
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		Undercover Porn Sting

		

		Copyright 2022 Candice Christian

		Published by Candice Christian at Smashwords

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		18+

		'Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.'

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Acknowledgements
		

		
			Chapter One
		

		
			Chapter Two
		

		
			Chapter Three
		

		
			Chapter Four
		

		
			Chapter Five
		

		
			Chapter Six
		

		
			About Candice Christian
		

		
			Other books by Candice Christian
		

		
			Connect with Candice Christian
		

		

		

		

		Acknowledgement

		

	
		Cindy Hannen

		

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		A friend of a friend asked me if I would like to volunteer for a sting operation with the FBI and I jumped at the chance. Since I had graduated, my degree in accounting was only able to get temporary jobs and nothing at all steady.

		This job involved an operation designed to break up a major porn operation that was supplying stills and videos to several very successful web sites. So far, the agency had been unable to find anything illegal about the group' s operations. There was no chance of anyone infiltrating the production side because it was too tightly controlled. The only way in would be to insert an agent posing as a bondage model. That's where I came in.

		My name is Mandy Evans and although I was almost twenty-four at the time I easily passed for eighteen. The trick was to make me look even younger because they liked to use eighteen-year-olds who look fifteen or sixteen. The fact that I'm 5' 6" and weigh 115 pounds helped –

		I definitely don't look threatening. I was interviewed several times before being accepted for the assignment. The first interview was with a consulting physiologist, then a clinical psychologist, the other's with increasingly important administrators within the agency. My final interview was with the director herself, signifying that the assignment was mine.

		When I arrived in the director's outer office her personal assistant greeted me with a smile.

		"The director is expecting you Ms. Evans. Please go right in."

		I was surprised since long waits in the director's outer office were legendary. It wasn't really an interview. We chatted for a while and then she shook my hand and wished me good luck.

		The following morning I reported to a small office in the guts of the headquarters annex. A young woman in her late twenties greeted me with a smile.

		"Hi, Mandy. I'm Kaitlynn. Please remove your clothes and we'll get started. " I stared at her in surprise.

		"Get started on what? Why do I have to strip? I thought you were just going to trim my hair and color it purple or something."

		She laughed, "God no! You need much more than that. I'm going to cut and color your hair but I'm also going to remove your pubic hair, pierce your navel and one nipple, and give you a small tattoo and apply an anal bleaching. And that's doing what I think is minimally necessary for this assignment."

		I stared at her in disbelief. "What would you do if you did everything you think is necessary?"

		"Definitely more piercings, clitoris, tongue nipples. I'd give you a tramp stamp on your lower back that's all the rage now, and maybe pierce your tongue."

		I shivered. "Do you really think all that's necessary?"

		She shrugged again. "Who knows? But I was told to do the minimum so that's what I'll do. Are you having second thoughts?"

		"Yes. Lots of them. But I'm not going to back out."

		I slipped my jacket off as I followed her through a door at the back of the room. The next room was larger. In the dead center of the room was a padded leather table just like you'd find in a doctor's office, right down to the stirrups. I hung my jacket on a coat rack just to the right of the door. I removed my weapon and locked it the gun safe next to the coat rack.

		Kaitlynn watched in silence as I stripped down to bra and panties. Then I took a deep breath and unhooked my bra. Finally, staring at spot on the wall behind Kaitlynn, I pushed my panties down and stepped out of the them. I'm small and slim but I have firm, full breasts and they bounced gently as I walked over and climbed onto the table. My skin is olive and Kaitlynn nodded approvingly.

		"No tan lines. That's good. It's hard to explain how a homeless girl with no money has time to get a tan."

		She put her hand on my knee and I jumped, surprised. I grabbed her wrist and lifted her hand off my knee. She smiled gently.

		"Agent Evans, you're going undercover as a bondage model. People will see you nude and fondle you. It's very likely that you'll be used sexually, in any number of ways. You 'll also be abused - spanked, whipped, clamps on your nipples - things like that. Do you want to change your mind?"

		I wanted to scream yes as loud as I could. But I just shook my head and released her wrist. She stood there, stroking my thighs, while she asked a series of questions.

		"I know you're not a virgin but tell me how many lovers have you had and how long has it been since you've had sex?"

		I stared over her shoulder. "Three or four. And it's been nearly six months."

		"Have you performed oral sex?"

		"Yes."

		"Have you experienced anal sex?"

		"No."

		She frowned at my response. "Have you ever had sex with another woman?"

		"No. Are these questions necessary?"

		"Yes, they are. You will probably experience all of the things I've mentioned. Do you want to change your mind now?"

		I shook my head stubbornly. Her hands were at the top of my thighs, just resting there, soft, and warm against my skin. I was beginning to lubricate. Kaitlynn was blonde, slightly taller than me and very slender. I took a good look at her for the first time and realized that she was rather pretty.

		"Are you wet?"

		I nodded, blushing. "Yes."

		She smiled. "Good. It's a natural reaction when you’re nude and being stroked." She patted my thigh. "Stretch out and we'll get rid of your pubic hair first."

		I stretched out and she swung the stirrups up. I placed my feet in them and then she put the attached straps, something you don't normally see at the doctor's office, around my ankles.

		"I'm strapping you down for two reasons - to keep you from moving while I wax you and to get you used to being restrained."

		With my feet secure, she swung the stirrups out to the side, spreading me wide open. Then she drew my arms above my head and attached leather restraints to my wrists, pulling them tight. Another strap went around my waist. I was totally helpless, totally exposed, and scared. And, although I didn't want to admit it, even to myself, I was very aroused.

		Kaitlynn soaked a face cloth in hot water and placed it over my pubic mound. She stood next to me, one hand resting on my belly, and let the hot cloth soften my pubic hair.

		"Are you scared?"

		I nodded and licked my lips. "Yes, a little."

		Which was a lie. I was damn scared. After a couple of minutes she removed the cloth and spread the hot wax on my sex. I wiggled as her fingers used a popsicle stick looking thing to apply the wax over every inch of my vulva.

		She glanced at me and grinned. "You're very ....responsive."

		She waited for the wax to cool. Then starting at the top of my vulva she ripped the cooled wax away from my body, taking, I hope only hair as she yanked. She smiled when she saw the look on my face.

		"Relax, I'm not going to take any skin."

		"Jesus! You've got a weird sense of humor." I tried, unsuccessfully to kept my voice quavering.

		She continued to remove the wax, cleaning the waxed are with a warm wet cloth after every swipe. She was very good and I wish I could say, I didn't feel a thing. When she was done she washed me with the same cloth and held a mirror so I could see the results. I was smooth and bare and I found the sight of my bare vulva shockingly erotic.

		"Aren't you going to release me now?"

		She shook her head. "No, I might as well pierce you first."

		I stared at the ceiling while she pierced me. She used a device similar to the one's used to pierce ears - on my navel anyway. She pierced my right nipple the old fashion way - clamp and needle. She cleaned my nipple with a cotton ball soaked in alcohol before applying the clamp. It hurt like hell and I whimpered as she tightened it.

		She smiled at me and said, "Good. You have a high pain threshold."

		She stood there, rubbing my belly gently, while the clamp did its work. After a minute or two she pushed a needle thorough the hole in the clamp and I bit my lip to keep from screaming. Then she removed the clamp and quickly inserted a delicate gold ring through the hole. She cleaned my nipple with another cotton ball and the alcohol stung like the devil. I had tears in my eyes before she was done.

		"Are you going to release me now?" She smiled.

		"In a moment." Her hand moved down across my belly and my eyes widened as she cupped my vulva. I shook my head.

		"No, please."

		"You're very wet. I think you like this."

		I shook my head and whispered, "No!"

		But I was lying and she knew it. She ran the tip of her finger along my slit and down to my anus.

		I shook my head back and forth and whimpered, "No, please!"

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		She ignored me and continued to run her finger back and forth from my clit to my anus. I started to cry. But when I pushed up against her hand she chuckled softly and leaned to kiss me. I closed my eyes and moaned with pleasure as she gently masturbated me to orgasm.

		When it was over I lay there and stared up at her in silence. I was drenched with perspiration. I smiled but she shook her head and said, "I know you enjoyed that but how are you going to feel when they whip you there?"

		My smiled disappeared. "I'll scream but I can take it."

		She shook her head with an exasperated expression on her face. "Oh, I have no doubt you can take it. You're just as competitive as the rest of them. The problem is I think you'll like it."

		I shook my head. " You know that's crazy."

		"Really?"

		She walked to the cabinet and returned with a wide leather strap. She doubled it and brought it down between my legs. I screamed as the pain cut through me like a knife. She gave me four more hard strokes that left me sobbing. Then she cupped my vulva.

		"You're wet. Very wet."

		She tossed the strap aside and began to remove the bindings. I was still crying when I sat up and turned sideways. My hair was damp with sweat, plastered to my head. She got a hair drier and dried it. Then I moved onto a stool and she cut it so that it was no more than 3" long anywhere. It gave me a rather boyish look. Then she had me wet it in the sink and she dyed it, putting blue streaks all through it.

		Finally, I stretched out on the table again, on my stomach, with my head resting on my crossed arms and she gave me a little tattoo on my back, just above the crease between my buttocks. I'd chosen a simple design - a blooming flower.

		"How come you know all of this - piercing and tattooing and all?"

		"I do it on the side."

		Kaitlynn then began the finishing touches, and the tattoo, and the anal bleaching.

		The tattoo took more than an hour and I dozed, despite the pain. When it was done she stood up and stretched. Then she patted my buttocks. "All done."

		I got up and walked over to a full-length mirror mounted to one side of the door. I twisted and turned while I examined the tattoo. I had to admit that it looked sexy. My appearance was completely changed by the haircut and dye job. The anal bleaching turned my asshole pinkish like a toddlers, it would look good in the videos.

		I picked up my panties and was about to step into them when she said, "No, not yet. Come over here." She was sitting on the stool I'd sat on while she cut my hair. "Down on your knees, slave." When I hesitated she snapped, "Get with it, agent. You're supposed to be a submissive bondage model. A fucking slave. Now get down on your knees."

		I dropped to my knees and for the next two hours she taught me some common poses. At the end, I was on my belly, licking her shoes.

		"Very good, slut. You can get up now."

		I got to my feet and stood there with my hands at my sides. "Anything else? "

		She shook her head. "No, agent. You can go. Good luck."

		I walked over to the coat rack and put my clothes on. I stopped at the door and turned to face her. "Thanks, Kaitlynn."

		She smiled sadly and shook her head. "No need to thank me. You're just another slut."

		I nodded, trying not to let my shock show. Then I turned and walked out the door. It took me two weeks to make contact. I started by moving into a sleazy room in a downtown fleabag. Then I got a job working as a topless waitress at a strip joint not far from where our friends had their studio. One of the guys saw me and asked me if I was interested in doing videos.

		"For more money than you'll make here."

		I pretended to be indifferent but I let him talk me into trying out. The next morning I went to the studio, arriving shortly after 10:00 a.m. When I walked in a rather attractive woman in her thirties glanced at me and smiled.

		"You must be the new bitch. Take your clothes off."

		The air conditioning was cranked way up and I stood there, naked and shivering, while she looked me over.

		"Nice body. Small, but very nice."

		She tweaked my nipples, which were hard and pointy from the cold, and grinned.

		" Very sensitive."

		She sat down and pulled me onto her lap. I sat there and let her fondle me while she told me that I'd be paid $200 an hour, four hour minimum.

		"You'll be fucked and abused and we expect you to take it. And we want you to cry and scream and beg. All of our people are clean. You'll need to get a blood test."

		She wrote a name and address on a slip of paper.

		"Go see this doctor. He'll get the test done and have the results in two days."

		I left and went straight to the doctor's office. He drew blood and said he' d have the results in forty-eight hours. I went back to the bar and worked until the woman came in a couple of days later and told me I was clean.

		"You do your first video tomorrow."

		I arrived at 10:00 a.m. and the woman, Nell, took me right into the studio. I undressed and followed her over to the set. Another girl, a slender blonde who looked no more than fifteen was already there. She had that awkward, coltish look that many adolescent girls have. Nell introduced us.

		The blonde's name was Tami. She said she was a freshman at the university. When I asked why she was doing this she said, "I'm doing it to pay for my education."

		Her body was lovely - all tanned except for where she'd been covered by a minimal thong and a very small top. Her small breasts were firm and round, tipped with little pink nipples. She was shaved, like me, and had a tight little butt. Her long, coltish legs were very beautiful. Her thighs were covered with a peach fuzz bleached white by the sun. She examined me as frankly as I examined her and she nodded, apparently satisfied by what she saw.

		When they were ready the cameraman took his place and Nell said, "Let's do a quick test. Why don't you two get to know each other."

		We were sitting side-by-side on a padded platform about 48" on a side and about 36" high. Tami turned and slipped her arms around me. The camera started rolling as she kissed me. Then her tongue was in my mouth and suddenly I was totally aroused. I slipped my arms around her, turning toward her, and rubbed her smooth back while I enthusiastically returned the kiss.

		We had sex in the classic 69 position, with Tami on top, while the cameras continued to roll. I wasn't an agent anymore. I was just a sex-starved young woman who wanted to be fucked. A guy came over and spread my legs. I moaned as his cock slid into my tight, wet cunt.

		Tami's tongue was playing my clit like an instrument. I came twice, each time better than the last. The guy withdrew at the right moment and shot his sperm over my belly. Then they had Tami and I take turns spanking each other.

		She sat on the edge of the platform and I stretched out across her lap. She spanked me with her hand, a paddle, and finally with a leather strap while I leaned over the platform. I cried and whimpered and finally begged for mercy.

		The camera caught everything.

		Then it was my turn. I spanked Tami at least as hard as she'd spanked me. She cried nicely and I enjoyed hear her sob. I realized suddenly that Kaitlynn had been right. I was enjoying the whole scene! I used the strap hard, turning Tami's cute butt a bright red, savoring her cries of pain.

		We took a break after that and I went into the bathroom and threw up. I was disgusted with myself for proving Kaitlynn right. Tami came in while I was washing my face. She'd put on a little cropped T-shirt that stopped short of her navel, and a pair of white socks, but she was bare in between and looked much sexier somehow.

		She stood behind me and began to rub my shoulders. I stood there, sighing, as she worked the tension out of my muscles.

		"This is your first time, isn't it?"

		I shook my head. "No, I've done it before. Lots of times."

		She grinned and shook her head. "No, you haven't. I've been eating pussy since I was fifteen and I can tell a first-timer every time."

		She bent and kissed the back of my neck. "Don't worry, I won't tell Nell."

		I glanced at her reflection. "Why are you doing this, really?"

		"I told you. To pay for my education." She smiled, "And because the sex is great. Especially with the women. I hate the pain while they're inflicting it but thinking about it afterward excites me. So does the anticipation."

		"How bad does it get?"

		"Usually not that bad. They want to make you scream and they want it clear that you are in pain, but they don't go too far. It's not good business to hurt us too much."

		She slipped her hand around and cupped my breasts. I leaned back against her with a sigh.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"The worst pain I ever felt was when Nell dabbed some Ben-Gay on my clit and anus. I screamed so long and so much in shock that the trauma kept me from having orgasms for over a week.”

		I shivered. "God, I hope she doesn't do that to me!"

		"She will, but not today." She squeezed my breasts and stepped back. ”Let me tell you how she cured my affliction. That story will curl your hair for sure.”

		Then Tami began to relate the bizarre tale that was difficult to believe:

		‘My Sketchers silently on fell steps as I walked up the to the main door as I did every morning, since my classes were held here. Seeing the letter's 'NKU: Women's Health Council' emblazoned over the entrance. I just knew today was going to be different, I knew it. It was lovely and warm, the sun is shining and I'm glad I had decided to wear just a loose summer dress, buttoned at the back, and my brief panties. Since I had been rendered orgasm-less I had been frantic trying to achieve a climax. Over a week, fingers, dildos, carrots anything between my legs trying without success to get to the ‘Big O’. But I had learned to cope when it came to my studies or I would have flunked out.

		My mind went back to the day crazy Nell had put Ben Gay on my clitoris and my anus to slow down my orgasms, but it backfired and it ended up eliminating them altogether. Making porn videos was hard to do if you couldn’t get aroused. The videos I made helped pay my tuition and I needed that job. Worst of all faking orgasms as you well know, was a ‘no-no’ for Nell.

		I went into the resource center where I was doing research on Women’s Health and said "Hi" to Mikki, who was sorting some books at the counter.

		She looked lovely this morning in a sleeveless white blouse, her blonde hair swept back and the blueness of her eyes accentuated by the clear, fair skin of her face. She looked up and smiled. "Hi Tami!" she called.

		For some reason I was consumed by an odd euphoria that everything was wonderful. It's one of those days. In spite of my current affliction.

		I checked my iPhone for an alert and saw, "Happy birthday," the text message from Nell said this morning. "I am leaving your present at your desk. Better open it in the ladies room."

		I felt a little surprised. It wasn't my birthday. I was 19 only last month. It seemed she had other ideas.

		There was the parcel on my desk. I picked it up and walked round to the restroom with my handbag. Nobody was around yet, but Nell got such goofy ideas, like the Ben Gay, I thought it would be better to open it in a stall. I undid the wrapping and found her note with a plain box with no markings.

		Her note said, "Put it on and throw the box away. I can control this with my machine. You won't see me, but I'll see you. We’ll solve your little affliction! Have a nice day, sweetie!"

		I opened the box and there was a complicated vibrator inside. There was a tube of KY Jelly and there was a long dildo section, not too thick, encased in a thin plastic sheath, which flopped about loosely around it. The base was wider and extended at one side, obviously to cover the whole vulva entrance. There were two straps at the side connected to another to fit around the waist. Oh my, Nell! What are you up to now?

		I looked at it and inspected it thoroughly and felt excited at the very idea of it. I lifted up my skirt after undoing a couple of the lower buttons and slipped down my panties. I started from behind, pulling the ends of the belt round my waist and fastening the buckle loosely. I brought the instrument up between my thighs.

		After liberally lubing myself I carefully inserted the dildo section into my vagina, opening myself up by rubbing the tip around my entrance for a little while. My excitement mounted as I felt it sliding through the entrance and into my body. I bucked my thighs around it to feel it inside me. I pulled the other part of the base over the lips of my vulva, covering my clitoris, and I fastened the belt. A feeling surged through me and I pulled the belt as tightly to me as I could and then did up the buckle. The supporting straps passed through loops on the belt and I pulled these tight so the instrument pressed firmly between my thighs.

		I stood up straight in the cubicle, my legs apart. Oh, gosh! What a sensation! How was I going to dare to wear this all day? I dropped down the lid and sat on the commode with my legs together. It felt quite comfortable. It fit easily in my vagina and I could squirm a little to make contact with it and press it against different parts of my vaginal walls. I moved my lips to let the head slip easily between them. A bulge pressed around the entrance to my vagina and another shape on to my clitoris. Mmm, what a secret! I decided to slip my panties into my handbag and to leave the bottom button of the skirt to my dress undone. I felt around to get an idea of its shape. I thought if I passed water it would trickle all around and wet everything. I would have to keep my dress clear and mop up carefully afterward.

		I opened the door and walked to the bin to deposit the wrappings. I had to wear the thing now because I didn't think it would fit in my handbag if I took it off. I walked around the bathroom to get the felt of wearing it. It was snug and comforting at the moment. It was the idea of it, which was so sexy. There was no movement or other sensation. I looked at myself in the long mirror. My skirt was wide and there was no sign of the belt and straps. Nobody would know what I was wearing underneath. I walked into the library and saw that another student I knew Natalie had come and she was talking to Tami. She looked stunning. Everyone looked stunning to me that day. She was a brunette, slim and of average height with lovely firm breasts. Her short hair curls forward over her ears and she used deep red lipstick. She was wearing a neat black dress with short sleeves and a wide belt.

		I moved toward them cautiously, very aware of what was between my thighs. "Hi Natalie!" I called, trying to sound surprised.

		"Hi Tami!" she smiled at me.

		"Natalie is helping out today," Mikki explained.

		"Oh lovely!" I exclaim.

		A steady stream of coeds used the library all through the day. We could usually manage easily but it was nice to have someone else to talk to. Natalie was always lively and full of fun. The time would pass very pleasantly.

		We chatted for a few minutes and I felt very self-conscious about what I was wearing. The belt was very tight and a constant reminder of it, as was the pressure between my legs. The thing penetrating me kept me feeling sexy and I was giggling at everything.

		Then people started to come in and we had more to do. The vibrator was very still. I was getting used to the pressure of the implement between my legs and its intrusion inside me.

		I worked at my laptop for some time and dealt with people at the counter. They were always asking for advice on books. As time passed I seemed to develop an awareness between my legs. It was difficult to decide if it was just the presence of the implement or if it was beginning to get active.

		It gave me a thrill, something I’d been missing down there for so long, and I felt my breath becoming a little heavier and this was more noticeable when I talked. Soon it became obvious that the thing was really working. I felt a buzzing sensation around the ring pressing on to my opening. I knew the dildo section was also vibrating and if I moved myself around I could get it to press on to the walls of my vagina.

		A little pulsing sensation began to affect my clitoris. It was making me excited. My breathing was heavier. Then the thought occurred to me that it was Nell who was doing this. I felt even sexier know. I knew she got a thrill when she felt she was controlling me and I loved her to do it. I imagined her watching me from somewhere - I didn't know where - and manipulating the controls of her machine to send these sensations to me. She would be excited herself when she did it. I thought she was using me to stimulate her own pleasure.

		I was becoming embarrassed when I had to deal with people. I was confused by the procedure of registering the books out and in. Natalie kept beside me and made sure I did everything properly. She saw that I read the bar codes with the machine on the books and on the readers' membership cards and that I recorded everything correctly.

		It was just as well. I did it all the time, but today I seemed to be confused, especially when the thing suddenly sprang into life and sent waves of sensation through my body. It makes me jump but I try to control myself and hide it from everybody.

		A younger girl came to the counter. She asked me if there was anything on menstruation. I advised her to go to the Tampax site on the Internet. I asked her if she had a particular problem. She was a lovely girl, dark haired, slim and with an intense expression.

		The dildo started to get more active. Nell was getting me excited so that I would be attracted to the girl. I knew. I would love to help her. She said she didn't have a problem, but just wanted to get to know more. I thought she was blushing slightly. I was sure there was something worrying her. I was dying to know what it was but she wasn't going to tell me. I was disappointed.

		I repeated my suggestion about the web site and I advised her to look for others. She thanked me and went on her way. The vibrations died down for a few minutes and I got back to normal. A lady came to the counter and she was really hot. Late thirties, wavy golden hair, lovely smile, and full figure, she asked me quietly about lesbian fiction.

		"Lucy told me to mention her name," she said. "She's a close friend."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		The gorgeous woman gave me a knowing smile. I had known Lucy for ages and she often came for advice about this sort of book.

		"Do you just want to borrow some?" I asked.

		"Yes, for a start," she answered.

		I led her to the section, which was in a quiet corner. We had a good selection. I asked her what her interests were and showed her all we had. As I talked I felt the thing buzzing more between my legs. My excitement grew, while I looked at her face, watching the interest she showed in the various authors.

		Nell would know that I found the lady very attractive. I was that sort of girl.

		"I think I'm mainly interested in romance at the moment," she said. "I like to read about active women."

		The activity between my thighs became more intense. My breathing became heavier. I was sure she could notice. I took a volume down I had read recently.

		"This one is about two women who fall deeply in love at work," I explained. "They make very passionate love to each other and it is described in detail."

		I was almost gasping now; the feeling was so intense in my lower abdomen. I adored this lady and I wanted her to take me.

		"Is it very erotic?" she asked.

		"OH!" I cried, then my libido abated like a switch had been flipped.. "Yeah, yes it is!" My voice now taking on the sound of disappointment.

		I leaned against the shelves to steady myself; the feeling was so promising. Nell had nearly made me cum in front of a lovely woman. I knew she had done it deliberately. It was actually the closest I had been to an orgasm in weeks. Maybe it just took practice.

		"Really? You can certainly recommend it, can't you, dear?" she laughed. "I'll take it and let you know."

		The machine was still now, but strange tingling waves rolled across my front from my vagina and clitoris to my breasts. She leaned forward and kissed me, stroking my hip and passing her hand over my butt. I was dazed by the burst of passion released through my body however long the duration, and I didn't realise what was happening. It wasn't easy to realize that a near orgasm had almost taken over my body in front of her.

		Natalie came round the end of the bookcase and said: "I'll look after you, Ma’am. Tami is having quite an active day herself today."

		The lady smiled at me. "She certainly is," she said, patting my side and kissing me again. "Enjoy yourself, dear. You're very pretty and you deserve it." Natalie smiled at me as well.

		"Why don't you sit down for a minute, Tami," she suggested. "You'll be better soon." She put her hand on my bottom and guided me to my chair.

		I was sure she could feel the straps I was wearing. Mikki smiled at me too. "Sit down, Tami," she said.

		I sat down and thought. It was very apparent that they all knew what was happening to me and that the little secret I shared with Nell was common knowledge. They were all very sympathetic and wanted me to have a good time. Perhaps they were getting a thrill themselves, knowing what was happening to me. I thought I would. Natalie registered the loan of the book for the lady and she left, giving me a wave.

		"Goodbye dear," she smiled. "Thank you for your help."

		I waved in acknowledgement. I had recovered my composure now and the thing was vibrating quite gently. The near orgasm had left me feeling quite horny, though, and the realization that everybody knew about me made me feel confident.

		There was a pile of books on the shelf at the back of the counter waiting for someone to return them to their places on the shelves. I felt I had to move about now and so I took a few and looked for their proper positions. I walked around with firm steps, enjoying the excited feelings across my abdomen, in my breasts and nipples and between my thighs.

		I noticed one or two people were watching me and I liked that. When I had to reach for the higher shelves the activity of the vibrator increased and this gave me a special thrill. My arms were stretched out above my head and ripples of pleasure ran through me. I knew that Nell was having fun with me.

		I was conscious of moisture around the thing covering my vulva. At least my natural lubrication had finally kicked it. My level of excitement was higher now so I went back to my place and sat on a stool, opening the back of my skirt, and lifting the hem so that my bare skin was in contact with the seat.

		I knew that it was completely hidden from view by the counter. I was getting a thrill from my contact with the material of the seat and the vibrator was buzzing inside me. I was increasing my arousal by writhing my thighs on the seat to bring the surface of the machine into contact with different parts of the wall of my vagina. I was bucking my hips and legs to a rhythm and the movements were getting faster and more vigorous.

		Now I was panting and moaning under my breath.

		Suddenly Natalie called, "Tami, will you hold the steps, please. This goes on the top shelf."

		I was a little embarrassed. I may be too aroused to move now. I stood up and my dress fell over my legs. The top of the stool was very wet. I walked over to Natalie, staggering a little and I had to hold on to the steps to steady myself.

		The vibrator was buzzing inside me so wildly that I thought people must be able to hear it. The feeling in my clitoris and vagina was intense and it was spreading over my body. I couldn’t be far from my much needed orgasm and I was yearning for fulfilment. My breathing was heavy.

		Natalie must have realized the state I was in because she said, "Oh Tami! You need to lie down. Come with me."

		She pushed me with her hand over my back to a door, which was usually locked. She opened it and took me inside. I had been in there before and knew that it led to a small room used for storage, but with a couch in the center. Natalie unbuttoned my dress and slipped it off my shoulders.

		"Best not to spoil this," she explained with a smile. "Now, why don't you lie down, dear?"

		I sat on the couch and laid back with relief. I pulled to the center and opened my thighs as the intense feelings between them demanded. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the ravishing sensations in my body. I felt Natalie connect something to the thing between my legs. She started to pump and I got the feeling that the dildo in my vagina was getting bigger.

		I realized that the plastic sheath was filling up with some fluid and swelling out. I felt my vagina stretch out and the dildo extended further inside me. I moaned and opened out my thighs to receive it, loving the sensation of the big thing inside me. Natalie soon had it as big as it would go.

		"There you are, dear. Enjoy yourself," she cooed.

		I knew that I would reach my orgasm very soon. I was very near and I was longing for it. The sensation was different now. I loved the big hard thing penetrating my body, but it was not vibrating. The fluid did not let the movement of the inside reach the wall of my vagina. The buzzing sensations were in my entrance, over my lips and, most of all, on my clitoris. The thing was humming steadily and, now that I was still and letting them have their effect on me, my excitement was growing all the time. Someone else came in.

		"Isn't she pretty?" I heard a voice exclaim, maybe Natalie. "Such a beautiful body, such a lovely color," was that Mikki?

		I was adoring the sensations and longing for fulfilment, but I was still happy in this state. After some minutes I sensed a change. I seemed to be giving out as well as receiving. Was it possible my much awaited orgasm had started, slowly, gently.

		"She's cumming now," someone said.

		The feelings became more intense. I stretched out my whole body to receive all the rapture I could. The big dildo was the center of my existence, parting my thighs, penetrating my body. My clitoris was radiating waves of delight across the whole of me, to my breasts and down my thighs. I was quivering in ecstasy all over. I could not imagine greater pleasure.

		It went on and on.

		Now I was seeking something even more. I wanted to enjoy the sensation of the dildo on the surface of my vagina. I squirmed my thighs against the big thing inside me and felt it in me more. The pleasure increased and made me want more. I wriggled with it and against it harder and harder. The more I did so, the higher the delight, making me seek to increase it.

		The thing over took me and I lost control of myself. I was wild. I was struggling desperately, out of control, only seeking more of this glorious feeling. Helplessly, I became rigid and then everything exploded in spasms shaking my body. Violent pain wracked my front as I twisted helplessly and this added even greater rapture. The dildo was trapped somehow.

		I was shaking and shivering.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Now it was abating again and finally stopping. Now I was stiff again, lying still on the couch as before, the big dildo the center of my being. The vibrations on my clitoris and the outside of my vulva were weak. I was still in the orgasmic state, though, and the thing was in control of me. It was a great joy, which filled my whole being and it was going on and on. It had been so very long in arriving.

		Now I wanted some more again and I remembered the agony I had just received. I writhed myself restlessly against the dildo again and I felt the same sensations. I knew I could climax again. I was continuing to writhe and wriggle so that my vagina pumped the dildo. It was taking over again. My movements were uncontrollable. I gave in to them with delight, wanting a repeat of the climax and the wonderful pain.

		It was coming.

		I went rigid.

		I exploded.

		The pain. It wasn't good now. It was too much, but I couldn't help it. I wanted it to stop, but it wouldn't. It was dying down. I was still again. The vibrations had stopped. I was stiff once more, lying still and the orgasm was going on. It was controlling me. The sensation was wonderful, but I feared the pain. It had been such a long time.

		I was rubbing myself against the dildo again and I couldn't stop it. I was trying not to because of the pain last time. It was going on and on and I was fighting against it. Now it was the climax. It was not as strong. The spasms were coming but they were weaker and there was not much pain.

		They stopped and I relaxed, but still the feeling of orgasm was there. There was something else. A feeling in the background of calmness, of textured darkness, illuminated by different colors and shades.

		It was taking over.

		I felt the dildo in the center of me and I wanted to feel more. I was rubbing myself against it again to stimulate myself. The excitement built up again, more and more. It was going to be wonderful. I would take the pain. But it didn't go any further. It was lovely but then it died down. It was all the grained darkness now. The colors came and went. Red. Orange. Yellow. Red. Green. ........

		Someone was brushing my lips with hers. Mmmmmm....

		"Are you okay Tami," she whispered.

		"Yes Nell," I murmured. "I'm fine. "

		I knew I could cum like that if somebody helped me.

		"Thank you."

		Well, I was having a lovely birthday!’

		***

		Tami finished her fascinating story and then smiled and said to me." Reach back and spread your buttocks."

		I hesitated and she slapped me on the ass. "Do it."

		I leaned forward slightly and reached back and spread my buttocks. I moaned when I felt an eddy of cool air touch my anus. Behind me she cupped my vulva and then pushed her thumb into my anus. I moaned and whimpered, staring at her reflection in the mirror.

		"This is the PBA grip." Tami said.

		I looked at her confused, “The what?”

		“The Professional Bowlers Association’s bowling ball grip.” Tami explained with a grin.

		I held onto the sink as she lifted me off my feet for a moment. Her middle finger slipped into my wet pussy. "Do you want me to stop?"

		I hesitated for a moment before shaking my head. "Nooo."

		She brought me to orgasm very quickly, her thumb deep in my ass. Afterward, while she was washing her hands, I asked her if she thought of herself as a lesbian. She thought a moment before answering.

		"No, I don't really think of myself as anything but a person who likes and loves sex. I do lean more toward women, but I hate labels. They're like boxes, trying to hold you in."

		She dried her hands and we walked back to the set. She stroked my buttocks gently as we walked. I was surprised at how much I enjoyed having her touch me. I bumped her with my hip and she slid her arm around my waist.

		Ten minutes later I watched her hanging face-down over the platform. She had leather restraints on her wrists and ankles. She'd stretched out on her belly while chains connected to a manual hoist were attached to the restraints.

		I'd listened to her grunt as she was hoisted into the air. I thought her shoulders would be dislocated but they weren't. She whimpered softly as her nipples were clamped. Her whimpers went up in volume as heavy weights were attached to the clamps.

		A wooden peg, like a horse's bit was placed her in mouth and secured by leather thongs that tied behind her head. It did nothing to muffle her screams. I crouched nearby, my wrists secured behind my back, and watched. I was placed so I'd been seen on-camera part of the time.

		My knees were spread, per Nell's order, to make sure I was fully exposed. My nipples were clamped and weighted. Nell whipped Tami with a narrow leather strap. She concentrated on her buttocks and Tami's whimpers soon turned to cries of anguish. I could see the tears streaming down her face.

		I hated what they were doing and was ashamed that it excited me to hear Tami scream and cry. A guy came over and blocked my view. He unzipped, took his cock out, and pushed it into my mouth. I closed my eyes and let him fuck me in my mouth. When he came in my mouth and I swallowed I had to finally admit that Kaitlynn had been completely right. I loved being used like this.

		When he was out of the way I watched them fuck Tami with a dildo mounted on a pole. She softly grunted each time the dildo was thrust into her vagina and I assumed, correctly, that they were hitting her cervix with almost every stroke. They fucked her steadily for about ten minutes and then it was my turn.

		I jerked and twitched while Nell whipped me but I had to try and control myself to avoid dislocating my shoulders. I was crying from the pain in my nipples before Nell started whipping me. I could see everything I was facing a mirrored wall. Nell whipped me until I was screaming continuously. Then they fucked me and I grunted like Tami had as the dildo rammed my cervix.

		They weren't fucking me for my pleasure, just for show, so they didn't concern themselves with how I felt. I hung there for what seemed like hours but in reality it wasn't more than twenty minutes.

		When they broke briefly to change tape they left the dildo in my cunt. Tami came over and wiped away my tears after removing the weights and clamps. I was drooling uncontrollably. She stood and whispered soothing nonsense while rubbing my belly gently.

		In a change of script they sent Tami to do me with her tongue while I was still hanging there. One of the guys spread my buttocks and shoved a dildo up my ass and then Tami took his place. She brought me to orgasm as quickly as possible and then they let me down. I was on the platform, face-down, when Tami removed the dildo from my ass. She sat and stroked me while the restraints were removed.

		We were done for the day. We showered together and left. Tami got into an old Accord and headed back to campus. I went back to my room and took a nap. I'd quit my job at the bar. I had a check for $800 in my pocket. Evidence in case we ever made an arrest.

		Before I went to sleep I called in and asked for a check to be run on Tamara Worthington, a freshman at the university. Later, when I checked my voice mail I learned that she was exactly who she said she was. The next day I went back but they didn't need me that day. I called Tami and got her roommate. She told me that Tami was in her English class.

		I drove over to the campus and found the class room. I waited outside and when Tami came out she looked like any other freshman girl - clean and well-scrubbed, her eyes shining, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. She greeted me with a smile and accepted my offer of coffee at Dunkin’s, just off campus. She was wearing shorts, a cropped Tee, and running shoes and looked adorable.

		I was wearing a similar outfit but my Tee wasn't cropped and my shorts weren't quite as short as hers. But then my legs weren't as nice as hers. As I pulled out onto the street she reached over and put her hand on my thigh, just below my shorts.

		"I want you, Mandy. Can we skip the coffee?" I nodded and took her to the room I'd rented.

		I was ashamed to take her there but I couldn't very well take her to my apartment. We undressed each other and made love slowly. Later, we cuddled together, our bodies slick with sweat. She told me she loved me and I started to cry. I stayed away from her after that, only seeing her at the studio. She was puzzled and hurt and it broke my heart.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		The investigation sputtered on for two weeks. I made six or seven videos all told and found no evidence that they were using underage girls. No evidence of any other crimes being committed. I submitted my report and the investigation was closed. I ran into Kaitlynn a day later.

		She smiled and looked at me closely. "How'd it go?"

		I shrugged. "It was a dud. They're completely legal."

		"How are you?"

		I looked away and took a deep breath. "I just resigned. You were right, I loved the whole scene. And I fell in love. With a pretty college girl."

		She nodded. "What are you going to do?"

		I smiled. "I'm going to get her out of that scene and make sure she's a full-time student and nothing more. Then I'm going to work at the bar and make videos. I'm more suited for it than she is. She's just a nice girl doing what she needed to do to stay in school. I'm a slut." I nodded and walked away.

		I found Tami at her dorm and asked her to go for a walk with me. I told her the entire story.

		"So, you're not making any more videos. You're going to study hard and graduate with honors. Do you understand? I'll pay your tuition and send you a check every week."

		She stared at me in silence for a moment. "Aren't we going to be together? "

		I shook my head. "No, I don't want you anywhere near me or that scene."

		I turned and walked away, headed for my car. I could hear her crying and it took every ounce of willpower I possessed to keep walking when I wanted to run back and take her in my arms and kiss her tears away instead of her suffering like so much collateral damage. .

		***

		That night, back in my own apartment, I was surprised to hear my doorbell ring. I glanced through the peep hole and saw Tami standing there with a determined look on her face. "Go away." I said softly.

		She banged on the door. "Open up, Mandy. Don't make me cause a scene."

		She continued to bang on the door and I finally opened it a few inches. She pushed her way in and I closed the door and locked it. She pushed me up against the door and hissed, "You're mine. Got that? You're not going to push me away! Understand?"

		She had me by the throat and I couldn't breathe. I nodded frantically and croaked, "I can't breathe."

		Then, with an shocked look, and sore neck, I grinned. Feeling as if somewhere in the aftermath of the fracas, I earned not just Tami's lust, but her love.

		She let me go and I took a couple of deep breaths. She took me in her arms, kissed me thoroughly, and then walked me to the bed. She sat down and told me to get my clothes off. We both undressed quickly and she pulled me into her. I rested my head against her shoulder and sighed while she fondled me.

		But finally, when our kiss ebbed, and my head fell back to the bed, Tami raised her body off of mine. A raising she quickly turned into a mounting, as my cute lover sexily crawled up my body and brought her ass down to a rest on my chest.

		From that position beneath her, I could smell the scent she had on her. The smell of her aroused soggy pussy and my own beginning to throb. In a way just being there beneath her was enlightening. I had been subdued. She was about to clarify our relationship.

		And though before this shocking development, in the heat of the moment, I would have told you that I would never be in that position. Would never be beneath her, and preparing for whatever she had in store for me. Part of me, the part that was filled with lust yet unabated, yearned for her damp pussy. The one that was now inches away from my lips. And as I lusted after her pulsing pussy, licking my own lips, driven by instinct, and desire, she gave me permission.

		"Eat me..." The smug Tami said in a soft command, calling my eyes to hers as she sat atop me. Her gorgeous breasts framing her beautiful sweat-streaked face. A face that gleamed with confidence and readiness. But even in that shared gaze, each of us communicating without words, she grinned before adding. "Bitch..."

		I was so sure at one time; I was going get her out of my life. But I was going to submit to my new lover, letting her use her thicker, curvier body against me, tattoos and all. But here I was - AGAIN. And all I had left was to again give into my rival's will - her wants - her desires.

		And so I swallowed or gulped (it was more of a gulp) before I nodded to her; that self-pleased grin of hers still not having faded. Even as she gave me the slightest nod back, prodding me softly to do as she asked, even as I felt her fingers curling around my hair, preparing to give me a harder nudge if it became necessary.

		But it wouldn't be, as I quickly set in, leaning my head just as her right hand moved to her mound and then down, her fingers spreading her lower lips for me. I could see she was wet, almost soaked from the excitement I had brought out in her in our argument and how close she had come to orgasm even now. But there was no doubt that I was wetter - a consequence of my arousal, and how talented Tami truly was at this game.

		And though I could have laid there beneath her and thought about my regrets, and how it came to be for hours, it was time. Time to be good. To be obedient. Not for a chance to obtain some sense of control or regain my lost dignity, but instead to please. And please I did, as my tongue slowly, timidly, restrained by shame and not a lack of desire, snaked out beyond my lips and into hers.

		It was then that I tried to just focus. Focus on making the woman atop me scream - to make her moan. To make her, despite her anger, orgasm. She didn’t just want me to fuck but she also wanted me to LOVE her. Giving her the assurance by my actions that if she were to fuck me again, her actions would mean pleasure - intense, soul-seizing pleasure. The kind she would never forget.

		Within only a moment I could feel the muscles of her inner thighs pulse and seize, tightening around my face, and pressing my cheeks without intention. With that reaction, her left hand released its light hold it had on my hair, and instead began to gently stroke, almost petting me as if I were a good little pet.

		"I'm close..." Tami whispered, as her own hips began to thrust forward, and then grind back. "Won't ... ah ... take ... ah ... long." As she spoke I tried with all my talents to stop her from speaking, not with a smother, but with increased efforts, catching her clit between my teeth, and then lashing it with my tongue, faster and faster - harder and harder, letting the center of my pink tool press and linger on her most sensitive of triggers. For each such effort and change in pace and pressure, I could feel her react, readjust, and moan out for me. Before too long, I saw her eyes close, her face a mask of pleasure and shamefully wanton enjoyment.

		"Fuck, fuck..." She offered in exaltation, as her hips which had moved without her knowing before, began to rock forward far, and back deep, pushing me to release her clit from my teeth and stab my tongue deep into her. At that moment, she took from me control and began to ride my digging tongue, leaving me not else to do but to hold it still and keep it stiff for her.

		'You like that,' I wanted to say. To earn from Tami a comment on how well I was doing, desperate for something, ANYTHING that would make me feel better about myself and letting her back into my life. But instead, with my face buried in her pussy, her juices which had mixed with my saliva flowing down like a waterfall from my cheeks and chin, I just remained, feeling at least sure that her orgasm was not a second or two away.

		It was then that she gave an urgent pump of her hips, as her eyes opened. Then, as she came to a sudden stillness, she stared down into my eyes. In them, I saw both unfulfilled need, and an offer. A kind, tender proposal.

		You do it. Make me cum. The message didn't come in words, but I understood it as if Tami had carved it into my chest. With that look and the control it gave back to me, I felt my lips curve up, unbidden, into a much-needed smile. An expression that came, just as I reached my arms up, and placed my sweaty palms and spread fingers on her thrusting hips. There, with them anchored I grabbed her tight, locking her down atop my mouth. Forcibly stopping her from rocking or riding. In reaction, she gasped loudly, as her petting hand seized my hair, yanking it upwards in excitement.

		Then, having her right where I wanted her, I attacked. Devouring her clit, and putting the tip of my tongue into quick, tight spasms, which caused her to again gasp, then moan, then whimper, all as she almost began to try and get away from me, the pleasure being too intense for her. The body of my triumphant rival leaning back, as her legs tried to flex and raise her off of me. But I held her firm and tight. Not letting her get away. Not because I held to some illusion that she and I were battling for supremacy once again, but instead because I was determined to own her, even in defeat. To burn my face into her memory and sear the marking of my sexual prowess into her soul.

		"Shit! Shit! Shiiiiiiiit!! I'm cumming, Mandy!" Tami spoke and sputtered as her inner thighs seized around my head, so tight I almost blacked out. But even with that threat I never stopped, my tongue worked furiously, feverishly, and as hard as I could make it go. As she approached orgasm, I could see her face begin to glow, and her lips form a wide joy-filled smile, even as they opened to let out small bursts of pleasure-drenched sound.

		Seconds later, I felt her body tense, her toes curl beneath my back, and then in a symphony of lust, passion, and pleasure, she released upon me. When she did, her honey dripped down into my mouth and across my face, her body finally succumbing to my talents - even if it was too late to give me victory.

		That succumbing I loved and needed so badly I can't even describe it. And so I did not stop or let Tami fall to the side and off of me. No, I continued to hold her in place, my hands moving to and then massaging her inner thighs as my tongue pressed against her pink walls, and then drug down, inch-by-inch. Making her orgasm last as long as I could, and then cleaning her soaked inner canal with my tongue - taking every last drop of her essence for myself. Until finally, when I could take no more from her, and give her not a moment's more pleasure, I let her loose.

		"That was soooo fucking good," Tami murmured, minutes later, before she finally found the strength to dismount me. Then, she surprised me, after all, that had transpired, by leaning forward and kissing my face. Her tongue lapped at the smear of her juices on my lips. Knowing what she wanted, I offered her my tongue, extending it from my lips and letting her take back whatever was left with a reckless, devious delight.

		Later, I agreed that we'd both do the videos but only with each other. No more sex with others. If Nell didn't agree than I'd find some other way to support us. As it turned out, Nell did agree and we lucked into a job that we both loved and paid well.

		We worked for Nell at night and Tami went to school during the day. She moved in with me after her freshman year was over. Now, she's a sophomore and doing quite well, her GPA is 3.93. I'm moonlighting as a topless waitress and why not? The tips are damn good.

		END.
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