
 

Her pathetic, bloated husband was already fast asleep and she had the strangest urge to shake him, wake him and tell and even boast that she had just had the best time and most incredible fuck of her life!
 

It was an unnerving and shameful thing to admit, but the experience of the evening, in retrospect, had simply been too exciting and sexually divine; impossibly, given her previous puritan character, she disgracefully seemed to love the utter depravity and of course the actual, physical release and decadent pleasure these adventures brought her.
 

Jo shook herself, tried to convince her mind that she was just doing all of this to get the interview with, Mr C where she could begin to assimilate the evidence needed to convict him.
 

However, it was privately difficult for her not to admit to herself how much she had enjoyed the insidious sex and the divisive, intricate games that went with them.
 

It was indescribable, depraved fun and Jo Daly wasn’t used to having fun!
 

Her mind eventually surrendered to slumber and her last thought before separation from the waking world was to wonder whether she had finally made the grade by her actions tonight in the sullied, surrogate sexual business she was so desperate to break into.
 

Disappointingly however, she heard nothing for a few days and felt that unfortunately perhaps her best efforts had been wasted and in vain.
 

She was therefore noticeably short tempered, even with Miranda in whom she only divulged the vaguest detail of her night and evening’s, questionable exploits ; she was appreciative that her quietly, supportive partner never inquisitively pressed or questioned her.
 

Uncomfortably, but undeniably Jo realised that she needed sex, her recent experiences had raised and woken her previously, dormant libido, released her womanly desires and, as much as she hated to admit such a foul thing, she was insatiably and most noticeably hungry for more.
 

She also still had the money and kept it hidden at home in a safe place as she knew that would have to give half to the firm; it made her realise that she was already thinking as if she was already part of this wicked, disgusting organisation and this fact both surprised and unsettled her at the same time. 
 

By the end of the week her body was literally aching and yearning for physical release and she even had sexual thoughts about her husband once more, or maybe visiting a single’s bar but quickly thought better of it.
 

She was not that type of girl so both ideas did not appeal and peculiarly, given what she had experienced and been through, seemed somewhat pale, tame and definitely seedy.
 

Then early one morning her phone rang at the station, again it was a redirected, false contact number, and the operator spoke to her.
 

“Phone call, Jo…I’ll put it through!”
 

Her heart instantly leapt as she heard Sarah’s sweet voice on the end of the line.
 

“Hi, Joanne it’s, Sarah…congratulations you’re in…!”
 

Jo tried to suppress her delight but could not contain a beaming smile and felt her heart beating like the fastest track on her MP3 player.
 

“…Come down tonight and Mr C will see you then!”
 

The phone went instantly dead, she could hardly contain her excitement and could not concentrate on any of her duties almost at all or even tell anyone, as Miranda was out of the office and was pleased to eventually reach home.
 

Jo changed into a demure tan suit as she did not wish to appear too provocative or eager during her meeting with Mr C and informed her husband she would be working late; as usual he was in front of the accursed box and was utterly disinterested and unconcerned in her movements.
 

Therefore, at 7.30 p.m. exactly, Jo left for her meeting, still convincing herself that this was still all about trapping and convicting the notorious, Mr C but she was being less than honest; her heart was pumping life’s energy around her heated body and her thoughts were constantly about money and sex as if the two things were interlinked and irresistibly compatible.
 

There was undoubtedly more going on inside her pretty head than she could actually organise, formulate or come to terms with; all she knew for sure was that she was excited; very excited!
 

Jo arrived at 8.30p.m and walked into the main reception which was deserted apart from the friendly, plump Sarah who was patiently waiting for her; the woman shook her hands warmly and welcomed her as if she was an old friend.
 

The jumping, detective’s hands quickly proffered the 50% of the money she had made on her last job to her but Sarah shook her blonde hair firmly and politely refused the thick wad of notes.
 

“You have to deal with, Mr C now, Joanne…”
 

Her guide and mentor smiled and took her visibly shaking fingers.
 

“…You’ll be fine, Dear…don’t fret so…follow me…!”
 

She escorted her down a previously unseen, long corridor into a beautiful changing area full of lightly stained, wooden lockers and stopped at number 12 where there was a small, gold key still attached in the lock.
 

“…Please leave your clothes in here and….”
 

She passed her a small, white carrier full of alternate coverings.
 

“…And change into these for your meeting.”
 

Jo quickly undressed and pulled out the items contained inside the bag and flushed with familiar excitement and expectation; there was a short, black, silk robe and a pair of G string, tiny panties seemingly made of mixed cotton and silk.
 

She instinctively knew not to argue given what had gone before but part of her didn’t wish to anyway, as the addictive theatre of dressing up in provocative clothing was becoming an irresistible treat and delight to her.
 

In anxiety and expectation she drew the knickers around her ankles, then crotch and the material hardly covered her bushy hair; she noticed that along the line of her vaginal crack there was lettering written in italic, gold script.
 

She gazed more closely and saw the design was in the scrawled logo of the consonants MRC and she flushed as she realised that this meant she somehow belonged to this man now.
 

The same brand-mark was on the front of the robe and she shivered and shuddered dirtily as she placed it around her warm flesh and surging body, as the light, delicate sensual fabric seemed to tantalise, titillate and ignite her reactive, sensitive, tingling skin.
 

She stared into the mirror and admired her long, ivory legs flowing like white water from under the brief, dark covering and murmured quietly as Sarah had left her by herself her for the briefest moment.
 

“I’m now going to get to the heart and centre of this foul operation!”
 

She shook herself in palpable tension and, ignoring the obvious fact she was almost semi naked, convinced her mind that she was still on duty!
 

The money owing was slipped into her knickers as there were no pockets in the silken robe and Sarah led her down yet another, mysterious, darkened corridor and placed her before a large, black painted door and smiled kindly.
 

“I will take my leave now, Joanne….just go in…he’s waiting… and…”
 

She giggled at her charge’s patent anxiety.
 

“…Good luck!”
 

Jo plucked up her courage turned the golden handle and bravely walked in to a large open, plan room with grainy, wooden flooring and she saw that a striking, intimidating, black man was sitting behind a large, resplendent, chrome desk.
 

She could only see the top of him; he was wearing a beige jacket and shirt with a bright, blue tie and she trembled in dread as he focussed his dark eyes upon her and spoke in a low, guttural drawl.
 

“Good evening, Joanne….come in…”
 

Jo could hardly breathe or move and the sadistic man seemed to relish in her obvious fear and demonstrable discomfort.
 

“…Move closer and stand in front of the desk…let me see and inspect you more closely...”
 

Jo obeyed him completely and instinctively; she was soon standing a mere few yards before him and, unable to meet his intrusive gaze, she looked around the room which was dimly lit and almost black in places.
 

Her attention was instantly drawn to a strange contraption sitting innocently in the far corner on smooth, grey matting in the inky shadows.
 

It looked just like medieval stocks, as there was a hole for a head and then two smaller apertures for hands, and this concerning yet magnetic item was surrounded by large reflective, silver mirrors on the three sides of it.
 

He spoke to her as if to bring her back to attention.
 

“…Stand straight, Joanne…I don’t like my girls to slouch…!” 
 

His words made her refocus on him and responsively she put her shoulders back and then stood erectly as if she was a soldier on parade; Jo felt so weak and helpless and the terrible part of it was it made her aroused as she sensed that her sexual lips were already incredibly wet and slippery.
 

“…I’m your Boss, Joanne…if you still wish to join us?”
 

She only moved her head slightly and nodded in confirmation.
 

“Of course I do.”
 

He smiled broadly, displaying the ivory, brilliant white teeth of a predator.
 

“Well you have done extremely well in your tests…”
 

He glanced down at some notes from a bright, open file below him.
 

“…You certainly enjoy and relish foul intimacy and copulation!”
 

Jo needed to accentuate her best assets and, although she was undeniably, partially ashamed of his description of her, she only agreed wholeheartedly with him.
 

“I love it….I adore sex!”
 

Her eyes found the strength to look at him directly into his deep, unsettling, black globes that were set so spectacularly into his slim, angular, intelligent, facial features.
 

“Is there any reason I should not give you the job?”
 

His eyes suddenly narrowed like a coiled serpent and as if he was indeed a poisonous snake about to strike, and she quivered in real terror and fear of him.
 

“No Sir…no!”
 

He was acridly sharp with her and she jumped at his verbal attack.
 

“Remove your robe…!”
 

She loosened the belt and allowed the smooth material to slide and slither to the floor leaving her naked, apart from her tiny panties, and to her chagrin her plump nipples were solidly hard and he laughed dryly.
 

“…You sure don’t look like an, Ice Queen to me, Bitch…more like a Whore!”
 

Jo’s heated blood froze instantly in shock as if she had misheard what he said and the obvious, devastating, hidden meaning behind him knowing her real nick-name in the police force.
 

She knew she had to think on her feet and act quickly; she gasped at him ignoring how ridiculous and preposterous she appeared and sounded in her almost naked, ridiculous and exposed state.
 

“I’m here to arrest you for prostitution you… Bum…!”
 

Her hand reached down to the automatic handgun she always normally carried on her thigh and the mesmeric, dangerous and mercurial MR C laughed heartily at her patent disorientation and panic.
 

His strong, black frame rocked backwards and forward as he picked up a remote control on his desk and the TV screen on the main wall of his office came to moving, recently, recorded real life.
 

Jo gasped in horror as she immediately saw herself nakedly on screen speaking to, then performing oral sex with the older man who was her original first client and customer. 
 

In ongoing despair and trauma she then watched on with her mouth open until the recording reached the point where she took the money from the polite and older gentleman.
 

The black, sinister, Machiavellian man behind the desk stopped the video showing the dollars in her sticky fingers and he smiled like the cat that definitely had all of the available, delicious cream.
 

“Who’s soliciting…?”
 

He chuckled darkly enjoying the splendid, juicy fruits of his subterfuge and devious game.
 

“…I think the boys downtown might be interested in this little tape and show! Don’t you, Bitch…?” 
 

Jo was fighting for life giving air and she felt as if she was suffocating but this odious man smiled at her in sarcasm as if pretending to be friendly.
 

“…Don’t you worry…Bitch….that’s not my game…but this is just a little safety net and insurance policy for me…!”
 

His eyes were glassy, marble, supercilious and inky black.
 

“…I don’t care what you do during the day…it’s the night time I want you…”
 

His teeth were so white and incredibly, razor sharp.
 

“…You are undoubtedly a Natural Hooker!”
 

Jo was incensed and ashamed by being tricked and railroaded like this, and literally spat at him in her venom and fury.
 

“Never…you, Bastard…I’ll never work for you!”
 

He cruelly pressed a button and the large television came to life once more and she suffered seeing herself in further replays of her sexual humiliation, as the blatant pleasure of this sordid adventure was etched on her pretty face as she was readily abused, screwed and taken.
 

“You love sex, Bitch…”
 

He watched her and his eyes challenged her portrayed innocence.
 

“…I bet your little Pussy is wet right now…”
 

He sat back in his chair suddenly as if in deep, introverted thought.
 

“…In fact… come here I think you have something that belongs to me…!”
 

Jo realised that his money was still in her knickers and reluctantly and shakily she moved around the rear of the desk and then stood back in alarm as she observed to her further shock, that this Demon in human form was naked from the waist down and the biggest, thickest cock she had ever seen was dangling and stretching out incredibly and dangerously from between his thick, black, muscular thighs.
 

Jo was unable to think or move and stood petrified, as if she was a frightened rabbit in the proverbial headlights, as this obnoxious, outrageous, dangerous, devious man slipped his long fingers into her slim panties and gently removed the small, tight wad of money he found inside them.
 

Foully and with despicable intent, he brought the compacted notes to his bulbous nose and sniffed them dirtily and sighed wickedly in satisfaction.
 

“…I just love the smell of cunt and money…”
 

His laugh was ironic and teasing.
 

“…They always go together so well…!”
 

Jo’s mouth was dry like sandpaper and Mr C made her legs straddle over his naked thighs and vertical cock, then simply watched her as she stood right above and in front of his masculine, emotive heat.
 

He placed himself purposely under her pulsating crotch until she was now shivering and most vulnerably, fully over his mountainous, hard, pointed, black flesh and whispered to her expressively.
 

“…I’m going to put my fingers in your pretty pussy in a minute, Bitch…”
 

His hands reached up and his copper palms cupped her breasts momentarily and she bit her lip and tried to suppress a response or any reaction at all as his crude voice continued.
 

“…If you’re dry I’ll let you go but if you’re wet then you are going to have to admit you’re just a…Dirty, Horny, Bitch!”
 

Jo was so weak, limp and wanton and his cock was so powerfully invitingly close to her body and she undoubtedly craved and longed to touch it.
 

His fingers suddenly pinched her nipples and the moan she had been so unyieldingly and determinedly withholding was released but she tried to still be resolute and strong in her increasingly, less than logical mind.
 

“I’ll never work for you… you Bastard…!”
 

Her mouth refused him but her body did not, as his warm experienced hands stroked her breasts then caressed her ass and stroked her soft, sensitive, fleshy thighs.
 

Diabolically his fingers lingered on the front of her thin panties and ran lightly along the scripted MRC on the centre of the crotch and she felt as if her legs would weakly give way at any given moment.
 

The, as if in a dirty dream, he pulled back the material and smiled in pure gratification as he felt how sticky, slimy and soaking she was.
 

It seemed with his final touches that the mental dam of resistance to him Jo had build so stubbornly was breached and was now collapsing.
 

This was undeniably all too much for her to cope with, and in reflex to her own insatiable desires her fingers suddenly, needfully found his iron, black flesh and pulled it towards her aching, weeping centre of womanhood.
 

“…Yes I am horny, you Bastard…I love sex…so fuck me…fuck me…you fucking, Evil Bastard!”
 

The man allowed her to pull his erect penis to the very sodden, pink entrance of her vaginal folds then held back as if to both tease and punish her simultaneously.
 

“Are you going to work for me, Bitch?”
 

Jo groaned so weakly and pathetically in her desperation for what she felt only he could provide.
 

“No…no…I can’t…I can’t!”
 

He pressed his steel just inside her sexual lips and she bowed her knees imperceptively apart as if to take him but he stopped so tortuously and pitilessly.
 

“Admit you’re a Whore…”
 

Her let the tip of his incredible, penile, erect flesh brush against her clitoris and she squealed and wailed in rapacious, desire and craving.
 

“…Then you will get lots of sex and lots of money….that’s what you want and wish for so…take it, Bitch…take it!”
 

The battle for her mind and body seemed to be already over and she bent her head and finally capitulated, surrendered and submitted to him.
 

“Yes…yes that’s what I want…it is…!”
 

She sank down in craven exhaustion on his cock until it filled and consumed her so snugly and deeply and she exhaled and cried out finally in acceptance, pleasure and relief.
 

“…This is definitely what I want…!”
 

She squeezed him hard with her taut, stomach muscles and the sensations of penetration were insanely divine; she pressed her body up and down on this mercurial, despotic man who simply remained perfectly, deliciously hard and still.
 

Faster and faster her hips moved against him and his hands held her soft bottom to maximise her glory and invasion until inevitably and eventually her body touched the heavenly release and heights of her climactic orgasm.
 

She fell on top of him like a bendy, lifeless doll but he remained wonderfully solid inside her and she was so wet, malleable and relaxed; slowly Jo moved back and forth on top of him and revelled and savoured every divine inch of his endless masculinity as she muttered in her compulsion.  
 

“…I’ll work for you Mr C just keep me supplied with this.”
 

Dirtily her tight, constricting, full passage squeezed him once more and she seemed to slide on his thick hardness so incredibly naturally and easily.
 

He let her play and made no attempt to come himself just allowed his power over her to grow and expand as she simply and stupidly fell in love with his irresistible cock and power as he tormented her with his tortuous words.
 

“One thing though, Bitch…”
 

He smiled attractively as she stared at him blankly and pressed his flesh once again in reflex as if she was too overcome to think.
 

“…If you want to be a member of the team then you must have complete faith in me…and trust me absolutely with your delicious body at work….”
 

He felt so divine inside her she would have promised him anything.
 

“…Can you do that, Bitch…?”
 

Jo nodded tamely and he lifted her off his hips so effortlessly and then walked her over to the stocks and she fell to her knees on the grey mat as he began to gently place her in the available, open holes.
 

“…This is a test of your faith, Girl…head and hands in here!”
 

Before she realised he had closed the top of the containment over her and she was trapped nakedly in the device and now completely within his remit and rule; however she was so sexually alive and intrigued and somehow already bound to him she surprisingly didn’t seem to mind at all. 
 

She looked up into the mirror and saw the black, bold man behind her, observed that he was still invitingly erect and he slid up inside her rear pussy so effortlessly and she absolutely adored the sensation of helplessness as he fucked her, initially with a few powerful, relentless thrusts.
 

He took her for a short while as if only to demonstrate his authority then walked around to the front, placed his cock to her mouth and she began to suck and lick him as he kneeled down to ease her submissive work and his hands stroked her long, straight hair as she drew him. 
 

“…Good Girl…you suck it, Bitch…!”
 

He spoke to her so condescendingly but Jo didn’t seem to mind and took his manhood deeply into her mouth until it gagged at the back of her throat and unexpectedly just enjoyed the humiliating, base experience of it. 
 

There was something about being used and simply taken that was so addictive and irresistible for her and it was as if she did not recognise who she was becoming, hardly at all.
 

After allowing her to demean herself for a while he left her, removed something from his desk and then took his dominant place behind her captured form once again and she was utterly desperate for him to fill her once more.
 

He moved inside her in a single, rough thrust and began to really fuck and take her roughly; this time she knew he was going to come inside her belly and she cried and moaned and squealed to the heavens or something much devilishly lower and more red hot and fiery!
 

As he rutted and screwed her forcefully his dark emotive voice scolded her as well.
 

“…You tell me Bitch you’re my, Whore…say it…”
 

He was taking her so hard now, incredibly aggressive motion and power and she gasped for air.
 

“…You say I’m one of, Mr C’s girls…and you will obey him!”
 

Jo groaned and weakly repeated his sentence of submissive, mealy mouthed words.
 

“I am one of your girls, Mr C…Oh fuck…fuck…”
 

She was squealing and crying in confusion and her sordid delectation.
 

“… I will do whatever you want…fuck me fuck me…fuck…oh…fuck!”
 

The man took her so hard that she began to climax and, as the vibrations of her orgasm washed and ran through her like a huge wave about to crash and explode on the barren rocks of her previous life, she felt something hot and sharp give her a stinging sensation on her bottom and she came at the very same, unbelievable moment of time! 
 

He withdrew then came around to her at the front and she worshipped his cock and balls with her lips and tongue until he ejaculated and climaxed his load of semen all over her face and then let her suck the drips and drops of his essence down her throat and in her mouth.
 

Eventually he let his cock foully and purposely wipe over her creamy face and smiled at her in gratification.
 

“You look good like that, Bitch!”
 

She was still trapped but unconcerned and mumbled and licked his reducing flesh as it came near her tongue as if she only wanted to get it hard again.
 

“I like your sperm!”
 

He chuckled and released her from her temporary prison and she wiped her faced down with a nearby towel and stared at him incredibly without a trace of remorse or shame.
 

She stared at her body in the mirrors all around her and realised to her amazement that there was a small number 33 marked on her fleshy bottom and she recalled the similar but different number on Miranda’s ass, and immediately, dawning realisation came upon her of how this man knew so much and what had been going on.
 

“You Fucking, Bastard!”
 

He just smiled and then pushed lightly at one of the mirrors which surprisingly opened as a door and led through into a luxurious bathroom with a large, white, expansive circular Jacuzzi in the very centre.
 

He turned on the water and placed lots of colourful fragrances inside the quickly, foaming water and teased her cheekily as he got into the bath.
 

“Come on in number 33…let’s get you clean!”
 

Jo removed her soaked, sodden knickers and quickly joined him and realised she had already become seduced and seemed not to mind suddenly what she had so innocently let herself in for.
 

She eagerly relaxed in the churning pool and sat closely beside her new Boss and admired his sturdy, black, masculine body as his torso was incredibly, extremely well defined and muscular.
 

Her hands cupped and held his penis that was already swelling to her attentions and it felt so delicious in her fingers, as he stroked and rubbed her breasts with all of the endless frothy, slimy, liquid soap.
 

“Do you want to stay with me tonight, Bitch?”
 

Jo didn’t hesitate for a second.
 

“Yes…but I will need to ring my husband and tell him I’ll be working late….maybe won’t be back till morning…!”
 

She shuddered even in the warmth of the bath as her libido rose to new heights at the thoughts of more sex with this incredible, powerful man and he recognised and smiled at her obvious craving and compulsion.
 

Her mouth kissed his iron chest and she questioned him.
 

“…Why do you number us?”
 

He sat back in the water and savoured his omnipotent rule over her.
 

“Because it makes you feel as if you belong to me, Bitch…your flesh and Pussy is mine…”
 

He gripped her wet hair and she grimaced and surged for him equally with unnerving desire.
 

“…That is how you feel, Bitch?”
 

She squeezed his cock and groaned in helpless lust.
 

“God yes…I do feel like that…I want to do everything and anything for you!”
 

His hands stroked her thighs and smooth slippery skin under the water and she opened her legs to demonstrate her lack of pride as he spoke dryly and amusedly of her future with him.
 

“Work in the day and sex at night…a perfect combination for an easy and talented, Whore like you…!”
 

She was not insulted because that was how she appeared and this role she now somehow embraced.
 

Jo placed her mouth and lips eagerly on his expanding penis and slippery, big balls then sucked and licked them in base, crude expectation and need as he stroked her head like she was his favourite pet.
 

“…Soon, Baby…very soon…!”
 

After luxuriating for a substantial time, Mr C left the water first, pushed open a nearby door that led into a bedroom and Jo saw him lay in relaxation on his bed with just a towel draped around his perfect, dark form.
 

She made sure her own body was pristine and highly perfumed and then followed him willingly and lay beside him on the cover naked but still slightly wet and damp.
 

He handed her, her own mobile phone and smiled meaningfully and sarcastically.
 

“…Let your husband know where you are, Bitch…don’t want him to worry!”
 

Her fingers pressed the home button, ignoring his dubious wit and as she waited for Denny to answer; her new black lover started to rub her body deliciously dry with the towel he had removed from around himself.
 

As Mr C began to brush against her skin she let her thighs part instinctively and he started to press the rough material over her flat, humid mound just as her husband answered the phone; Jo gasped as the man’s fingers ran along her slick slit and fluffed then brushed up her drying, pubic hair.
 

“I…I won’t be home tonight, Darling…”
 

His pink fingertips teased then slipped inside her squeaky, clean folds and she pressed her lips tightly together so as not to moan or mutter in reflex.
 

“…Yes it’s the undercover operation…!”
 

He applied sudden, divine pressure to her tiny, but reactive clitoris and Jo splayed her legs and felt a sudden rush of delicious weakness and expectation.
 

“…Mmm, yes it is hard work…”
 This man was making her feel so divinely cheap and horny and she sensed herself losing focus.
 

“…I have to go…Love you…!”
 

She placed the phone beside her and stretched out on the luxurious bed like a pussycat about to be pampered and spoiled and stared at her new Boss in overwhelming desire and strange admiration.
 

“…What’s my new job again?”
 

He continued to tease her most intimate, sensitive flesh expertly and exquisitely and chuckled.
 

“To fuck and pleasure sexually who I tell you… for money…”
 

She moaned in bemusement as her libidinous senses were rising off the charts.
 

“…Can you manage and do that, Bitch?”
 

Jo closed her eyes as she sensed herself building to something undeniable and mesmerizingly spectacular and mumbled agreeably to him.
 

“Yes Boss…no 33 is definitely ready for your instruction!”
 

He removed the towel from over her and moved his steely frame between her shaking legs, then observed her intrusively and deeply and Jo felt all of her body and mind aching for him and what he could so fantastically provide for her.
 

Just as she sensed he was about to press his weight down upon her pliable, slight frame and send her into ecstasy, a buzzer sounded from his office and it disappointedly and swiftly drew her out from her erotic haze.
 

Mr C rose, went through a door into his private room and after feeling she had been abandoned, Jo eventually followed him and was somewhat shocked to find a young pretty, black girl locked in the divisive stocks as she had recently been, earlier.
 

The girl was naked apart from the tiniest pair of white panties with the obligatory MRC script on the front centre and Jo’s new audacious, black lover was kneeling, allowing this female stranger to suck his ever stiff, long cock.
 

Jo simply watched on voyeuristically in fascination; she had never seen anyone actually having sex before and it was compelling to simply observe and she noticed that this girl had a number 27 on her rear!
 

Her Boss saw her and smiled wickedly.
 

“We’re giving, Sally a small reward for her superlative efforts tonight…”
 

He stroked her short, black, curly hair kindly with just a trace of sadism.
 

“…You performed really well, Bitch!”
 

The girl grinned uncomfortably as she still had his thick penis in her lips and then seemed disappointed as he unilaterally decided to withdraw what seemed to be her favourite treat from her oral grasp.
 

His dark eyes found Jo and she shivered.
 

“See if the, Bitch wants fucking…!”
 

He gestured for Jo to move to the back of her and she gingerly walked behind the girl’s tight, pert bottom and ran her fingers very lightly over her soft, indented, reactive folds of feminine flesh as the young woman grumbled and groaned and moved against her slightest pressure.
 

Mr C laughed and walked over to the holding, constraining, wooden device and quickly began to undo the locks.
 

“…I think, Sally can join us…”
 

Jo was bewildered, nervous but also excited and without further words or instructions from their dominant, black master they followed him automatically into the nearby bedroom.
 

Both girls lay on the spacious, white covers and the man quickly pulled off the black girl’s knickers until they were both utterly nude and extremely sexually agitated in their similar need and anticipation.
 

He stroked Jo’s long hair and pushed her suggestively towards her colleague in this new incredible and immoral, lascivious world.
 

“…Lick her…excite her…I like to watch my Girl’s get it on…!”
 

Jo bent her head to the girl’s delicate crotch and saw her light covering of dark black hair and placed her wet tongue along her slimy, active, little crack; she had never had intimacy with a woman before but here in these depraved surroundings it felt almost natural and instinctive to her.
 

Both women were extremely turned on and excited and they immersed themselves in exploring each other’s precious bodies and, being of the same sex, knew exactly where to go and sensually travel to reach where they both needed to be quickly and deliciously.
 

Jo enjoyed the experience immediately and she licked Sally’s clitoral bud then lay back as the girl reciprocated in kind, and she was in receipt of the most spectacular, intimate, oral sex that she could have ever believed possible.
 

The man just sat, drank some whisky and enjoyed them pleasuring each other and after they had both climaxed he took his dominant place between them and they eagerly and even lovingly, took salacious turns to suck and draw his thick cock and he scolded them playfully as they did so.
 

“…You’re a couple of, Dirty Whores!”
 

He teased them with his crude insults and his educated fingers and lazily he just relaxed and let each of them draw him to the very edge of his sexual cliff before finally, he released his cream over both of their flushed, energised faces and then lay back exhaustedly as if all his air and life force had been exorcised.
 

As their mysterious Boss dozed in happy, contented adrenaline both girls cuddled beside his warm body and began to chat as all women ultimately are bound to do, in silent, strangulated whispers and Jo murmured to her new, close friend.
 

“What do you do, Sally?”
 

The girl giggled almost in abashment.
 

“I’m a solicitor!”
 

Jo was shocked to her core and then answered her own question to the girl who was equally amazed at the information.
 

“I’m a policewoman…detective…!”
 

They suddenly gazed at each other and began to laugh in their shame and shared irony and the black girl teased her gently.
 

“…But only during the day!”
 

Jo nodded and smiled and they seemed to understand each other as only modern women could and, as Mr C fell into a deep, satisfied slumber the dark girl spoke and explained about all the facilities for them at the Centre.
 

A gym, swimming pool, massage, sauna, steam room and restaurant; everything they wanted all under the control and questionable generosity of their Boss.
 

Sally continued to talk quietly but the man beside them was too far separated and gone into the nether world to be disturbed by her lilting, soft voice.
 

“In all honesty it’s a great life…”
 

She was not at all ashamed of what she was doing.
 

“…Lots of dirty sex and money too…it’s a Dirty Girl’s dream… and…”
 

She laughed self-effacingly.
 

“…I am definitely a, Dirty Girl…”
 

The young, black woman moved her face very close to her ivory conspirator as if she was about to impart crucial information to her and Jo listened with bated breath.
 

“…I secretly really like to feel like a Prostitute and Whore in this environment…the dressing up and the excitement…”
 

She shivered and shuddered even in the almost tangible heat of the room.
 

“…The power and danger is like an aphrodisiac to me!”
 

Jo suddenly found herself nodding as if they were kindred spirits.
 

“I know, Sally…I feel it too…it’s like a terrible but wonderful drug…you just want more and more!”
 

They kissed each other on the cheek and tiredly fell asleep from all of their devilish, devious labours, sullied adventures and obligations and when Jo eventually awoke she found herself alone.
 

Sally and the irrepressible Mr C were gone and she suddenly felt herself flush with a mixture of guilt and remorse but still even now, more than a passing trace of excitement.
 

However this was a new dawn, she vividly recalled the debauchery of the night before and felt understandable regret and shame and the sensation that she had made a terrible, unbelievable mistake.
 

Then to her ongoing shock her new black lover and Master walked in dressed in a smart, white shirt and jeans, looked like an Ebony God and all her doubts and recriminations seemed to vanish like early mist on the warming, heating, wild, infinite, desert sands.
 

The man sat gently by her side, took her hand easily, kissed her lightly on her soft, pouting lips and spoke to her crudely then laughed quietly at her confusion.
 

“How’s my new, best, Whore…!”
 

He mischievously slipped his hand under the white covers, then between the weak legs he had parted with just his merest, slightest touch and she was wet at his first primitive press as he teased her.
 

“…No second thoughts?”
 

She groaned and sighed expressively and provocatively rubbed his expanding flesh within the tight, blue trousers and she murmured in her disorientation.
 

“No you, Bastard…I’m number 33…I’ll work for you…you know I will!”
 

Her tongue dirtily licked him through the denim and she quickly undid his silver buttons, pulled the trousers down and then shivered in triumph and disaster as his monstrous penis escaped the confines of his taut, designer clothing.
 

She lay back on the bed and drew him to and over her and he was inside her vaginal passage in a single, surging, dominant thrust as he began to fuck her and torment her coarsely with his words as he did so.
 

“What are you, Bitch?”
 

Jo groaned submissively at the indescribable pleasure she was receiving once more; sex had never been like this in her real life or dare she even admit in her wildest, private fantasies!
 

“I’m, Mr C’s girl!”
 

He rutted and took her with tremendous power and energy, squeezing and rubbing his expanded flesh snugly against her narrow, wet, vaginal walls until she grunted then trembled and shuddered in climactic pleasure.
 

Her master felt her delight and withdrew his reproductive force and she took it with her mouth and sucked and adored it until it spurted and gushed as if in reward and return for her diligent attentions.
 

She eagerly, voraciously swallowed all of the rich, viscous, masculine essence and then did not release his, by then, reducing flesh until it was pristine and clean.
 

He left her soon afterwards with less than a fond farewell; she showered and when she returned to his room she sensed he was now properly departed and the amiable Sarah was smiling at her broadly.
 

“Having fun…?”
 

Jo flushed and smiled as she did not wish to deny that the experience with Mr C had been meteoric and the rotund woman did not wait for a reply from her as it was so obvious and continued on.
 

“…You can come and go at the Club at any time now…”
 

She smiled as if this was an exclusive beauty centre or spa and Jo supposed in some ways it was.
 

“…When you are here you will be available for our clients and you will be given special assignments, usually by appointment…”
 

The woman slowly led her back to the exquisite, luxurious changing area and Jo was pleased she was there to show her around as the building was still something of a maze of corridors to her.
 

Sarah proudly showed her, her new locker, number 33, and Jo smiled privately in her irony and possibly misplaced pride as she understood for sure that she was now a true and accepted member of this exclusive, if somewhat scurrilous, tainted club.
 

The chubby lady showed her a list of house rules but Jo was anxious to leave and paid little attention; she wanted to get back to some sanity and rationale at her normal job and detective work.
 

She removed her robe and left it and her dirty knickers in her personal, cubby hole, for washing by the laundry staff and shut the front of her new, small, cupboard there, as if closing the door on this sordid, unsavoury but somehow magnetic world.
 

Sarah smiled at her as she walked away.
 

“…See you later, Jo.”
 

Jo nodded acknowledging that Sarah had known her true name all along and smiled as she did like this affable woman but privately she doubted if she would be returning too quickly; it seemed to her at that specific moment she had enjoyed and endured enough sex and had definitely received enough money, more than she ever thought possible or knew how to spend!
 

She reached the precinct station early, surprisingly invigorated and saw Miranda coming out of the shower after her normal early morning workout; although they were both well aware of what had transpired at the Centre they said nothing to each other about her recent misadventures.
 

Jo was suddenly overcome and overwhelmed with guilt and common sense and vowed to herself that this temporary loss of sanity and morality must stop immediately; this was not who she was!
 

Was it?
 

However this insidious sexual new life and opportunity occupied her muddled and befuddled mind all day and intermittently, through the mountains of paperwork she had, her thoughts ran constantly to the sexual pleasures of last night and the other incredible tawdry, prurient experiences of recent weeks.
 

Such contemplation only made her ever more heated and irrational and by the end of a frustrating and boring, interminable day she realised that she had no choice but to return to the notorious Club that very evening.
 

No longer feeling confident to confide in her faithless, duplicitous, former best friend Miranda, she slipped away from the office straight after work and went straight home to check on her husband.
 

Denny was still watching the sports channel and drinking cans of beer as if permanently glued to the seat and he didn’t even question her as she went out for another late evening; it seemed he was used to it by now and was happy in his own little world of alcohol, fast, junk food and television.
 

Jo went into the Centre through the side door using a swipe card and went immediately to her locker; it was as if this was suddenly all-routine even though her rapid heartbeat confirmed that this was indeed not the case. 
 

She removed her everyday, working clothing and placed on a black swimsuit in her size with the familiar MRC scrawled in the crotch that was part of her given choices of uniform.
 

Immediately just being back in this extraordinary and emotive place made her nervous, excited and relaxed all together, and she confidently walked down though the shower area and to the large, luxurious, heated pool. 
 

There were beautiful girls swimming and dotted all around, in all sizes and colours, all seemingly more attractive than the next, and Jo privately marvelled at what Mr C had so cleverly put together.
 

This was undoubtedly a prostitutes racket but brilliantly, for professional, working girls that liked sex, as it was a given that they all worshipped money! 
 

It was an inspirational and wonderfully conceived idea and she concluded and accepted that there had never been any chance to bring him down, given the endless female informants and contacts working for him including the despicable Miranda! 
 

He had obviously been well informed and ahead of the game from the start!
 

She dived effortlessly into the heated pool and then relished in the refreshing, warm liquid; her eyes were drawn to a small screen where a number 21 was flashing in florescent red, and a tiny, petite, Indian girl with the same black bathing suit quickly got out and headed for the locker room.
 

As the young detective watched and weighed up the situation she trembled inadvertently as she realised that this young woman had obviously just been called to work.
 

Jo swam until she felt fully revitalised and surprisingly relaxed then, after drying off thoroughly, returned to her locker and changed into her standard uniform of black panties and short, silken, black robe and then went into the elegant dining and separated relaxation area for all the girls. 
 

A fabulous selection of healthy food was laid out and available for all the working, young women as they needed to keep their energy up and there were large comfortable chairs in front on a huge, High Density television for them to sit and relax in.
 

It was opulent and even palatial in its own way and she took some, bread, salad and meat, helped herself to some orange juice and sat down on an expansive padded seat; she felt spoiled and pampered and began to eat, settle and relish this impossible, permissive, exclusive lifestyle.  
 

Girls came and went and Sally strolled in casually, smiled when she saw her and came straight over, sat on a nearby chair and mocked her sweetly.
 

“Can’t keep away…hey…?”
 

Jo shrugged as if slightly embarrassed but her new friend continued in a friendly, amiable vein of camaraderie.
 

“…Have you been called?”
 

The number 7 appeared on the flashing, bright screen and another pretty, blonde girl moved in response and Jo’s voice answered and had a mild, strange, revealing trace of disappointment in it.
 

“Not yet.”
 

The girl snickered wickedly and looked at her eating so much high calorie food.
 

“Don’t worry you will…there’s no free lunch here!”
 

Jo’s mind seemed constantly to be lingering on her new master’s, big, special cock and as innocently as she could, asked her companion a question.
 

“When do you see, Mr C?”
 

The black girl laughed at her; she was so obvious and transparent that the girl could literally read her dirty mind and the signs of craving in her agitated and needful, body language.
 

“Only rarely…last night was a one off…he’s very busy and extremely particular with his choice of girls.”
 

Jo immediately felt unsettled and disappointed as if this man was her romantic lead in a movie rather than her pimp; but her libido was up and she would have been more than happy for a repeat performance of last evening’s, lewd and erotic adventures given the chance.
 

Her heart missed a beat in flowing panic as suddenly the number 33 flashed and called out like a beacon; instinctively Jo hurried to her locker where her instructions and her outfit were magically waiting for her.
 

It seemed that they were so incredibly organised here in what they did and provided, like a well-oiled machine and she was now an active moving part and cog within in the whole working engine.
 

Quickly she put on the stockings and suspenders, a dark, smart, short, dress suit, a white shirt and a striped, school tie and picked up some small rounded, metal glasses and perched them on the end of her pretty nose.
 

Jo then then picked up a slim, flexible birch cane in her agile fingers and leisurely strolled up to her appointed room of 74 and, without further thought that would only confuse or concern her, boldly walked straight inside.
 

She strolled in to find a small classroom of 4 bulky, white, middle aged men sitting behind small, old fashioned, wooden desks, in schoolboy jackets and she smiled coolly at them all
 

“Good evening, Boys…my name is, Jo…I am your biology teacher today…!”
 

The men came instantly to attention and she strolled from desk to desk picking up the $500 that was perched on each of the old gnarled, marked and gouged, table tops and placed it safely in the inside pocket of her elegant suit.
 

Jo quickly got into her role play as an educator and addressed them with the confidence born out of years of dealing with stupid men.
 

“…Today we are going to learn about the birds and the bees…”
 

Her dark eyes focussed on the first student with a bald head and an undoubted paunch and she thought about her husband for the briefest second as she slammed her cane on her own desk and shouted at him.
 

“…You Boy, stand up…!”
 

He literally jumped up in shock and she went to her desk at the front of the class, sat on top of it and removed her jacket and shirt to let her provocative, black, lacy bra become clearly visible.
 

“…How do we reproduce, Boys…?”
 

The men were still, apparently struck mute and said nothing and, as if genuinely exasperated, she placed her cane on the desk and drew her short skirt up to her waist to give them a full show of her exquisite knickers and stockings.
 

“…Any ideas…?”
 

All the men were still flushed and uncommunicative and she unzipped her skirt and let it fall from her slender hips to the ground; she then walked over to the man standing, placed her hand on the front of his dark trousers and flushed as she felt how obviously hard and erect he was.
 

“…I think you have a clue, Boy…!”
 

Her fingers unzipped him and as his small, but undoubtedly active penis fell out she took in into her palm and squeezed it firmly as he winced in a mixture of delight and despair.
 

“…This little prick goes in here…!”
 

She drew the sturdy, stiff, little flesh against the front of her sensual panties and it patently became all too much excitement for him and he pathetically twitched, came jerkily in her hand and she wiped his residue on the front of his trousers and reprimanded and mocked him severely.
 

“…Only a C, Dear…!”
 

Jo went to the next pupil and instructed him equally forcefully.
 

“…Stand up, Boy…!”
 

Jo swiftly and nimbly removed his penis as well and it was longer and harder than the first one, but unimpressively not by much.
 

“…Release my bra, Boy…!”
 

The man fumbled ungainly with her back clip and, as her breasts were exposed and released, she drew them together to make a small, dark, entreating, provocative, evocative entrance.
 

He immediately pushed his tender but rigid flesh inside the unnerving, small cave and primitively began to fuck the little opening as she stroked his balls tantalisingly and tenderly, until he squealed and ejaculated all over her plump, pretty breasts and nipples as she chuckled breathlessly at him.
 

“…B minus…!”
 

She moved to the 2 men at the back and almost spat at them in unrecognisable, hormonal irritation and fury.
 

“…Stand up…!”
 

They both jumped to their feet in response to her command as if they had been electrocuted and Jo provocatively removed her panties, revealing her thick, black pubic hair then withdrew their still feeble cocks until she tightly held one in each of her delicate hands as she sighed.
 

“…Explore my vagina, Boys, this is what is needed for reproduction feel how intricate and delicate a woman’s sexual organ is…”
 

The men nervously and gingerly placed their fingers against her thin, inverted, most feminine line and Jo pretended to become aroused and turned on as they did so, to the point where she expertly faked and screamed to an enacted orgasm.
 

They were so overcome with her climactic theatre of arousal that they reflexively and quickly, weakly and harmlessly reached their own orgasms and heaven in her busy, damp, moving palms.
 

Her fingers wiped the juices directly on their plump flushed, unmemorable and enlivened faces then smiled in some satisfaction.
 

“…B plus for you both, Boys…”
 

She giggled as if she was actually a silly schoolgirl not a teacher.
 

“…Come next week and I’ll give you a more advanced lesson but it will cost you double!”
 

Her voice laughed dismissively and she picked up her clothing that was strewn on the floor, her cane that was on the front desk, walked out and sharply slammed the door behind her in the thrill of her success.
 

As always Jo understood that men were so base and puerile when it came to sex and this recent unusual event only confirmed that fact; it had taken her a mere 15 minutes and she had $2,000 in her pocket and, unfortunately for her, an aching, needy pussy as she had undoubtedly been aroused by the sheer, dark, delicious depravity and play of it all.
 

She decided that she should go immediately and find, Mr C to give him his money and changed into her familiar, slender knickers and black silken slip to do so; as well as naturally, some extra expensive fragrance and perfume, of course!
 

Her feet moved rapidly and surprisingly found their way through the unfamiliar corridors to his door in her eagerness and, although she hammered upon it, there was no reply and in frustration she bravely walked in but his office was indeed unoccupied and empty.
 

Naughtily she went to his desk and sat in his large, black, leather chair and looked up at all of the TV screens actively recording the activity in each and every room of the club; it was indeed a powerful, influential and privileged position and she flushed and pulsed in strange energy, anticipation and even sensed a mild taste of power and how it must feel to rule an empire from here!
 

She was undoubtedly affected by the room and her recent activities, her panties were so wet and the silk gown so sensual on her skin and she longed for this ache to be relieved and revelled in the adrenaline rush as she shivered and shuddered in womanly, primal, base need.
 

As if drawn by a magnet she ambled to the divisive stocks and touched the smooth, polished surface and remembered how she had decadently enjoyed being so deliciously trapped in it with Mr C’s hard body behind her.
 

Absentmindedly Jo raised the top bar and placed her head and hands into the appropriate depressions, but was so distracted in her mind that she did not hear her Boss enter into the room and unexpectedly, aggressively and firmly put the top down to close the trap until she was held once more by it, as he scolded her furiously.
 

“What are you doing in here?”
 

Jo was scared and fearful.
 

“Sorry, Mr C…I have just… come to give you your money!”
 

She saw him look towards his desk where the $1,000 had been placed neatly then returned his focus to, Jo and continued to correct her fiercely.
 

“You’ve broken the rules…”
 

She felt so stupid, helpless and vulnerable.
 

“…No one is allowed in here without my permission…!”
 

He moved to his chrome desk, picked up the pristine, green notes and sat back in his leather chair as if thinking, whilst Jo was still trapped, like a tethered animal, on her knees in the heartless stocks. 
 

“…Breaking the rules is a dismissible offence…”
 

He sighed as if in deliberation.
 

“…What am I to do with you…?” 
 

Jo was very tentative and quiet suddenly, the very last thing she wanted was to be fired or removed from this incredible place and she watched in trepidation as the man gently stroked his dark, defined chin.
 

“…You will have to be punished!”
 

She groaned and pleaded in her fragility and weakness.
 

“Anything…I don’t want to leave…!”
 

Mr C walked over to her, stood demandingly behind her, stroked her panty covered bottom and she diabolically pulsed in the expectation that this dynamic man was going to fuck her! 
 

However to her surprise and disappointment he simply raised the top bar and promptly released her from her imprisonment and cage.
 

She sat up with her pert, plump, sweet breasts exposed through her open gown and gasped at him in excitement and perverse anticipation.
 

“…What’s my punishment?”
 

He laughed wickedly and menacingly softly, ran a single finger along her shivering arm which seemed to make her skin tingle and burn as he looked at her nonchalantly.
 

“Why…not to be fucked of course…you can stay and attend me and my needs… but no fucking for you…that is your chastisement…!”
 

He returned to his chair, sat back as he observed her helplessness and purposely playing on her defencelessness, called her to him.
 

“…Come here, Bitch…!”
 

Jo went and stood by his side and he stroked her bottom through the silk and nylon knickers and let his large palms, then copper fingers run along the indentation of her vaginal line as she gasped and tried to stand up straight.
 

His head looked up at the screens above him voyeuristically, observing proudly his industrious group of girls all earning their corn in one sullied way or another and directed Jo to remove his trousers; she soon obliged and he sat with his cock exposed perversely enjoying his employees efforts in making dirty money for them both.
 

“…Stroke it, Bitch…”
 

Jo needed no second invitation and she kneeled and gently ran her tremulous fine, palms up and down its hard length and girth and as she did so she felt herself getting impossibly and almost painfully further aroused.
 

Mr C sipped a drink that Jo then provided for him and answered his suddenly ringing phone as she returned to hold his penis lightly once more.
 

“…Yes OK… send her in…!”
 

The door opened and to her surprise, Miranda walked into the room dressed immaculately in a long, red evening dress looking so sophisticated and elegant; Jo was jealous initially then embarrassed to be almost naked, holding, Mr C’s cock but her friend did not bat an eye and focussed only on their Boss as he whispered in curiosity to her.
 

“…How much?”
 

Miranda smiled proudly as she replied.
 

“$10,000!”
 

Jo was sure that she felt his cock harden at the revelation and mention of so much money and her former friend strode to him and placed his percentage of $5,000 before him in crisp $100 notes.
 

Miranda expectantly turned her back on, Mr C and he undid the rear zip and, as the material slipped down her body, she stepped out of the gown revealing her naked, full womanly breasts and pair of red suspenders and matching panties.
 

He smiled and nodded at her in their communal understanding.
 

“OK…in you go, Baby…!”
 

Miranda walked swiftly over the stocks and placed herself in the open, lower side of the foul instrument of torture then pulled and clicked the top into place around her head and hands as if sadistically eager to enjoy her imprisonment.
 

Mr C rose from his chair with Jo still stupidly and obediently holding onto his impressive erection; he moved right beside her former partner and dominantly kneeled behind her then mumbled to the anxious, young woman holding his thick, black cock in her trembling fingers.
 

“…Place me inside her, Bitch…!”
 

Jo was hyperventilating but still lowered Miranda’s bright, red knickers with one hand then pulled and, eventually stuffed, this Devil’s huge, dark, irresistible, male flesh inside her former friend’s, tight, perfectly tidy and trimmed, blonde, pink Pussy!
 

Her Boss grunted in pleasure and as directed she stood shakily to attention beside them both.
 

She was then forced to suffer and simply watch as her former friend got rutted and screwed and then listened to her unnerving squeals, cries and moans that only made her flush in further yearning, envy and frustration.
 

After 20 minutes of constant fornication, they had both finally climaxed and come, Mr C released her from her enclosure and opened the mirrored door as an invitation for her to now relax and luxuriate in the resplendent Jacuzzi.
 

Jo served them with towels, fetched drinks and tried to disguise her irritation and seething anguish as she watched on with covetous eyes as Miranda disgracefully relaxed, frolicked and played with man’s, tight, irresistible body and gradually hardening cock again, in the frothy, foaming, blasted waters.
 

All she could think about was what a lucky uncaring, depraved Bitch her former partner was, but was forced to silence as she knew she had to endure and accept her punishment and disciplining.
 

A phone rang once more and the mercurial, superior; Mr C picked it up and listened into the receiver then spoke softly.
 

“…OK, let them in!”
 

Suddenly to Jo’s confusion and further discomfort, 2 thick set African men and a tall, blonde, white girl came in and, before she had hardly blinked, they stripped completely and joined the others in the turbulent, bubbling, invitingly active, aromatic, fizzing waters.
 

Jo once more was reduced to a menial, voyeuristic role and served drinks and simply stood to attention as the girls playfully caressed, touched and drew the 3 men and she was so aching and needy it was as though it was more than she could possibly stand, bear or suffer.
 

She desperately wanted to be right in the very middle and centre of this debauchery as she always had been up till now; she was so furious and angry with herself for being so stupid!
 

One of the new males suddenly stared at Jo directly in her obvious, utterly unbalanced, half naked state and laughed in amusement at his mercurial, black friend and possible partner in crime.
 

“Punishment…?”
 

He sighed in mock pity.
 

“..She looks so horny and frustrated….Poor Thing!”
 

He leant across and whispered into Miranda’s ear and, as her horrible colleague laughed Jo flushed in terrible tension and expectation, as to what further disgrace they had planned for her! 
 

She watched them behave like children as further secretive, mumbled, whispered conversations continued until eventually, Mr C settled back against the sides of the circular, bubbling pool and instructed her.
 

“Top drawer under the mirror…take it out…!”
 

Jo was trembling like a single blade of grass in turbulent winds but walked the few paces to the side and after pulling the sliding space open, saw a huge, black vibrator and shakily pulled it up and into her agitated fingers.
 

Her Boss smiled darkly and equally degenerately.
 

“…You fuck yourself on that, Bitch…!”
 

Her eyes just gazed at him for sympathy or mercy as she did not want such humiliation and open depravity but he was cool and cold even in the heated water and heady atmosphere.
 

“…Now…or leave…!”
 

Jo, as usual, sensed there was no option in this environment she had so innocently thrown herself into; she gazed at the men with their hard, stiff, incredibly cocks and removed her silky slip then thin sodden knickers and let them slide to the tiled, cool, floor surface.
 

She then bowed her legs out a little and right in front of her captivated audience, and holding the divisive dildo with both, shivering hands, turned the vibration on and pressed the object to the sodden entrance of her vagina.
 

Then with all the men and girls leering at her she dirtily pulled it so slowly and seductively into her wet, willing, saturated flesh and it felt disgracefully dirty and instantly, depravedly wonderful.
 

Mr C beckoned her over to them and she staggered and shuffled with the toy still buzzing within her until she was only inches from the steaming, heated, raging waters of the fragrant Jacuzzi.
 

The strong black man who originally had commented about her, leaned over and took the base of the buzzing, sexual toy in his long, dark fingers and began to push it in and out of her more energetically and she sensed the insidious vibration sending her so incredibly close to her sullied heaven as he did so.
 

Jo began to murmur, heave and moan; she opened her thighs wide apart to assist him and gain the maximum penetration of her special place and provide her with the most delight and pleasure, as he pulled it continuously back and forward along her inner, tight, most personal, private passage.
 

Ultimately she was so on her edge that she soon fell over the abyss into tumbling, sexual bliss then closed her eyes to wallow in her orgasm and when she opened them she saw to her embarrassment everyone was laughing at her.
 

She stuck her tongue out playfully, as she was too full of happy hormones to care much about her shame, wiped the toy on a nearby towel and then went and placed the wonderful, but addictive, plump object back into the drawer from where she had just borrowed it. 
 

She went to pick up and put back on her clothing but, the ever cruel and demanding, MR C interrupted her.
 

“…No don’t…stay naked…I like to see your Pussy…”
 

He chuckled so coarsely and crudely.
 

“…My Pussy!”
 

Jo just stood weakly and nakedly but, given the pheromones whizzing around her blood, weirdly happily and as straight up as she could manage; she still looked on in tension and frustration as they all played together but humbly accepted her trial, humbling and humiliation at their hands.
 

Eventually after much more champagne and merriment the time in the Jacuzzi was concluded, the men ventured, drunkenly and uncovered, into the office to drink and possibly smoke dope and Jo was left to dry the girls and prepare them for bed.
 

The women stood on the luxurious mats on the floor and she rubbed their bodies dry and then covered them with talc and copious amounts of perfume until they were even more provocative and looking and smelling ever more divine.
 

She knew there were negligees in the nearby cupboard and she picked 2 short, transparent, floaty, pale lemon and pink items and then slipped them over Miranda and the other unknown girl. 
 

Jo could hardly contain her envy which spilled out of her mouth like lava from a volcano almost instinctively, as if her mind could no longer rationally control any of her normal, sensible functions.
 

“Bitches…lucky, Bitches!”
 

Miranda just laughed at her demonstrable anguish.
 

“Stick to the rules, Jo…”
 

She giggled with some teasing inebriation.
 

“…You always do at our normal work!”
 

The girls went into the bedroom and Jo meekly followed and was forced to watch on as the men returned and began to take and fuck the women in every possible and conceivable, submissive position.
 

She was not allowed to move until everyone had finished and, finally at the point of exhaustion from his entertainment and lurid endeavours, Mr C gave her the option to leave her imprisonment and torture, with a casual wave of his wonderful but authoritarian hand.
 

It was 3a.m and although Jo was weary, utterly demeaned and humiliated she whispered to him pathetically as though she could not bear to be apart from him under any circumstances.
 

“I’d rather stay.”
 

The man smiled and seemed to adore her for her humility and devotion to his cause and questionable influence; he quietly left the other 4 bodies to slumber and sleep and told Jo to put a nightie on and follow him into the smaller bed by the wall on the far side of his grand bedroom.
 

She quickly found a white, baby doll covering and snuggled delightedly beside him as he chuckled mockingly and stroked her long, black, shiny hair.
 

“Mmm you are horny, Baby!”
 

She groaned in expectation but his precious penis was soft from all of his previous efforts and exertions and she sensed his fatigue as he was nearly, unacceptably asleep.
 

He placed his flat hand on her bottom as if for comfort before departing into the world of regeneration and Jo pleaded with him in her anguish and cravings.
 

“Please…I’m leaking!”
 

He groaned and placed his fingers very lightly and tiredly on her clitoris and she moaned instantly in yearning and delight for more.
 

“OK, Baby…right!”
 

His expert fingertips continued to twist and tease her already weeping flesh and she mumbled and moaned at him in her overpowering craving and confusion.
 

“I love you too…!”
 

He moved his divine head down between her slender thighs and to her joy and delectation, licked her incredibly and expertly to a climax as she held his short hair in her fingers and squirmed and squealed in exultation until she reached her orgasm then exhaled so softly and silently in absolute and utter bliss.
 

“…I won’t break the rules again, Mr C!”
 

She was more fulfilled in that moment than at any time in her previous existence and kissed him lovingly on the back of his neck before ultimately falling, fast asleep.
 

When Jo awoke, instinctively she reached for her lover but she was alone; it was very early in the early morning and after Jo showered, she went straight down to her locker to change for her regular, detective duties.
 

The smart, female detective recognised that each time she left this mesmeric building she vowed never to return, but she knew that within hours, her mind would linger on the pleasures that were contained here, and that shortly she would been drawn back like a sexual magnet and be on degenerate duty!
 

Therefore she accepted her new calling and quickly slipped into a perfect routine of police work during the day and sexual services and adventure at night.
 

Her mind could consent and concede to her double life and providing sordid, depraved pleasure to men but she could never associate or confuse such foul things with prostitution!
 

Jo Daly was not a prostitute!
 

She convinced herself that her actions and sullied inclinations were on something of a higher plane than that, but the true or apt phrase of what she was up to deserted her lingual, descriptive abilities.   
 

However Jo indeed honestly loved and embraced this decadent existence, most of the clients she saw were at the Surrogate Centre but occasionally, as she became more experienced, she was sent on outside work and jobs sometimes with a partner.
 

On one such occasion she enjoyed a profitable and successful session and escapade with Miranda, who was very much her best friend and confidante once more, and they were both well rewarded in kind from, Mr C for bringing back so much booty!
 

For Jo, surprisingly this day to day existence became a way of life and more and more she found that she was becoming one of, Mr C’s most valuable assets and hard working, diligent, trustworthy girls.
 

She therefore often stayed over with him and had become increasingly addicted to his incredible body, authority and of course his huge, black cock and without doubt or question, felt that she would do absolutely anything for him.
 

He always told her and all of his staff of girls to keep a watchful eye out for any suitable candidates for this unusual, but undoubtedly intriguing and rewarding line of work as fresh, female stock were always needed and valuable.
 

Jo thought nothing much of it as there was no one other than Miranda that was like her, until one morning there was a new enthusiastic recruit that had just joined and arrived at the precinct called, Sharna Wade.
 

This young woman was red haired, young and very pretty and once settled into the training of detective work, opened up a bit to her and Miranda and never stopped moaning about her limp husband or about the lousy, boring and insipid sexual and physical life she had!
 

She would often confide and whisper to them both during a drink or a temporary break from their eternal quest in bringing the criminal fraternity to justice.
 

“You know Ladies…I shouldn’t say this but…”
 

She was so often red faced and flushed.
 

“…Sometimes, I’d just do anything for a real, good, dirty fuck!”
 

As fate and luck would have it the powers that existed decided it was now time to do another undercover raid and operation on the elusive Mr C’s operation and Miranda, Jo and Sharna were selected for the work and leading positions in the task, for obvious, delicate and the most female of reasons.
 

On the morning that this divine, new, green recruit was about to go on her journey and adventure to infiltrate the operation as Jo had so apparently unsuccessfully once tried to achieve; she conversed with her new feminine colleagues gratefully and with patent, demonstrable excitement.
 

This young lady was so innocent, divine, delightfully enthusiastic and obviously determined to succeed; she whispered to both her and Miranda as they drove her slowly the few blocks to the Surrogate, Sexual Centre like a tender, fresh lamb to the slaughter with the untraceable transmitter snugly concealed in her dark, pretty knickers!
 

She literally gushed to her feminine colleagues gratefully and with nervous excitement as she was thrilled that they had so unselfishly let her take the leading, covert role in this perilous, clandestine operation.
 

“Thank you both for your faith in me, Partners…”
 

She drew in her breath in her agitation, expectation and the pulsating thrill of this investigative voyage of discovery.
 

“…I’m going to give this everything I’ve got…nothing will stop me getting to the centre and, Mr C and…”
 

Her face was so cute and flushed.
 

“…Will not let either of you…or the force down!”
 

Jo glanced at Miranda and both smiled almost imperceptivity, ironically and dryly in their communal understanding and the anticipation of what was about to unfold for the delectable and possibly very fortunate, Sharna!
 

They agreed and knew instinctively that undoubtedly this young lady would give her very best efforts and endeavours just as Miranda and Jo had done and…were still doing most evenings each and every week!
 

Sweet Sharna was inevitably just about to be seduced and deliciously persuaded to join the elite, real undercover team!
 

 
 

The End
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