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		Life Imitating Art

		

		Book One

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		I'm a federal agent employed by one of those ubiquitous alphabet named agencies. Recently, I was asked to volunteer for a covert assignment and I jumped at the chance. It involved an undertaking designed to break up a major porn operation that was suspected of feeding stills and videos of underage girls 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. It seemed the videographers thought of themselves as 'artists. The only way in would be to insert an agent posing as a bondage model. That's where I came in. I laughed at the thought, the entire industry believed they were in the business of making 'art', I then must be an artist's model. Oh boy!

		My name is Christie 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' 4" and weigh 112 pounds helped - I definitely don't look threatening.

		I was interviewed four times before being accepted for the assignment. The first interview was with a consulting physiologist, 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 bowels of the headquarters' annex. A young woman in her late twenties greeted me with a smile. "Hi, Christie. I'm Kelly. 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 pink or something."

		She laughed, "God no! You need much more than that. I am going to cut and color your hair. However I have work to do on your pubic hair, navel, and at least one nipple. I'm also applying a small tattoo. That's doing what's minimally necessary for this mission."

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

		"Go ape shit on piercings, both nipples, outer labia on both sides, clitoral hood, and your clit. The large tramp stamp tattoos on the lower back have fallen out of favor; shoulders and arms, are all the rage now, 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.

		Kelly 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 Kelly, 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 Kelly 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."

		"With a woman?"

		"No."

		"Have you experienced anal sex?"

		"No."

		She frowned at my response. "Have you ever had sex with two or more other people at one time?"

		"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. Kelly 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 your 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 shave 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.

		Kelly trimmed my thick, unruly pubic bush with a pair of scissors. Then she 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 shaving cream over my mound. I wiggled as her fingers brushed the cream over every inch of my vulva.

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

		She walked over to a cabinet and took out an old fashioned straight razor. She smiled when she saw the look on my face.

		"Relax, I'm not going to cut off anything that you really need."

		"Jesus! You've got a weird sense of humor."

		I tried, unsuccessfully to kept my voice from quavering. She shaved me with deft strokes, cleaning the blade after every swipe. She was very good and 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!"

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		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!"

		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. "That's crazy and you know it."

		"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 little flower.

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

		"I do it on the side."

		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. 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, Kelly."

		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 barmaid 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 video.

		"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 $1000 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 Kasey. She said she was a freshman at the state 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, sportive legs were very beautiful. Her thighs were covered with a peach fuzz bleached white by the sun. Great touch for looking like a teenager.

		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. Kasey 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 Kasey 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.

		Kasey'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 Kasey 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 Kasey at least as hard as she'd spanked me. She cried nicely and I enjoyed hearing her sob.

		I realized suddenly that Kelly had been right. I was enjoying the whole scene! I used the strap hard, turning Kasey's cute butt a bright red, savoring her cries of pain. We took a break after that and I went into the bathroom threw up. I was disgusted with myself for proving Kelly right.

		Kasey came in while I was washing my face. She'd put on a little cropped Tee 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. "The worst pain I ever felt was when Nell dabbed some Ben-Gay on my clit and anus. I screamed so long and so loud that I lost my voice for three days!"

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

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		"She will, but not today." She squeezed my breasts and stepped back. "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. 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 bowling ball grip."

		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 dowel, 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 be 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 Kasey with a narrow leather strap. She concentrated on her buttocks and Kasey'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 Kasey 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 Kelly had been completely right. I loved being used like this.

		When he was out of the way I watched them fuck Kasey 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 Kasey 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.

		Kasey 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 Kasey 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 Kasey 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 Kasey 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. Kasey got into an old Tempo 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 $4,000 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 Cassandra Webster, 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 Kasey and got her roommate. She told me that Kasey was in her English class. I drove over to the campus and found the class room. I waited outside and when Kasey 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 Starbucks, 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, Christie. Can we skip the coffee?" I nodded and we headed for the nearest bed.

		***

		I took her to the room I'd rented for my assignment. 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. After that we became quite close. Seeing quite a lot of each other. She like stay with me instead of her dorm anyway.

		One night, as I cuddled next to Kasey on the sofa, I told her about Kelly and the work she had done for me, leaving out the part of being on an assignment. I was naked but Kasey was dressed, more or less, and trying to read an assigned book. Finally, exasperated, she put the book down and listened. She toyed with my nipple ring and finally, when I was done, she smiled.

		"You enjoyed being pierced, didn't you?"

		I nodded and smiled, "Yes, I did. Also the pussy shave."

		Kasey kissed me on the tip of my nose. "You're such a slut! Tell you what, we'll go to her shop some night soon and have her do your other nipple and maybe your labia. Would you like that?"

		"Yes, very much." A few days later we went to Kelly's and I stood there naked while they discussed what else should be done. I didn't mind being naked. In fact, I quite enjoyed it and they both knew it. Kelly did my other nipple in the same way - clamp and needle. She thought my bringing Kasey to her was a bit risky, but I just know she got off on it.

		This time I wasn't strapped down. Kasey stood next to me, her hand resting on my shoulder. That held me more effectively than any bindings could. Over the next month Kelly did my labia, clit, and clit hood.

		Then Kasey decided it was enough. While I pouted she turned to Kelly with a smile. "She just likes coming here and stripping in front of us. She's a total slut."

		Kelly chuckled. "I know. You can come over any time. I enjoy seeing her naked."

		I paused with my panties halfway up my thighs. "Why don't you get Kasey to take her top off? Her tits are much prettier than mine. Pierce her."

		Kelly glanced at Kasey and raised one eyebrow.

		Kasey shook her head. "No, absolutely not!"

		I made a puck-puck sound. "Chicken!"

		Kasey glanced at me and hissed, "Your ass is going to be so sore..."

		A moment later her top and bra were off and Kelly was examining her breasts. I teased Kasey's nipples erect and if looks could kill I would have dropped on the spot. Kelly found a pair of stainless steel studs done in a satin finish that contrasted nicely with Kasey's pink nipples and tanned skin.

		I was surprised to see her start to cry as Kelly clamped her nipples. I felt a rush of guilt and told Kelly to stop. I watched Kasey slip into her bra and pull her top on. We left a few minutes later. I apologized as we walked to the car.

		Kasey smiled and said, "You're such a fish!"

		I stopped and stared at her, realizing that I'd been had. She grinned. "I'm still going to whip your ass until you can't sit down."

		She did and I couldn't. At least not until the next morning. I had to sleep on my belly that night. The sex was great and my only worry is that Kasey will find out who I really am and leave me for a girl her own age.

		Every time I bring up her leaving me, she spanks my bare ass until I'm sobbing. Then I spend an hour in the corner, on my knees, naked. When the hour is over, I go to her on my belly and beg her to forgive me.

		She lets me grovel and kiss her pretty knees until she's good and ready to forgive me. Life is good.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		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.

		Kasey and I spent one more night together before I had to tell her about my undercover work. We made beautiful love til the wee hours of the morning.

		Later, we cuddled together, our bodies slick with sweat. She told me she loved me and I started to cry. I just couldn't tell her the truth. Instead I stayed away from her after that, only seeing her at the studio. She was puzzled and hurt and it broke my heart.

		***

		At last, I submitted my report and the investigation was closed. I ran into Kelly a day later. She smiled and looked at me closely.

		"How'd it go?" I shrugged. "It was dud. They're completely legal."

		"How are you?" I looked away and took a deep breath.

		"I just resigned from the Agency. 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 Kasey 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.

		***

		I had a week off from shooting so I decided to visit my cousin to take my mind off Kasey. I had been driving for two hours since my last stop on the expressway when I saw a sign for the service station only a few miles ahead. I had left late in the day and now it was already 2 in the morning. I was growing dead tired and desperately needed a coffee to complete the short drive that I had remaining ahead of me. I took the exit ramp to the small service station and saw only one car parked in the lot. There were 3 vending machines, a phone booth, and two sets of bathrooms. Who the car belonged to was anyone's guess, but I parked near the vending machines and got out of her car.

		I knew warily, I looked too hot for this place, when I emerged from the car. I had on a tight short black skirt that ended well above my knees, hugged my shapely ass, and showed plenty of my thighs. My white turtleneck was ribbed and skin tight, enhancing my breasts perfectly while making my small waist appear even thinner. I accented the outfit with a sexy pair of knee high white socks, and clunky black heeled buckled shoes. My hair had grown out some so my longer hair and makeup were done up perfectly, as usual. My selection of attire, had been influence by my exposure to the world of porn stars.

		I took a few singles from my wallet, before I locked it back up in the glove compartment of the car, and then began walking over to the ladies bathroom. I was surprised when I walked into the bathroom and saw two girls kissing in the center of the smelly bathroom. Both girls were Asian, while one was shorter and much heavier; the other was taller and very masculine like. My clunky black heeled shoes announced my presence and both girls immediately looked up upon hearing the sound.

		Both girls mouths dropped when they saw me and it took them a few seconds to regain their composure.

		I was also shocked and my mouth dropped when I saw the two girls, who were fully clothed making out in the ladies room at a rest station. Apparently the bigger girl took offense to me starring and yelled, "Fuck are you lookin at Bitch!!!"

		I had no idea what to do or say as my mind raced, when the smaller girl walked forward, "Wait Lau, I like her!"

		I began backpedaling towards the door when Lau laughed, "You know what, I kinda like her to, and maybe we can have a three-some with her Kae!"

		The smaller, heavy Asian girl ran forward, and I shrieked as I turned around and bolted for the door. Just as I turned and began to run, I tripped right over my clunky heeled shoe, landing on the floor. Kae dashed by me, running to the door which she quickly locked. I lay on the floor, my short skirt riding up my thigh exposing my white thong underwear. When I was on the floor, I never saw the big Asian woman reach into her purse and pull out a small vial.

		Lau slowly walked over to me while Kae dragged me back up to my feet. The bigger Asian began uncorking the small vial that she had while Kae secured her grip on me. Just as the small vial made its way near me, both Asian girl's immediately took deep breathes and turned their heads. I had no idea what was going on until I started feeling weak in the knees. It wasn't long before Lau threw the bottle to the corner of the restroom, and my knees buckled, slowly losing consciousness.

		When I woke up it took my eyes a few seconds to adjust to the dim light. Panic filled my body when I realized that I couldn't move my hands. I was naked except for my clunky black heeled shoes and knee high white socks, on a cold stone floor with my hands bound behind my back by thick leather cuffs secured tightly around my wrists. When my eyes regained focus, Lau was in the room with me, and the Asian was completely naked. I immediately began begging the darker skinned Asian woman for release when her smaller lesbian lover strode into the room stark naked also. Just then the bigger woman latched onto my hair from behind, "Get to work slave!"

		I slowly raised my head and there, only an inch from my eyes, was Kae's perfectly shaved pussy, the odor instantly making my stomach turn. I swallowed hard and closed my eyes praying this was a nightmare but Lau ripped my hair back screaming at me to start licking her girlfriend's pussy. I closed my eyes and after a few agonizing seconds, I hesitantly licked the hairless pussy lips before me. My stomach churned as I slowly brought my rapidly drying tongue out again, this time my head pulling back slightly in response to the feeling I was getting in the pit of my stomach.

		I still hadn't gotten any deeper the than outer area of Kae's thick pussy lips when Lau finally rammed my face deeply into her girlfriends crotch. I shuddered in horror as my tongue flew deeply in between Kae's lips and into her fully moist pussy. Kae's head rolled back from the sensation of me servicing her, and she softly moaned as Lau's hands left my hair and made their way up to caress Kae's breasts.

		With her thumb and forefinger Lau slowly began arousing Kae's nipples, tenderly going back and forth, back, and forth. Now it was Kae who latched onto my hair and began grinding my face into her own pussy. Soon she began gyrating her hips in rhythm to my tongue which was deep in her pussy and driving her crazy. Lau was now running her hands up and down Kae's body; all the while I was fighting back the bile building in my stomach. My stomach was churning tasting Kae's wet moist pussy, my tongue being driven deeply into the Asian.

		Minutes passed, the sexy Asian treasuring every second, before finally Kae let out a deep groan of pleasure as Lau's hands, and my tongue were taking her to the brink of orgasm. The small Asian woman's thighs began shaking, her hips swaying as she knew what was soon to come. Kae was ripping back on my hair unconsciously while she thrust her pussy as far forward it would go.

		"Ohhhhh Goooodddd!!!! " She screamed as a huge climax tore through her body, her legs going weak as she immediately pulled my face deep into her crotch. I knew what was coming and desperately tried to pull my mouth away from Kae's orgasmic juices, but Kae kept her hands latched into my hair, forcing me to take in her trail of juices. Suddenly Kae felt weak and would have fallen over if not for Lau's grip on her arms.

		My face was red with shame and humiliation; tears welled in my eyes as I tried to swallow the taste of Kae. I immediately slumped down to the floor, when suddenly my hair was grasped tightly and my head was jerked back up. Before I could even swallow the horrendous taste down fully, Lau's hairy snatch was thrust in my face.

		Lau smiled as she latched onto me longer locks, "Start licking the small hairs slut!"

		"W...Www...Wwhaat?" I asked meekly, looking up into Lau's overgrown, thick hairy bush. When I was slow to respond, Lau rammed my face forward and squarely into her crotch. At first I didn't act, and that's when Lau's pussy began grinding all over my face. Kae stepped forward and held me in place as Lau began rammed her pussy all over my now moist face.

		Lau began slowly rubbing her clit and wet pussy lips over my face, slowly increasing the speed. I couldn't stand the smell or the feeling that was coming over me as Lau's juices were beginning to stream into my nostrils and mouth. After a few minutes of utter hell, Lau felt her climax building, and she latched onto my hair and positioned her pussy lips right onto my mouth. It was only seconds before I had a mouthful of Lau's smelly pussy juices filling my mouth.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		I was openly sobbing as Lau let my hair go and enjoyed her satisfying orgasm. Kae meanwhile was busy on the other side of the room turning a small wheel that was attached to the wall. Within seconds, a metal chain began descending from the ceiling that ended in a metal bar with two wrist cuffs attached to the ends of the metal bar. After a few seconds Lau, who was still weak in the knees latched onto my hair and ripped me up to my feet.

		I offered no resistance when Lau unbound my wrists from behind my back and pulled them up above my head. I only begged to be released from this nightmare, but Lau only reached up and slid my wrists into the cuffs attached to the chain. Kae began laughing when she began turning the wheel in the opposite direction, my eyes widened in horror as I was now almost on up on tiptoes. I screamed as my shoulders were starting to strain, my clunky black heeled shoes barely touching the ground when the chain finally stopped rising.

		"Please! Please let me go!!! Pppleasseee!!!" I begged. I knew I looked a sight left in only white knee high socks and the black clunky heels. My body was stretched to the max, my longer hair covering my quivering breasts, while beads of sweat began trickling down my skin.

		"Get the fucking gag, I am sick of this whiney bitch!" Lau yelled to Kae. Kae went to the far side of the room, rummaged through some drawers, and finally walked back with a small black object. My eyes opened in horror as she saw it was a small black ball-gag with a thin black elastic cord attached to it. I began begging and sobbing, but my cries were instantly muffled when Lau slammed the black ball deep into my mouth. My heart pounded as the ball fit perfectly into my mouth, and I shrieked as the leather strap was buckled around the back of my head. Lau tied the leather strap as tightly as it would go, while my body thrashed in hopes of freeing myself.

		"Now get the rope and lets have some fun!" Lau shouted as she began fondling my breasts. I shivered as Lau began caressing and stroking my breasts and it was only seconds before my large brown nipples immediately hardened. Just as Lau was getting into it, Kae returned with a long white cord of rope.

		"Here baby!" she said as she handed the cord to the larger Asian. Lau took the rope and smiled at me while I tried to kick out at the much larger woman. Lau side stepped the kick and immediately stepped forward and slammed her fist into my stomach.

		"Don't try that again or I will fucking pop these perfect tits of yours!!!!" she screamed. Then she stepped forward and began to loop the rope over my breasts. She worked slowly, beginning by wrapping it tightly around the base of my breasts, just at my ribcage. The rope went around my massive breasts again, the tough sinewy material began was tearing my tender flesh apart. The rope was now tied around twice, and Lau gripped the ends together. The make shift bondage device tore into my tender flesh, forcing my tit flesh out like two massive grapefruits.

		When Lau was satisfied that the ropes wouldn't go any tighter she yelled at Kae to take the two ends from behind her. Kae stepped forward, pulled the rope around my thin upper body and then handed the ends back to Lau. The rope was passed around twice more before they ran out of cord, but it had served its purpose. Lau tied the ends together and the lesbian duo had created a perfect rope bondage bra.

		Tears ran down my cheeks from the pain tearing through my breasts. The ropes that were tied around my breasts were half as thin in diameter near my rib cage, than the area outside of her breast. I was in horrible shape; my arms straining to support my weight, my feet futilely slipping and sliding trying to keep their footing on the ground. Lau stepped forward and fired a backhand swipe across my face, my hair whipped to the side. Lau was all smiles as she stepped up and fired another punch into my heaving stomach.

		"Your turn to have some fun baby!" Lau calmly said as she walked to the side, while Kae stepped forward in front of me. With a look of sheer evil on her face, Kae pinched her index finger and thumbnail together in front of me and, realizing what was about to happen, I thrashed my body. But Kae just smiled as she reached forward with both hands and began pinching both of my firm, erect nipples. Kae pulled the my nipples, stretching them out as far as she could - then pulled even harder while my body thrashed uncontrollably in agony.

		Kae repositioned her fingers and began twisting; clockwise then counter-clockwise, then stretching again, followed by more twisting. After what seemed like minutes, Kae released her hold and after a few moments I finally managed to open my eyes which had been squeezed tight against the awful tit torture.

		Then my heart sank as I saw Lau returning with a big smile carrying two alligator clamps connected by a small metal chain. My hair was flipping side to side as I adamantly shook my head, begging as I saw Lau's hands just inches from my breasts opening and closing the small alligator clips tauntingly.

		My scream could easily be heard through the ball gag as my body convulsed in pain as my nipples felt like they were being ripped from my breasts. Lau grabbed the chain connecting the clamps and gave a light tug to be sure the clips were secure. was more than fully satisfied when both nipples pulled my breasts up and away from my body; the teeth threatening to bite through the soft flesh of my nipple at any second. Lau made sure I had stopped thrashing when she grabbed me under the chin and dug her nails into my cheeks.

		"Kae's bringing you a present that should help you forget the pain from our little nipple clips." Lau laughed evilly as she stood watching me thrashing; hoping to dislodge the clamps from my breasts. My breasts were already beginning to turn a nasty shade of purple from the rope bondage; my body was glistening with sweat from my struggles.

		Kae walked over to the drawers and then came back holding up a metal rod about two feet long; one end with a small little pear-shaped rubber dildo attached to the top and the other end had a tiny wheel. Lau continued, "The pear shape goes into that tight little spoiled pussy of yours. Then when I turn the wheel, it stretches that baby way, way out." Whether I heard her or not wasn't clear for my eyes were closed and my hair had again fallen down covering my breasts.

		Lau smiled at me, "Bitch I think I am the only one who doesn't have to shave her crotch!" she yelled as she grabbed a small pinch of pubic hair and pulled until my legs and hips thrust forward to try to ease the pain. Within seconds she had ripped out a clump of short pubic hair, me frantically bucking in response. Soon another bald patch became visible in the middle of the once neatly manicured patch followed by another satisfying scream that the gag ball drowned out. Kae wanted to get back in on the action but Lau already had another small handful; which she gave a slow, steady pull that soon produced results.

		I was screeching as clumps of hair were being ripped out by the roots with each grab! I was too exhausted and out of breath to thrash any longer and just hung limp, my body turning slowly and swaying back and forth as Lau and Kae abused it endlessly. Lau finally had me completely bald before she finally let Kae have room to get back in on the fun.

		Kae was more than eager and she harshly ran her hand over my swollen pussy lips. I moaned when I felt two fingers wriggle their way into my tight pussy. I groaned as Kae began pumping her fingers into me, then I gasped as Kae forced a third finger deep inside. As Kae slowly pumped her fingers in and out, I gasped, not only at the thought of my body being violated like that, but that I felt myself responding to the erotic stimulation!!

		Kae then bent down and began to tease me by gingerly running her tongue over my pussy lips. I was mortified as my pussy began to moisten against my will. Kae's tongue licked my clit while she again thrust in 3 fingers deep into my pussy. Kae's tongue was beginning to drive me crazy, while her fingers were pumping up and down inside of my moist pussy. The treatment went on for over two minutes and I soon felt the tremendous building of my orgasm. My hips suddenly tightened and that's when Kae immediately broke off pleasuring me.

		The whole time my eyes were tightly clenched and my chest was heaving, my heart was pounding. I couldn't believe that I was brought to the brink of climax by this short chubby Asian woman. My thoughts were instantly brought back to the present when Lau yanked on the nipple clamp chain.

		My eyes flew open as blood was starting to drip from my nipples when Lau stared into my unfocused eyes, "Welcome to a whole new level of pain baby!" she said as she now held the metal pear device.

		Lau then plunged the metal pear deeply into my pussy. The initial pain was indescribable hell for me as the 3-inch wide head slammed into me, but nothing like what was still in store for me. Lau laughed, watching my body involuntarily thrash, my ass thrusting seductively in the air as Lau reached back and prepared to ram the pear even deeper.

		Lau bent down and tapped the wheel upwards at the base of the shaft with her fist, driving it a little deeper into my body. I was shrieking through the ball gag, my nipples dripping blood slowly down over my quivering breasts, my crotch pulsating with pain. Lau grabbed the base of the pear in one hand, holding the shaft in the other. As soon as Lau turned the wheel just slightly, my head shot up only to be pulled back by Kae's tight hold on my hair.

		Her actions caused me to bellow, my body thrashing as Lau again gave the wheel a quarter turn. Lau watched my body bucking uncontrollably and chuckled, "Blonde Barbie, calm down. We've only gone a half turn and the wheel goes three full circles."

		Lau managed to complete the first full turn of the wheel and when she finished, I was barely conscious - until Kae reached out and jerked the nipple chain. I let out a blood curdling shriek as the alligator clips pulled free from my nipples and the chain wound up in Kae's hands. My nipples were bleeding profusely where the clamps teeth had taken some of my skin with them.

		Lau gave another half turn to the wheel, and the pain coursing through me was unbearable as I continued thrashing, while the pear was stretched to the size of a large apple. Lau tightened her grip on the steel shaft as she struggled to get the wheel to complete a second turn. After a few brief moments, the second turn was completed and I seemed to be unconscious. By the time, the pear was fully opened, my body was hanging limply from her wrist bonds; I was nearly unconscious from the pain that tore through my broken body. I for some reason remembered the old saying by Oscar Wilde "Life Imitates Art." Then everything went black.

		When I finally awoke it took me some time to get my bearings. Things began to creep back into my mind, the pain tearing through my torn up nipples, my pulsating crotch, and the smell and taste that was left in my mouth. I began to take in my surroundings and realized that I was in the back seat of my car, left in my knee high socks and shoes. I had no idea how long I had been here, but my body was aching with pain. I began panicking as I knew that I has no idea how to identify my attackers. The Asian's car was nowhere to be found, and I had no idea where those dirty bitches had taken me.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

		I had to take three weeks off after the punishment I took at the hands of the two Asian chicks. I had received medical treatment from the abuse to my body, but more specifically, my nipples had received. My nipples were almost yanked off, and the doctors were able to fix them as best they could, but they remained hard, fully erect, and without feeling. My nipples stood hard for almost a full week and a half and now just yesterday they were finally recovered and I had just regained feeling in the tender area.

		I was too embarrassed to leave the house with my nipples standing out almost a half an inch, so for the last week and a half I was a prisoner in my house. Rather than just sitting around, I went through an intense training routine, lifting weights, running on the treadmill, and training with a body bag. My already fit body looked amazing as I spent an hour in the morning jogging on the treadmill and then doing an extensive abs routine, followed by a nightly session with weights and training boxing moves with my friend from video company Nell. I had doubts I would ever do bondage gigs again.

		One night while still recovering in my own apartment, I was surprised to hear my doorbell ring. I glanced through the peep hole and saw Kasey standing there with a determined look on her face.

		"Go away." I didn't want her to see my condition.

		She banged on the door. "Open up, Christie. 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."

		She let me go and I took a couple of deep breaths.

		"What the fuck happened to you Christie?"

		After I explained my abduction, she took me in her arms, kissed me thoroughly, and then walked me over to the sofa. She sat down and told me to get my clothes off.

		I undressed quickly and she pulled me onto her lap. I rested my head against her shoulder and sighed while she fondled me. 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 then I'd find some other way to support us. As it turned out, Nell didn't agree and I began looking for a job. I lucked into a job that I qualified for because of my degree in accounting.

		I worked and Kasey went to school. 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 working as an accountant and I occasionally moonlight as a topless barmaid and why not? The tips are damn good.

		END.

		

		

		

		Picture Perfect

		

		Book Two

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Kennedy Nixon wiped the sweat of her brow as she packed her camera in its case and slung it over her shoulder. Picking up her laptop and some paperwork she wondered how the judge can stand the heat in this old courtroom.

		Kennedy was the court/crime reporter from the local paper and just finished sitting the entire day in an uncomfortable bench covering a story about a local murder case. Slowly she walked towards the exit of city hall as she saw a Sheriff standing at the door waving at her.

		"Hey Kennedy, hold on a moment" It was Tammi. Kennedy's best friend.

		They had known each other since they were seven years old. They lived on the same street, went to the same schools and for a brief time were lovers in college. The affair did not last long as they found out that they were meant to be friends and not lovers.

		Kennedy stopped in her tracks waiting for Tammi to catch up. Kennedy noticed how everyone, male and female, was watching her friend. She could help but smile and agreed with them that her friend was one hot woman in her uniform.

		"Are you going out to Kelsey's tonight?" Tammi asked, after she gave her friend a quick hug.

		"I don't know Tammi, I have to go to the paper, write my story and edit it for tomorrow's paper. I think that is going to take me a while."

		The almost six foot woman slid her arm around Kennedy. "Aww, common Kass, you haven't been out at all in at least 6 months since you and Leigh broke up. It is time for you to get out of that house and back into the real world girl!"

		Kennedy wondered; had it really been that long since Leigh left her, so unsuspected, for another woman? Sadness overcame her and she leaned a little bit into the woman who still had her arm around her. Kennedy removed herself from her friend and sighed heavily.

		"Okay, you win! I will come to the bar tonight but don't expect me to be there before 10:00 PM I still have a lot of work to do."

		"All right! See you tonight then!"

		As they each went their own way.

		***

		Kennedy hit the 'Enter' button on her computer and stretched her tired muscles. She looked at the clock on her computer screen and realized it is almost 9:00 pm. She looked around and saw that most of her colleagues were still bent over their computers trying to make their 11:30 PM deadline. All she had to wait for was the okay from her editor that her work was done and she could go home. She stood up and walked to her boss's office and stuck her head around the corner.

		"Jeff, I finished the story could you read it real quickly and okay it so I can go home?"

		"I am already reading it, and so far so good. Just go home girl; if there is anything that needs to be done I am sure I can handle it! Oh and Kennedy, could you check your email please? One of the reporters just called in sick and I need someone to cover the anti-war rally tomorrow morning and you are the only one who is off."

		"Sure Jeff, I don't have any plans for tomorrow. Is all the info in the email?"

		"Thanks Kennedy! You are a lifesaver. I send it all to you already in the email if you have any questions I will be here till about midnight, okay?"

		"Right, see you Monday."

		Kennedy walked to her desk, grabbed her stuff and just when she had all her arms full and was ready to walk to her car her iPhone rang. She dropped her coat on a chair and fished for her cell phone. The caller ID said that it was Tammi.

		"Hi Tammi, what's up?"

		"I am just reminding you to come to the bar tonight, I have a surprise for you!"

		Kennedy groaned as she had nearly forgotten her promise earlier today.

		"I am sorry Terr, I know I promised to come but I have worked all day and most of the evening. I am still at the office right now and I am just too tired to go out tonight. Can I take a rain check?"

		Kennedy heard a loud sigh at the other end of the call. "Are you sure you don't have a bit of time to come here I have a girl who is dying to meet you!"

		Now it was Kennedy's time to sigh. Although she loved her friend dearly she was not in the mood for any blind date that Tammi was setting up for her.

		"Sorry babe, I am really worn out and I have another assignment in the morning, I just found out about, so I really have to get some sleep."

		"Alright then, but you are missing a great opportunity Kass. This girl is perfect for you!"

		"You always say that about every girl you set me up with."

		"This time I mean it!" Kennedy laughs at her friends' enthusiasm and after a couple "goodbyes" and "talk to you later" she hung up the phone.

		***

		Kennedy opened her front door and stumbled over a pile of mail that had gathered in the doorway. She dumped her coat, laptop, and keys on the couch, grabbed the stack of mail and walked to the kitchen.

		Her two-year-old cat greeted her with loud purring as she put some food in her dish and refreshed the cats water bowl. She pet the cat while going through her mail. Nothing but bills and advertisements in the whole stack and shoved the stack of papers to the other side of the table joining the rest of paperwork that had a "to do" label.

		She grabbed a frozen dinner out of the freezer and threw it in the microwave. Waiting on her dinner to be done she wondered if she was sure she did not want to go out tonight. Kennedy admitted to herself that she was becoming a bit of a hermit and pondered over giving Tammi a call that she was coming anyway. But as soon as it entered her mind the microwave beeped and all the thoughts about going out were gone.

		While eating her dinner she opened her laptop and started reading the email from the paper about the assignment she had to do tomorrow morning. Although Kennedy mostly wrote the court and criminal reports; now and then she got general assignments she had to do. Kennedy put the info about the assignment in her computer, closed her computer, and threw away her finished dinner remains and headed to bed.

		***

		It was 7:30 am and the alarm went off and groggily she pushed the snooze button. She felt something jump on top of her and she opened one eye to see her kitty trying to get her attention.

		"Alright, Miss Priss, I am getting up already!"

		With a loud groan she half stumbles out of bed and headed off to the bathroom to relieve herself and take a quick shower. After a half, an hour and dripping wet she appeared in the bedroom to see what she could wear today.

		According to the weather forecast it was going to be very warm so she decided on a tank top and some jeans shorts. Standing in front of the mirror she looked at herself deciding that she looked pretty good.

		Looking at her watch and realizing it was getting time to go she grabbed her iPhone, a notebook and her camera bag and was on her way to the other side of the city.

		About an hour and a half later Kennedy found herself looking for the woman she was supposed to meet but the streets were already so busy that she had trouble finding the right person. She asked around and shortly she located the woman in front of the local diner.

		"Hi, my name is Kennedy Nixon from the Montanan, you must be Ms. Wilson?"

		"Yes, but please call me Kait! I already have a booth in the diner shall we go in?"

		The two women walked inside the establishment and sat down. Kait ordered something to drink from the waitress that appeared while Kennedy set her camera bag next to her and grabbed her little notebook and pen out of it.

		About an hour later Kennedy looked at her watch and realized that the rally started in about an hour and as the coordinator Kait needed to be going. They said goodbye to each other and as Kait left the waitress appeared with the bill.

		"Could you tell me where your restrooms are?" Kennedy asked the waitress.

		"Just go to the back and then the second door to the right Hon" The waitress replied.

		Kennedy walked to the bathroom and realized that she forgot her camera bag on the seat. She quickly turned around and to her horror she discovered that her bag was gone. Doubting herself as to where she had put the bag she asked the waitress if she had seen it. Together they searched for the lost item but it was nowhere in sight.

		Now slightly panicking Kennedy looked everywhere in the diner and then ran outside like she was still going to catch the thief that stole her bag. She looked left and right and saw a block away some Sheriff's Deputies and ran towards them. She realized when one of them turned around that it was her friend Tammi.

		"Tammi, you have to help me someone stole my camera bag!" Kennedy said with panic in her voice.

		"Easy Kennedy, Where did you last have it?"

		"In the diner, I was just going to the bathroom and I was stupid enough to leave it on the bench. When I returned it was gone!"

		Tammi walked with Kennedy to the diner and wrote all the info down and told Kennedy that she would write a report but that the chances were slim to none that she would get it back.

		***

		Obviously not in a good mood after what happened Kennedy went home and just when she got in the door her cell phone rang; it was Tammi!

		"Kennedy, You have some good luck girl! We have your camera bag and by the looks of it everything is still in there! Someone found it in the street at the rally and brought it into the precinct about a half an hour ago! You know what? I am off duty in about an hour, I can run by your house and drop it off if you want to!"

		"That would be so great Tammi! Yeeeeeeehaaaw I am so happy! See you in an hour!" Kennedy screamed in joy and did a little dance around the kitchen table.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		About an hour later the doorbell rang and Kennedy flew to the door and hugged her friend who handed over the bag to Kennedy.

		"Here you go girl! I am sorry but I cannot come in, I have an appointment in 20 minutes and I am already late!"

		"I owe you one girl! Thanks so much bringing my bag by. I'll call you later, okay?

		Kennedy gave her friend a big hug and looked as Tammi climbed back into her patrol car with a big smile and waved. After the door closed Kennedy immediately went through her bag to see if there was anything missing but as luck had it she saw everything was just fine.

		She grabbed her digital camera out of the bag and booted up her laptop. She was relieved that everything seemed okay and hooked the camera to the computer to download the pictures from the day. She wanted to write the article as soon as possible so she could have the rest of the day off.

		Browsing through the pictures trying to find the best one for the article her eye caught a picture she was sure she had not taken herself. It was the last one on the disk. It was a picture of a gorgeous woman. Actually to Kennedy she was the vision of perfection.

		The woman had long wavy brown hair, the most electrifying grey eyes, and a body to dream about. It looked like she was working at a photo shop as she was reaching for a camera bag on the top shelf.

		Kennedy wondered who took this picture and who this woman was. Could it be that this was the woman who stole her bag or maybe found it? That was still no explanation why anyone would take this picture.

		Kennedy hooked up her printer and printed out the intriguing image of the woman and tried to concentrate on her article. Somehow she couldn't focus on her work and often her eyes drifted to the picture of the strange woman on her kitchen table.

		***

		That night in bed, Kennedy was trying to sleep for over an hour now tossing and turning the entire time. Suddenly she realized that the restless energy she had been feeling all evening and night was nothing but sexual desire. She was horny, hornier than she had ever been.

		Her hand slid down her belly into her pajama pants and slowly she began to rub herself. The vision her mystery woman nestled between her breasts instantly reminded her of the playful love she shared with Leigh no too long ago.

		As her vision sharpens, so did her arousal. She was still very wet from simply thinking about my mystery woman masturbating. It was okay, that she helped a little. But now, it was her turn.

		With her left hand, she started to slowly trace a line from her right nipple to her pubes, remembering how she made love with Leigh and how she had masturbated just about every night after she suddenly left her.

		The usual tingling between her legs upon arousal was quickly being replaced by a three alarm fire! She couldn't help it, she just loved sex! Her nipples visibly hardened as her finger crossed her belly, inching ever so slowly toward the promised land. She felt her legs spread a little and she didn't even think about it. Her right hand found her left breast just as its counterpart slid from her curly pubes into the slick wetness between her swollen lips.

		Her back started to arch as the blaze between her legs grew hotter, fueled by her index and middle fingers dipping inside her. She squeezed her breast as her fingers slipped ever further inside her silky slick hole. Her thumb brushed her clit and that was the last straw!

		Her right hand brought her left nipple to her mouth and she began sucking like a starving infant. Meanwhile, her left hand was doing its Johnny Sins imitation and fucking her pussy stupid, while her thumb was trying to indent her clit. She completely lost control. Never actually had it.

		Somewhere in the midst of this very wonderful self-fuck, her right nipple is put into the jaws of a Hoover. She only came out of the fog long enough to remember she was alone to now. Good. She pulled her fingers out of the lake between her legs and stuffed them into her mouth as she rolled over and stuck her cute little ass into the air, straddling her pillow. Her hands were immediately to her breasts as she writhed in an ecstasy rival the very best. The fingers of both of her hands slid between her stomach and her pillow were all over her pussy. They rubbed inside, rubbed her clit, rubbed her lips, rubbed her pubes, spread `em, squeezed `em, DIVE! DIVE!! DIVE!!!...

		She moaned as one of her most powerful orgasms she ever had in her life rocked her body and all she could think about was the woman in the picture looking at her with those grey eyes then mercifully sleep over took her.

		***

		A little beam of sunlight peaked through the curtains and hit Kennedy on the nose. She woke up with a start from a sound sleep. 7 a.m. alone. She was still straddling her partially damp and crusty pillow. A testament to the intensity of her masturbatory prowess.

		She looked around her bedroom, got up, looked over the rail of the stairs Her cat was sleeping in her spot next to the fireplace, no reason for her to worry. Her nipples hardened a bit from the chill of the early morning air. Wide awake at 7 a.m. She flipped on the TV to see if there was anything on to zone her out enough to go back to sleep...

		Slowly she opened her eyes and stretched herself. It was Sunday morning and with a half open eye she looked at the alarm clock and saw that it was almost 9:00 am.

		Today was her day off and most of the time she slept in on those days till noon. Wondering why she was already awake her thoughts went back to the picture of the woman with the grey eyes.

		She knew she was not able to go to sleep anymore so she slid her legs out of bed and started her morning routine. After about an hour she found herself sitting at the kitchen wondering what she should do today. After running a few options through her head her eye fell onto the picture and then she realized she wanted to try to find this woman.

		With the picture in her hand she walked into the same diner and saw the waitress she remembered from Yesterday.

		"Hi, I was wondering if I could ask you a question?"

		"Sure sweetie, I see that you found your bag" The waitress pointed at the camera bag Kennedy had over her shoulder.

		"Yes, Some one found it outside on the street and brought it to the Sheriff's Office."

		"You are lucky hon! Most of the time people aren't that honest!"

		"I know I was very lucky! But like I said I wonder if you could tell me if you have ever seen this woman before"

		Kennedy took the picture out of her bag and showed it to the waitress.

		"I am sorry girl; I don't think I have ever seen her around here. I think I would remember such a pretty face."

		A little disappointed Kennedy took the picture from the waitress. "Thanks for looking! If you do see her here give me a call will you?" She handed the woman her business card.

		"I surely will doll!" the waitress put the card in her apron. "Have a nice day now!"

		Kennedy left the diner and stood on the street looking left and right. She was not very familiar with this neighborhood and wondered what she should do now. She could not go on and ask people on the street if they had ever seen this woman. She wandered around a bit and then had an idea!

		The woman obviously worked in some photo or camera shop so she could look up all the shops in town in a phonebook. How many of them could there be anyway.

		Quickly she walked pulled out her iPhone and Googled: 'Camera Shops Near Me', and started to look in for any store that had something to do with photography. Disappointed she looked at the long list her search returned. There were more stores like that than she could have imagined. She sighed and took her notebook and started copying addresses and phone numbers.

		***

		Kennedy looked at her watch, it was almost 6:00 PM and most stores were going to be closing pretty soon. Her feet hurt from all the walking and the list of stores was getting smaller.

		"I might have time for one more" She thought to herself and looked at the list.

		Ultimate Photography, on 25 W. Market Street looked like it was not too far away, Kennedy thought, while looking on the map. She crossed the street and walked a couple of blocks and found Market Street. Half way down the block there was a small shop with a sign: "Ultimate Photography " above the door.

		Kennedy grabbed the doorknob and opened the door. A little buzzer sounded as she stepped into the store that seemed empty of any human being.

		"I'll be right there," A female voice called.

		The owner of the voice came around a big curtain and asked: "Can I help y....."

		She stopped dead in her tracks and her mouth fell open as she looked at Kennedy. Kennedy couldn't believe this. She stared straight into the grey eyes of the woman who had been haunting her since she saw the picture.

		The woman regained her pose and with a big grin she said: "So I see you found me."

		Not recovering that fast Kennedy tried to answer. "I..yes, I.... eeh, well, ...." She stuttered while her thoughts raced a million miles a minute.

		"I can explain it all" The woman said mysteriously. "Do you want to come into the back for a cup of coffee?"

		Kennedy nodded still not trusting her voice to answer the woman without stumbling over her words.

		"Let me close the store first" The woman walked to the door and changed the sign to -Sorry we're closed- and turns the lock.

		"I am so glad you came" the woman said with a soft voice. She took Kennedy's hand and looked her straight in the eye. "My name is Stephany."

		Kennedy looked at the woman who was holding her hand and wondered if this was all a dream but then she realized that she was softly being pulled to the back of the store.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Behind the curtain was a small room that had a couch and a small kitchen at one end and a bed in the far corner. A couple of chairs and a dining room table were cluttered with books and pictures.

		"Have a seat" Stephany said pointing to the couch. "I will make us a cup of coffee!"

		Kennedy's eyes are following the woman walking to the kitchen and filling the Keurig with water and adding the pods. Feeling a bit uncomfortable and anxious Kennedy looked at the coffee table and picked up a book about photography and started leafing through the book.

		After a couple of minutes she felt the couch next to her sag as Stephany put two mugs with coffee on the table in front of them.

		"What are you studying so intently?" the woman next to her whispered in her ear.

		Kennedy shivered, feeling goose bumps rise on her neck and shoulders as the woman's warm breath engulfed her sensitive ear.

		" A book about photography," Kennedy replied in a throaty voice she barely recognized as her own.

		"Mmm, and what does it say?"

		"N...n...nothing really."

		"Then why are you studying it so intently?" she asked as she traced a finger along Kennedy's bare arm.

		The contact sent shivers through her and this time her whole body seemed to react with goose bumps. Kennedy turned her head towards the woman and tried to think of a reply. "I..."

		That was all she could say before she felt the full lips of her mystery woman land softly on her own. Any attempt at rational thought disappeared in the whirlwind of emotions.

		The woman's tongue grazed her lips, not demanding anything, but a sweet invitation. Kennedy closed her eyes tightly, tilted her head back and tried to let go and enjoy the moment. Her lips parted and Stephany's soft tongue slipped between them.

		Stephany broke the kiss, raining small kisses on Kennedy's nose, eyelids, and cheeks, before tracing down her neck to the hollow between her collarbones. From there, Stephany began an agonizingly slow ascent, up the Kennedy's neck, along the line of her jaw, to her ear. Here she gently nipped the sensitive lobe and exhaled warm breathes until she was gasping.

		Kennedy's skin felt like it was on fire and she no longer had any control over her muscles. The book she had been holding fell softly on the floor as she felt the hands of Stephany slowly disappearing under her t-shirt. Their lips found each other again and the kiss deepened while Kennedy felt Stephany's hands slide over her sensitive breasts. Kennedy moaned quietly as she felt her nipples react to the light feathery touch of fingertips as they rhythmically caressed the swollen orbs.

		Suddenly she felt that the roaming fingers leave her skin as the woman leaned a little back breaking the kiss. Kennedy couldn't help but feel a bit confused without those magical lips and those warm hands on her skin. She slowly opened her eyes and looked longing into the grey eyes of the woman she just met.

		"Come with me!" Her voice was deeper, husky, and seductive at once as Stephany again took Kennedy's hand and led her to the bed. Soft but firm she pushed Kennedy onto the bed and kneeled in front of her.

		"Ever since I saw your picture in the newspaper column I dreamed of the day that I would have you here in my arms."

		She leaned forward and her hands grabbed the hem of the t-shirt Kennedy had on. Slowly she pushed the fabric up kissing every inch of the skin that was revealed to the cold air of the room. Kennedy felt how the fabric was pulled over her head and tried to help her by raising her arms.

		Stephany suddenly stopped pushing the shirt up as her mouth was now at the same height as the swollen orbs that were restraining against the silk black material of the bra Kennedy was wearing.

		Stephany let go of the t-shirt and left Kennedy with her hands behind her back still in the shirt pushing her breasts out even further. Stephany's tongue lightly touched the left nipple through the fabric and a slight moan escaped Kennedy's mouth. Her hands now free she began to trace the right breast and pinching the nipple slightly with her fingertips while her mouth sucked a little on the left nipple.

		Stephany reached behind Kennedy and released the bra and let it fall into Kennedy lap. Her fingers were now caressing the silky skin that was revealed and her mouth and tongue were dancing over the sensitive breasts. Kennedy mewled in pleasure as Stephany continued to massage the sensitive orbs, her mouth alternating between them.

		Sometimes she pulled hard, at others she just flicked her tongue over them, occasionally she would nip the stiff nipples, but it was always gentle and sent only spikes of pleasure and no pain, although Stephany continued to yelp in surprise each time.

		Stephany stood up and threw off her shorts, her tank top and undid her laces on her boots She leaned over a heavily breathing Kennedy who could not believe how pretty the now naked woman in front of her was.

		Stephany kissed her deeply on the mouth while pressing Kennedy down on her back on the bed Stephany started to lick her chin and traced with her tongue down to her breasts down her tummy. Kennedy's back arched and her breathing became labored. She was making small sounds, sighs, moans, cooing. Sounds she had never made before during lovemaking.

		Eventually Stephany's mouth started working down her flat tummy, pausing at her navel and then lower. Kennedy finally found the ability to move and struggled out of her shirt that was still holding her hands captive.

		Stephany's tongue was discovering the depths of Kennedy's belly button as she felt Kennedy's hands stroking her hair. She looked up for a second and smiled at the sight of Kennedy face full of anticipation. Her mouth descended down Kennedy's body further until it had reached Kennedy's pants.

		Stephany's fingers slowly slipped under the waistband of Kennedy's shorts as her fingertips lightly touched Kennedy's Mound. The sensation was powerful, and unexpected. Kennedy threw her head back and her legs clenched.

		Stephany smiled as she climbed between Kennedy's legs and slowly undid the button and the fly. Grabbing the waistband she pulled in one stroke the pants and panties down. Still sitting in between Kennedy's legs that now were slightly spread she bend down and inhaled the musky smell of Kennedy's arousal. Stephany extended her tongue out to the place where the outer lips came together and gave a slow lick as it brushed lightly against the clit.

		"Oh god!" Kennedy exclaimed.

		"Relax, baby, it only gets better from here," Stephany whispered.

		Kennedy nodded, still unable to speak and let her head fall back on the pillow. She tried to calm her head and just concentrate on the sensations. Stephany kept up the slow teasing and licking until Kennedy's back was fully arched and her hands were helplessly grasping handfuls of the comforter.

		Kennedy's breathing had become shallow she pushed her tongue between Kennedy's now gaping lips and began to lick her inner folds. Kennedy moaned loudly, as the sensations became even more intense and pleasurable. She had never in her life experienced the heights of arousal she was now experiencing as she felt her lovers tongue go even deeper into her.

		Stephany picked up a faster pace and with the tip of her tongue she now targeted every nerve cell she could find making Kennedy back arch so just her shoulder blades were touching the bed. Tension was mounting in her body to the point that she was to pass out.

		A deep growl escaped her mouth as Stephany at the right moment put her lips around Kennedy's clit and sucked it in deeply. Kennedy's primal cry blended into shuddering moans as her orgasm rocked through her.

		Muscles clenched and released as rainbows of color exploded in her mind. Shocks of pleasure that seemed to roll in upon each other, overlap, and ripple away, only to be overshadowed by the next crashing wave.

		Stephany squeezed Kennedy's breasts and lifted up and said. "Roll over on your tummy and spread your buttocks." Kennedy hesitated and Stephany giggled and slapped her on the ass. "Do it."

		She lifted her hips slightly and reached back and spread her buttocks. She moaned when she felt an eddy of cool air touch her anus. Stephany cupped her vulva and then pushed her thumb into her anus. She moaned and whimpered, staring straight ahead oblivious to everything but the feeling in her ass.

		"This is the bowling ball grip." Stephany purred.

		Kennedy gripped onto her pillow as Stephany lifted her hips higher for a moment. Her middle finger slipped into Kennedy's wet pussy.

		"Do you want me to stop?" Stephany asked in a whisper.

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

		From that unique position, Stephany brought Kennedy to orgasm very quickly, her thumb deep in her ass. Leaving Kennedy flat out on the bed, a quivery mess.

		Eventually the spasms died away until she was only rocked by an occasional aftershock. Slowly her mind returned to earth as she felt her lover holding her tight. Kennedy turned her head towards the woman next to her and slowly kissed her on the lips.

		"Did you enjoy it" the sultry woman asked softly.

		"Hmmmm " was the only thing Kennedy could utter but the smile on her face left no doubt that she had enjoyed it very much.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		As Kennedy turned onto her side facing her lover she let her hands roam over the naked body. With a feathery touch she was tracing every curve of Stephany who was now moaning and shivered a bit caused by this sensual touch of the fingertips. Kennedy's fingers were tracing the delicate lines of the face, the nose, the mouth and down to the chin descending towards the now erect nipples of the breasts.

		Goosebumps covered Stephany's entire body and her senses were on overload. Soft moans were escaping her lips every time Kennedy hit an erotic spot on her body what made Kennedy hang around that particular place a bit longer being encouraged by those sounds.

		Her fingers went down her lover's body more and more until they found the soft curly hair that was hiding the pink inner lips. Kennedy softly began to stroke the outer lips of her woman and with every stroke she went a little in between them to lubricate her fingertips. With every stroke that went deeper a shock of pleasure went through the body of Stephany who now had her eyes clenched shut and was rolling her head from left to right in pure ecstasy.

		Insert Analingus Scene here

		The lust between them was voracious. No words were uttered in the minutes that followed... Stephany and Kennedy united together in the most perfect way two women do. Every action she gave her ravaged body convinced her beyond any doubt that Kennedy was forever a lesbian... a woman whose luck had been fulfilled... completed.

		No other man could ever hope to bring her the thrill and delight that Stephany blessed her with that day. Yet every act she presented her with caused her to match her intensity doubly. For the first time in her life, Kennedy finally tasted the core of another woman... to see this incredible body yield to her tongue made her swoon with passion.

		Tasting the moist folds of her sex, only to find her clitoris cemented her undeniable fate... Even though this was her first real encounter with this woman, Kennedy knew just as Stephany did what to do and where to touch.

		It's a dialect that only two women truly understand. A secret code that once discovered, leads to eternal brilliance. Kennedy watched as her body teetered on the breathless cusp of orgasm... her ferocious behavior inspiring Kennedy's tongue to suck more. Soft thighs pressed against her face, hands tangled together as Stephany rocked back and forth between delirium and orgasm.

		The loud, raspy tone of her brash gasps... thin layers of perspiration now made her body shine in happiness. To Kennedy she looked as if she were some Goddess resting upon her altar of authority-- completely helpless to the dedicated tenderness of another female.

		It was then her inner most compulsions surfaced, and Kennedy was about to participate in this illicit feast. Clutching those shapely legs, Kennedy motioned Stephany over on her stomach. Still winded, she grasped the sheets in her hands as Kennedy's hands roved across the curved globes of her ass.

		Muscles tense, yet still maintaining their round form, Kennedy's palms kneaded her flesh with the finesse it so rightfully deserved. Kennedy once saw this taboo act in a porn film long ago and had since developed a shock by its sensual significance.

		Looking down at each damp sphere, Kennedy's mouth lit upon her right cheek. Opening her mouth as wide as it could go, Kennedy splayed her tongue flat upon the ass flesh... hungrily licking every square inch of her ass.

		Stephany could hear Kennedy's frantic groans of necessity as Kennedy traced the luscious tiers of her body with her flat tongue... Her saliva dribbled out, covering the ass flesh like a starving lunatic with its first real food.

		Kennedy's fingernails dug into the skin, scraping across her rounded contours ever so cheekily. Her hot breath spilled upon the trembling skin as Stephany violently thrust her palm into the bed.

		Looking up between Stephany's hoisted ass cheeks, Kennedy saw her head swaying in the bliss of her anal onslaught. With her left hand, Kennedy reached up to her back and dug my fingernails into the silky flesh, as if they were claws.

		Descending to her ass, scrubbing the skin as her mouth sank deeply between the delicious crack of Stephany's ass. Kennedy's licentious moans now were muffled between her ass cheeks as her tongue flooded the entire length of her delicious crevice.

		Kennedy could tell that no one had ever given her butt hole this wondrous sensation... the look on her face said it all as she turned around to look at Kennedy's face completely covered in ass flesh. Their eyes shared a brief gaze of support as her tongue circled Stephany's fragile orifice...

		Stephany's mouth formed an O shape as did Kennedy's lips, now fully attached to her asshole... Kennedy's hands calmly rested upon both cheeks as Kennedy lubed her opening with her mushy saliva... infusing it for the forthcoming puncturing of her ass. Stephany's entire body tightened as Kennedy's tongue requested for her acceptance.

		Short winded, Stephany lessened her uncertainty and felt the spicy warmth of Kennedy's tongue make its entry... Pulling in a long screeching breath, Stephany collapsed as her head fell to the pillow when her tart warmth surrounded Kennedy's tongue.

		If Leigh could only see me now... If Tammi only knew what Kennedy was doing at this moment... All of the yoga classes and Zumba classes Stephany put herself through still couldn't tone up the muscles of her bowels, which were now being delicately scrubbed by Kennedy's frantic tongue.

		Kennedy was lost in the moment... focused on nothing but Stephany, and her immersed tongue. She was so warm inside... so tantalizing. Kennedy couldn't believe that her tongue was lodged deeply inside this woman's ass... and Kennedy was adoring every passing second of it.

		Kennedy's fingers pulled Stephany's ass cheeks apart for a rude thrust... Kennedy felt her sphincter clench her tongue, yet that didn't hinder her quest for this greatest sanctuary of sustenance and surprise.

		Stephany cried out, Kennedy stabbed her again... she bucked, Kennedy clutched... they were learning their talents together as one. Kennedy wanted so much more of this... to be devoured by her completely... Kennedy would have put her entire body inside Stephany's ass if she could have, that's how deeply their affinity was growing.

		Kennedy wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of her life making love to this creature of beauty and wonder, but she still needed to finish Stephany off....

		Suddenly Kennedy, rolled Stephany over onto her back and took two fingers and curled them deeply inside of Stephany's soggy cunt, causing her to open her eyes wide and groan deeply. Kennedy took the right nipple of Stephany's breast in her mouth and started sucking in the same rhythm she pushed her fingers into her deeper and deeper with every stroke.

		Curling her fingers a bit more upward she touched the G-spot deep inside her lover who arched her back and yelled something incoherently. Kennedy held a steady rhythm with her fingers and with her mouth until Stephany could not stand it any longer.

		"Please Kennedy Make me come...PLEASE."

		Listening to her lover's pleas, she fucked her a little faster with her fingers as her thumb lightly touched Stephany's clit with every in stroke and as she felt the muscles of the woman underneath her start to tense up she sucked the nipple hard into her mouth and put more pleasure on the clit and she felt the woman underneath her arch her back high in the air and for a second stop breathing just to let out an inhumanly cry.

		Kennedy felt her lover's inside squeezing against the invasion of her fingers and she kept fucking her with her fingers. How long it went on Stephany would never know. As orgasm blended into orgasm she lost all track of time and all count of how many she had experienced.

		She couldn't stand the pleasure any longer and her mind simply shut down, carrying her off to a restful place where all was dark and quiet.

		Slowly Stephany opened her eyes as she was dimly aware that someone was holding her.

		"Are you okay?" She heard a voice saying.

		Slowly coming back to the real world she awakened.

		"I am more than okay!" She answered with a raspy voice.

		The moaning and the screaming had taken its toll on her vocal cords. She tried to sit up feeling still a bit weak from all the muscle activity. She gave a big smile and placed her hand behind Kennedy's head and pulled her into her and kissed her deeply and tenderly.

		***

		Still recovering in the afterglow of their passion Stephany turned to Kennedy and gave her a quick kiss. "Get dressed Kennedy we have an appointment".

		Kennedy looked puzzled. "An appointment?? With whom and where and ...."

		"Enough with the questions, do you trust me? "Stephany asked her with a serious look in her eyes.

		"I trust you." Kennedy answered, "But I am still curious."

		"Do you like me?" Stephany also asked.

		"I like you very much!" Kennedy answered with a big grin.

		Stephany bounced out of the bed with a laugh and threw Kennedy's clothes toward her. "Come on let's hurry! They are waiting for us!"

		Both women tried to freshen up a bit and put on their clothes. They were a bit wrinkled but they were able to be presentable and after about a half an hour they were locking the door of the store behind them and walking hand in hand down the street.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

		After a short walk they stopped in front of a door. Kennedy looked surprised as she recognized the door of her friend Tammi's house.

		Puzzled she looked at Stephany who had the biggest grin on her face. They rang the doorbell and in seconds Tammi opened the door.

		"Come in girls, I was waiting for you two".

		"You have some explaining to do Missy!!" Kennedy said while she poked her old friend.

		"Yes, I know. Why don't you sit down and I will explain it."

		They all sat down and Tammi took a deep breath and started talking: " As you know you didn't come to the bar on Friday. Stephany here has had her eye on you for a long time but after Leigh you became such a hermit we never thought you would crawl out from under your rock. So after you ditched us in the bar we came up with a plan to lure you out. I knew you were going to that antiwar rally on Saturday and I had to be there also."

		Tammi took another deep breath.

		" I have to confess that I was the one who took your bag. We made the picture of Stephany and then gave your camera back to you under false pretenses. Well I knew you would be interested by the mystery of the stranger in the picture and the rest you know. I told you I found a girl who would be perfect for you, didn't I?"

		"You did!" Kennedy said still in awe over the elaborate plan they had come up with.

		Kennedy looked at both woman and smiled. I have the best friend in the world she thought as she looked at Tammi but I will get her back for this.

		END

		

		

		

		Sexual Justice Warrior

		

		Book Three

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Damn, it's ten o'clock at night and still so freaking hot. The pavement of the streets and sidewalks is radiating heat like a furnace. You have to be sick to stay in the city in the summer if you can possibly get out between June and August.

		Poor people, for example, including practically all the city's criminal element, can't afford to do anything but sweat it out. Minimum-wage workers, housekeepers, gas jockeys, sales clerks, and office sweepers, mixed in with drug addicts, winos, prostitutes, hustlers, pimps, pushers, and shoplifters, and living right in there in the middle of them, is me.

		The heat turns people mean, they fight and scream at each other in a constant high-pitched noise that drifts down over the noises of the street traffic and the occasional whir-whir-whir of an ambulance or a police siren in the middle distance.

		Me, I'm a police officer, rank of sergeant, but I don't wear stripes on my sleeve, nor even the midnight-colored uniform of the policeman on the beat. I wear the same crappy gear as the others around me. I work undercover and haven't made a bust in all the years I've been out here.

		My job is to blend in, fit in, sell a few drugs, run a few money drops, and relay all the information I can to the detectives. They use it to troll for the bigger fish instead of all the minor minnows. Of course, this time of year, the big fish are all in cooler waters instead of the sauna that is the city. But I have to stay, even though I am mostly running through the motions instead of doing any good. It can fucking wear you out, you know?

		I sold some uppers to some college kids and with nearly five hundred dollars in my pocket (my supplier would get four hundred of it as payment for the supply of the uppers; the police would get the other hundred when I made my report and turned over the evidence and collected my paycheck), I decided to get out of that stinking alley and into a cool place for a while.

		Belle's beckoned to me with its gold and red neon sign, I couldn't sell anything there, but long as I stuck to being a legitimate customer of hers, I could sit, cool off in the air-conditioned interior, drink a cold beer, and pretend for a little while I was just an ordinary guy at the end of a hard working day. Only problem with this illusion is, at only ten o'clock at night, my work was barely begun.

		I had finished half my beer (I allowed myself only one a night, enough to be seen drinking but not enough to lose control) and looked up with the mug up to my lips and damned near choked! Bonnie Bucci was sliding into the other side of my booth. Next to her was one of her Amazons, and the other one slid in next to me and I hastily scooted over.

		I wasn't friends with Bonnie, nobody was.

		You were either one of her gang (which I was, in a very minor role), one of her customers, or one of her enemies. She didn't allow anyone to fit into a fourth category, unless you count someone who had never met her; if you had, the best you could hope for was to be classed as an enemy, minor and unimportant, in which case she'd ignore you and let you live.

		"Hey, Nikki!" she greeted me.

		I didn't know she knew my street name, Nikki Knockers even!

		"Hey, Bonnie Buc." I returned with her. "To what do I owe this pleasure?"

		"Hey, can't a girl sit with one of hers besties and talk?"

		"Of course they can." I said. "But I didn't think you knew me from squat, though."

		She laughed a little too easily.

		"I heard of you, Nikki, and remembered you, in case I needed you."

		I lifted my mug of beer to my lips to hide my consternation. If Bonnie Buc needed me and only me, this was big, damned big! I could end up in her inner circle, even, instead of hovering around the edges. I could get the information that would break her entire ring open wide!

		"So," I said as I lowered it. "As I said before, to what do I owe this pleasure?"

		"I need your special talents with a little problem I'm having."

		I leaned forward, the epitome of eager small-time hooker who has a chance to join the big-time. Which I was, sort of.

		"I'm listening."

		"I've got a business associate who's forgetting the terms of her engagement." Bonnie Buc put to me. "This includes her failing to report all the income she has gathered on my behalf. Now while I don't mind a person treating herself to a little extra now and then, her percentage has become persistent and alarmingly below par. I don't have to tell you how distressing this can be for a person in my position."

		"I can understand that." I agreed.

		I'd been carefully honest in my own dealings with Bonnie Buc, she was my supplier and I felt her willingness to advance the product and wait to be paid out of the sales most beneficial to any small-time dealer. If I were some poor slut with no future and no funds instead of an undercover policeman, the chance to work for Bonnie Buc would have been quite irresistible to me.

		"So I need to convince her of the error of her ways, in a manner that will make her reluctant to wander from her contract in the future. I don't wish to remove her from my employ entirely, for she is a most effective and lucrative associate, but she must understand that our terms of her employment are not subject to unilateral change."

		"And you want me to help convince her." I said. "But I don't see why your own girls can't provide the muscle."

		It was obvious that Bonnie Buc wanted me to help her mess up a cheating hood. And while I wasn't a weakling, she had muscle and to spare in the two oversized Amazons which flanked us like a pair of bookends.

		"You have a unique attribute that will come in most handy in this particular instance." Bonnie Buc said. "Of course, if you feel you can't handle it, I will be disappointed."

		Meaning she would drop me as one of her pushers, meaning I would be back on the streets and unable to pay for the drugs I was supposed to be using myself or partake in some lesbian sex with one of The Broad's girls. I even dabbled in a little D/s. It was well known I liked dominating girls..

		I had both my "habits" under control and was more than happy to do anything Bonnie Buc wanted in order to keep my supply coming.

		So I sighed and said, "Of course I would be happy to do whatever you need of me, Bonnie Buc."

		I was going to have to beat the crap out of some chick here, do her some damage. If I didn't, I could kiss two years of steady living the life of a junkie good-bye. I would "move to Chicago" and show up on the streets again in a new neighborhood all clean-cut and in a uniform, writing speeding tickets to suburban motorists.

		"Then come with me and we shall bring my associate back into line. I need you to administrate some sexual justice."

		I got up and went with her into her limousine. The heat outside slammed me like a hammer, but the limousine was pre-cooled and I dove into the coolness like it was a pool. Much cooler than the bar, almost refrigerator-like.

		Bonnie Buc lived the royal life, that was for sure. She offered me a drink and I broke (well, bent) my policy and accepted it. I felt I was going to need it. The drink was a Cabernet, and a damned fine one.

		I gave a murmur of appreciation and then said, "Now that we are presumably alone, may I ask who we are visiting and what you want me to do when we get there?"

		"It's The Broad."

		Bonnie Buc meant Julie Broadside, a/k/a The Broad, a big, mean bitch who worked as a madam and small-time pusher. With the four girls under her "protection," she was one of Bonnie Buc's more successful employees, as Bonnie Buc had said.

		"And what am I supposed to do to The Broad?" I said, more than a little nervous. "I mean, you know she could kick my ass without half trying."

		"That's why my two friends are along." Bonnie Buc assured me. "I need you to deliver the coup de grace, so to speak."

		"Which would be?"

		"I have been told how you got the handle of Nikki." Bonnie Buc said. "I trust I wasn't misinformed when I was told that you have a rather...substantial endowment."

		Back in my earliest days on the street as an undercover rookie, I'd tried to show my street chick toughness by taking a leak in the alley next to some pushers. They took a look at my pussy as I was taking my whiz and began to spread the word.

		"I got two inches or clit when it's hard." I admitted. "But what's that got to do with bringing The Broad back into line?"

		"Nikki, Nikki." Bonnie Buc shook her head. "You have to know your associate's weaknesses. You have a habit, so I know how to handle you if I need to. It's the same with The Broad. I know what I need to do to make her regret crossing me, it's that simple."

		I considered The Broad as best I knew her. Big, brassy blonde, bragged about her talents with the ladies, how she "broke them in" before turning them out as her whores. About the only thing she'd be afraid of was...

		"You want me to...."

		"Give The Broad a taste of her own medicine. Break her in the way she breaks in her women, make her squeal. My girls will hold her down for you. All you got to do is go all 'Fifty Shades' on her but good."

		Whoa! Punching on a guy isn't a fly-speck on what Bonnie Buc had planned for The Broad. And I was to be the cunt that did it.

		"You sure about this?"

		Bonnie Buc just smiled. "The Broad has said time and again that any woman who lets another woman butt-fuck her is no longer a woman. She loves having her pussy eaten by her whores but has never ever put her mouth on another woman's cunt. I just want you to give her the best damned butt and face-fucking she's ever had. Her girls will make sure all her friends know about it. It ought to make her less arrogant in future, don't you think?"

		"Yeah." I said and gulped.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Understand my position here. Policy for an undercover cop is to not blow your cover. Minor crimes, and even some not-so-minor, are all par for the course, permitted to the cop because not to commit them is considered a graver blow to justice. If we could get enough evidence to take down Bonnie Buc, we could wrap up a couple of dozen murders, stop an organization that was responsible for all kinds of mayhem, and put a massive dent even in the drug traffic.

		I had spent too long getting myself to this position, the chance to get close to Bonnie Buc, to ruin it just because I wasn't willing to shove my prong up a not-so-willing ass.

		***

		The Broad was in her apartment, secure in her supremacy, with her current favorite girl dressed in some white wisps of nothing much. She had set up this apartment for her clientele to come to and her girls to return to, she sat there with her wide-screen television and her massive lounging couch, all sprawled out like a tigress. Air conditioning again washed over me like a blessing, which was good, as I was going to need it.

		"Hello, Broad." Bonnie Buc said as she entered just behind the two Amazons, me all but invisible behind them.

		"Bonnie Buc." she said, waving an expansive hand. "Come, sit down, make yourself comfortable. Maybe I could call in one of my girls for you? Or would you like Tasha here?"

		Tasha, the favorite, was smart enough to do nothing more than smile alluringly.

		"It is not Tasha who is to spread her legs today." Bonnie Buc said and she stepped aside. "You know Nikki?"

		"I know her. She's hooked up with one or two of my girls."

		The Broad's tone said she had no idea why I was there and given such a role.

		"You're going to get to know her better."

		The Broad looked at her query.

		"People who cross me always have to pay the penalty. You know that don't you, Broad?"

		"I haven't crossed you, Bonnie....

		"Shut up!" Bonnie Buc went, as she always did, I knew, from instant polite circumlocutions to direct fury. "You think I don't know my own business, Broad? You think I don't know how much you take in, how much of that is mine, how much you been holding back on me?"

		The Broad cowed in fear, as well she should, for the Amazon dykes were holding pieces of her in case she decided to act brave.

		"Bonnie Buc, I got the money, I can get it for you...."

		"Of course you will, Broad." Bonnie Buc went directly back to nice again. "Of course, there's the penalty to pay as well."

		"I don't know how much more I can get for you."

		"It's not money you'll be paying, Broad. That wouldn't work on you. You'd send your whores out for cheap tricks until you got it back. Maybe some weirdo would pay for a girl to snuff, even, like Tasha here. No, when you pay a penalty, it has to hurt. It has to hurt bad. If money would do it, I'd take money. But since it won't, that's why Nikki is here."

		The Broad still didn't get it.

		"You're going to need to disrobe, so Nikki can administer the penalty." Bonnie Buc said, now like a stern schoolteacher.

		The Broad looked at me and I made as if to pull off my jeans. Now she got it.

		"Oh, God!" she breathed.

		One hand tried to dig between the cushions and a big dyke calmly put a bullet into the seat cushion next to her hand, and she jerked it back.

		"You want to do it here, or in your bedroom, Broad?" Bonnie Buc asked her.

		The Broad was now working her mouth without sound, eyes wide, like a fish in the bottom of your boat after being caught. She was...no doubt about it...scared shitless.

		"No." she got out.

		"Not your choice here. Now get up strip and turn around. I figure if you kneel on your couch, Nikki here can have the best control on how she gets it into you. Now, if you want to struggle instead, she can mess you up more. That is your choice."

		The Broad chose to struggle, and the muscular women moved in with quiet efficiency. While one grappled with her, the other fished her piece out of the couch so she couldn't get to it, then checked quickly for others. Finding none, she helped her fellow dyke take her on down.

		"Go on, Nikki." Bonnie Buc said to me. "You get to strip her and make her yell."

		The Broad was squirming and yelling loudly. Tasha had fled ignominiously from the scene, maybe to fetch the police. I had a flash of them breaking in just in time to see me plunge my strap-on into her unwilling ass. Then suppressed it, because as bad as that would be, being found out by Bonnie Buc as a policeman was worse.

		I concentrated on getting her into position. She hadn't been wearing anything more than slippers over socks on her feet, I could ignore those, they'd fall off with the action. Once she got them down.

		The Broad was face down and helpless under the two dykes holds, though she was bucking them about rather alarmingly. The well-toned body flexed under her struggles; her grunts of struggle could have been grunts of desire. She got her pants undone at last and peeled them down.

		Underneath was a pair of buns with deep dimples, nearly a pair of back-to-back L's as she clenched and squirmed and whimpered to escape.

		As I wangled my jeans off, she fought the whole time, if clenching your thighs together, pressing your knees down to the floor, and trying to grip bare fabric with your toes is fighting, and when I peeled off my jeans, leaving me with only cotton tank top she looked back and she whined, "Oh, God, shit, no, please, no, please!"

		"You shouldn't have crossed me, Broad." Bonnie Buc said with faint sympathy. "All you had to do was be happy with your percentage and we wouldn't be here now."

		"Please, don't let her do this, please!" I'm not sure who The Broad was directing that to. "Please, I can't take it, I can't."

		I strapped on my 'tool' in quiet meditation. This tool was going to hurt a virgin, no doubt about that.

		"I'm going to need to lube this up if I'm going to get it into this tight ass." I said.

		"A place like this, there ought to be a tube of lube in every drawer." Bonnie Buc said. "You got some butt lube in here, Broad?"

		The Broad just whimpered.

		"If you got it, you better speak up." I advised. "If I can't grease up this monster, it has to go in you raw."

		"Over by the fireplace." The Broad whispered hoarsely.

		"You see? The Broad can be reasonable when she has to." Bonnie Buc went and fetched the tube. "Here you go, Nikki. I don't care how you fuck her. Long as she gets fucked, totally fucked, by a dude, I'm satisfied. Hell, maybe she will be, too!" And Bonnie and her goons laughed rather nastily.

		I stroked my dildo with the lube, wasting the contents of the small tube liberally over it. This poor bitch was going to need all the help she could get.

		Done, I had my cock as taut as it was going to get. One of the goons saw it and said to her mate, "Shit! You see that thing! Wow, that thing belongs on a mule!"

		His friend snorted. "Hell, mules don't have dicks! You mean a horse. Or maybe an elephant." She stared at my tool admiringly.

		The Broad tried to peer back, but the goons held her in place. "You don't want to see this." one of them crooned to her soothingly. "Better you don't know."

		Their banter had one good effect; I slipped a bullet vibrator underneath the strap-on harness for more stimulation,. That let me press it up and into the crevice of those tight buttocks. I pressed into her rosebud in the middle and The Broad gasped.

		"Oh, God! Oh, God, no, no!"

		"Come on, Nikki, she's not going to like it any better for you being slow about it." Bonnie Buc said. "Push it on in and break her wide open. Anything after that is going to be much easier, what with the blood making your insides slippery. Your girls could tell you all about that, couldn't they? When you break them in, them screaming and trying to fight you off. You remember that don't you, how you laugh and make them moan and beg for more, don't you? You're going to beg for more when Nikki gets it in you." Bonnie Buc looked up at me. "Won't she?"

		"She sure will." What else could I say? What else could I do? Years of work depended on me shoving it into The Broad's ass.

		You know going in as an undercover cop you're going to have to do things you don't want to do. This was just one of those times. At least I wasn't sticking a shiv in her, hoping I could arrange to not hit any vital organs, then make an anonymous call to get her to an ambulance in time to save her life. A happy expedient occurred to me.

		"You know, Broad, they say that the women who are most afraid of sex with another woman are the ones who want it the most. Not afraid of the pain. Afraid that they're going to like it."

		The Broad whined again and her ass gave a sort of convulsion, and I took the chance and gave my prong a shove into her. I got the glans most of the way inside before she recovered and her ass started pushing me back out again.

		No other choice for it, I fought back against her expulsion and when she stopped pushing, I shoved into her again. Now my glans popped inside and The Broad moaned.

		"That's it, Nikki, make her feel that big dong of yours." Bonnie Buc practically drooled. "I want her to feel totally taken, totally owned by you. Take her, master her, make her your bitch, Nikki. That's what she is, she's your bitch, Nikki. Make your bitch squeal!"

		The Broad moaned again and I gave another shove. I was hurting her, but I didn't feel any blood. The human anus is surprisingly flexible, or not so surprising when you remember the size of the turds you squeeze out of them sometimes. With all the lube I had on my dildo, she didn't have to feel anything more than violated here. Which would make Bonnie Buc happy.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		"Come on, Broad." I said to her. "Take my dong. It can feel good if you let it feel good." I shoved my prong in deeper and she groaned. "Feel that?" I said though I wasn't sure I'd gotten it in that deep. "That's your rectum trying to adjust to my dildo. If you let it, it can make you glad to have me inside you, Broad."

		"No, no, no!" The Broad grunted.

		But I shoved again and this time, when The Broad moaned, it didn't sound the same way. Maybe it was working after all.

		The dykes noticed.

		"Big Broad is juicing up." one of them chuckled. "Getting herself all aroused."

		"She sure is." the other agreed. "Guess this Domme likes being someone's bitch."

		"She ought to go turn herself in, get all the action she wants in prison, she can."

		"Get to fucking her." Bonnie Buc ordered. "I want her to really feel it." I think she was regretting letting me use the lube on The Broad.

		So I began to fuck The Broad a good deal harder. The Broad moaned and grunted and groaned. One of the goons was working her clit, I could just tell from the angle of her arm and how she was flicking her hot button back and forth. Making The Broad's clit join in on this. Making her love it.

		For The Broad was proving that theory about the source of lesbian scorn to be true, at least in her case. She hated the thought because she craved it, and now she was getting it. I felt her ass begin to clench at the prong, relaxing eagerly as I drove my prod into her, clenching tightly as I pulled it out. And her moans were now undeniably those of passion.

		"She's your bitch now, isn't she, Nikki?"

		"She sure is." I agreed, panting now from the exertion.

		I was getting into this despite myself, though getting off was going to be mandatory anyhow. I was feeling my delight building up inside me anyhow, the vibrator was doing the trick, that was the surprising part. I'd thought I was going to have to fantasize and screen out the situation and do a hundred other tricks to make it through.

		Instead, I had a big, hot, luscious woman who was getting my strap-on driven deep into her and she was begging me for more with every sound she made.

		"We don't have to hold this gal no more." one of the dykes said. "She's not struggling anymore."

		"She'd struggle if we tried to stop Nikki from nailing her." the other agreed.

		"Wonder if she'll come even without me fingering her?"

		"Why not find out?"

		"Come on, Nikki, finish this and let's get the hell out of here." Bonnie Buc growled. "This ain't no love feast, you know."

		I was far enough gone in my own passion to have no problem complying. I began to hump The Broad hard and fast and The Broad's groans of pleasure turned into growls and raised in volume up to roars.

		"I'm coming, I'm coming!" The Broad yelled at the end. "Oh, God, I can't fucking believe it, I'm coming, I, OH, AAH, AAH, AAH, AHHH, GAHH-HUH-UH-GUHHHNNNNHHH!"

		And The Broad was squirting and her ass clenched on my cock and I hit my own peak from the intense pressure that applied to my dong!

		I pulled out of her tightly clenched ass hole and rolled her off the couch and flat on her back. I shed the harness and the vibrator and straddled her orgasm contorted face.

		"How did you like being my plaything so far?"

		"O-okay" she whispered after a pause.

		"Say it."

		"I like to be your plaything, Miss Westlake."

		"Good. Now show me how much you like it. Say it to my pussy." I rose and kneeled on both sides of Broad's head, as if riding it.

		My well juiced pussy was in front of Broad's face.

		"I like being your plaything, Nikki," she said uncertainly, addressing to my

		vagina.

		"You dumb cunt," I laughed. "Say it with your tongue. Kiss it. Kiss my pussy and lick my big clit."

		"I can't," whispered Broad, unable to divert her gaze from my sex.

		"You can and you will. Kiss it. Use your tongue. Now."

		Slowly Broad raised her head and kissed my pussy. I felt my lower lips against her mouth. The touch was hot and moist. She probed me with her tongue, I moaned above her. I pressed my groin against her face, literally sitting on it.

		The Broad's nose and mouth were now sealed by my pussy, and she couldn't do

		anything else but to lick. Her tongue went in and out, and my moans

		were my answers.

		I knew my pussy had a taste that was strong, but not unpleasant. The Broad licked

		and licked, forgetting about everything, forgetting even about the pain in

		her pinioned wrists the dyke's were employing.

		I sensuously began to thrust my hips against her face, slowly at first, then faster and faster. Poor Broad's world sank into countless slick folds of soft flesh over her tongue,

		into a pungent smell of my aroused female sex, into the moans and heavy breathing

		above. My thrusts increased in intensity, my sex was smashing into The Broads face, making it difficult for her to breath, and close to breaking her nose. I heard her groan at the pummeling I was giving her. Bonnie Buc was massaging the front of her jeans.

		Suddenly my rhythm broke, and my hips squeezed her head harder than before. Moans turned into screams. Then I was climaxing sitting on The Broad's face, smearing it with hot juices, and she could only wait until I finished.

		I rolled over on stomach. Still winded, I grasped the carper in my hands as her hands roamed across my ass. I knew my butt cheeks were rigid with muscle, yet still preserving their spherical form, her palms kneaded my flesh with the

		finesse it so rightfully deserved.

		I once saw this kind of stuff in a X rate video long ago, and had since grown to be astonished by its sensual significance. Holding each of my moist globes, her mouth fell upon my right cheek. Opening her mouth as wide as it could go, she splayed her tongue flat upon my ass flesh, hungrily lapping every inch of my ass.

		I could hear her frantic groans of necessity as she traced the muscles of my thighs

		with her flat tongue... Her saliva dribbled out, lathering my ass flesh like a drooling baby with its first teething. Her fingernails dug into my skin, raking across my rounded ass cheeks ever so wickedly.

		Her hot breath cascaded upon my quivering skin as I violently slammed my fist into the carpet. Looking back between my elevated cheeks, I could see her head bobbing in the bliss of my anal assault. With her left hand, she reached up to my back and dug her long fingernails into my flesh, as if they were claws.

		Descending to ass, scraping the skin as my mouth sank deep between the delicious cleavage of my ass. Her lustful moans now were muffled between my ass cheeks as her tongue deluged the entire length of my furrow I was aware that no tongue had ever given me this wondrous sensation; the look on my face said it all as I turned around to look at her face completely drowned in ass flesh.

		Our eyes shared a gaze of agreement as her tongue circled my sensitive orifice. My lips pursed outward as did her lips, now fully sealed to my asshole... Her hands calmly rested upon both my cheeks as she glazed my opening with her sloppy saliva, marinating it for the forthcoming puncturing of my ass.

		My entire back tightened as her tongue begged for my acceptance. Short winded, The Broad eased her hesitation and felt the spicy warmth of my tongue gain it's entry...drawing in a long wailing breath, I collapsed as my head fell to the plush pile carpet as my tart warmth enveloped her tongue. I wonder what the two dykes are thinking, or what Bonnie Buc like what was happening at this moment...

		All of the training and bodybuilding I put myself through still couldn't tone up the muscles of my bowels, which were now being delicately swabbed by her frantic tongue.

		She acted as if she were lost in the moment; focused on nothing but me, and her immersed tongue. Her tongue could tell I was so warm inside; so tantalizing.

		I couldn't believe that her tongue was lodged deep inside my ass... and she was loving every fleeting second of it. Her fingers stretched my ass cheeks apart for another vulgar thrust; I felt my sphincter grip her tongue, yet that didn't hinder her quest for this ultimate haven of nourishment and wonder.

		I cried out, she stabbed me again... I bucked, she clutched... we were learning our skills together as one. I wanted so much more of this... to be consumed by her whole...

		I would have put her entire body inside my ass if I could have, that's how deep our lust was propelling us.

		I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life having this woman tongue my ass. My heart levitated in this gratifying new experience. Never before had I imagined such wanton conduct, let alone had it acted on me.

		I was no longer a police woman, nor a hoodlum enforcer, I was an entire new being... one that held the most compelling of lustful desires and traits of sexual being.

		I was the Broad's first, and certainly not the last woman who's ass she would tongue from this point on. Instinct told me this initial experience unlocked the door to a much sweeping state of existence for The Broad. One that would forever determine the course of the rest of her life.

		"AH-AH-GUH-HUH-NNNNUUUHHH!" I groaned and I pumped my girl goo into The Broad's mouth and nose and it squirted out around my pussy lips and sprayed my thighs in return.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		The dykes were cheering me on as I pushed my ass hole into The Broad's captive tongue and then it was done and I was trying to get onto my hands, The Broad's nose buried in my ass, I was huffing and blowing hard.

		"That wasn't so bad, was it?" I said when I dislodged her nose from my clenching sphincter and sat beside her, smiling. Both the women holding her were groaning, their faces glistening with sweat.

		The Broad smiled wryly, not knowing how she should answer. She had just had sex with a woman. Was she someone's bitch now? She didn't want to be a bitch to anyone.

		But she had to admit that she did climax from my butt fucking, and From the look on her face the feeling was incredible. Better than any sex ever had.

		"I didn't have a choice," she reminded to me and looking at Bonnie Buc. "I had to obey that woman, or she would have had me killed. But what's next?"

		"Damned good fuck!" one of the dykes cheered me.

		"Made her cream even when she didn't want to!" the other added.

		"Made her love having you prong her. She's going to be your pussy now whenever you want her!"

		I grinned a feeble grin of victory. I'd done it, fucked a big time madam's ass on orders from a gang lord, as punishment for her unfaithfulness.

		"All right, we done what we came to do, let's get out of here." Bonnie Buc declared. "Let's get moving.

		Broad, you remember this the next time you try holding out on me."

		I was taken by Bonnie Buc back to the bar and let out. I figured I'd started something good here, with Bonnie Buc ready to trust me with more duties in her organization, I would worm my way into some real information.

		Well, it didn't turn out that way! I went to turn in my week's haul and Bonnie Buc's henchman who supplied me told me that Bonnie Buc didn't want me dealing for her anymore! No explanation, no nothing. I guess I wasn't supposed to leave The Broad begging for more after all!

		Nothing for it, I was out of commission as an undercover cop. I went in, got reassigned, and ended up as I'd feared, writing tickets for speeders and red-light-runners. It wasn't a total loss in some way (undercover cops can end up very nasty, addicted to heroin or dead in an alley), but I felt like my career was over before it was well-begun.

		***

		Next, I placed my right hand on my panties. I slowly started moving it in circles over them as my left hand moved over to my breasts, which I began rubbing as well. As I placed my hand on my panties, I noticed there was a wet spot on them, but didn't think much of it and continued rubbing myself. All the while, I kept thinking about the sexual pounding I had dished out to one of the biggest madam's in the city, and I increased the pace.

		At some point, I took my hand off my panties, and then pushed it under them. I went on with the rubbing for a while, and then pulled my hand back out. Moving the panties aside, I revealed my shaven pussy, and, spreading my legs wide, began penetrating it with two of my fingers. I rolled the shirt I was wearing over my breasts, which were round and quite soft, and began rubbing my nipples. I hadn't touch my breasts until that point but decided to.

		A few minutes later, when I was completely naked, I felt my muscles tense, and then they contorted as my hand became very wet all of a sudden. Then I put my hand in my mouth and tasted the liquid, moaning with pleasure. It was hot, and it tasted good.

		I got up and pulled on my bright green underwear and went in and began brushing my teeth. After washing my mouth, I turned on the water in the shower, checked that the temperature was right, and then removed the panties I was wearing to sneaked a peek at my body in the bathroom mirror. I had to admit, I was a perfect body, which was made even more attractive by my long blond hair.

		I began soaping up, and soon reached my pussy, where I began moving my hand in circles, a move very familiar to me. All the time running the scene of The Broad between my thighs sucking the juices out of my throbbing cunt.

		I began rubbing myself again. A few moments later, I leaned backwards on the wall, going on with the rubbing as my body glistened in the water, and placed my free hand on my ass. At first, I wasn't sure why I did it, but when the memory The Broad's tight sphincter clench around my dildo, trying to keep it lodged inside her rectum, I could now see her in my mind, her body trembling and quivering. I remember when I had pulled out her middle finger moved inside her asshole, moving back and forth.

		Standing up straighter and leaning backwards on the shower wall behind it, I pushed, my finger onto my asshole as well.

		At first I just rubbed it because I was afraid that penetrating it would cause me to orgasm too quickly. Soon, the top of my middle finger was inside, and then the whole of it. Going on, I felt my muscles tense again, and my pussy became wetter once more even in the shower.

		Looking down, I could see the trickle of liquid dripping down from my pussy, and dripping onto the shower floor as merged with the shower water. Suddenly feeling very hot, I worked my other finger into my cunt, that caused my body to quake my pussy was throbbing, my rectum, grabbed my finger as my orgasm wash over me.

		When I got out to the shower I was so glad I had been in the wet environment. I didn't have to run off to get something to clean up the mess I had done.

		Luckily, my bath towel was soft and fluffy and it was able to absorb my residual cum. Other than that, there was no evidence of my masturbation left. I thought of my escapade with the Broad almost every day, but never ran into her.

		Until this afternoon, some two months later, that is. I pulled over a Porsche that had blown two red-lights in rapid succession.

		"License and registration, please." I said to the driver. "Do you know how fast you were going?"

		The driver was wearing sunglasses, but she took them off and revealed her face. "I've been a bad boy, haven't I, Officer?"

		"Uh...yeah!" I stammered upon seeing that face.

		"You should really teach me a lesson." she continued. "How about eight o'clock, at Parson's?"

		"All right." I said.

		"Thanks."

		And The Broad drove off and I was left staring after her. Parson's is a gay bar well outside Bonnie Buc's territory. Not the sort of place where Bonnie Buc would set up a hit. I didn't even know enough about her to make me dangerous to her.

		So...Should I go?

		END

		

		

		

		Double Crossed Messenger

		

		Book Four

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Anya Grey, codename: Lolita. It was an inside joke between Anya and her agent-handler/lover Naomi, became one of the best operatives the United States had. She became known as Lolita unofficially.

		She usually played the role of a sexy young pop star but also went on assignments as a teen model and a up and coming starlet. Her sole mission was to seduce female agents and other potentially valuable assets for the United States.

		In top secret documents, she was credited with the seduction and turning of over a dozen alien she-spies as well as several prominent lady scientists and politicians to change sides. And she hadn't even turned twenty-one yet.

		Her crowning achievement was turning both the Red Chinese agent known to the US as the Dragon Lady and her beautiful charge, Dr. Li Sung, a top Chinese physicist.

		Both women were living together in the western United States under aliases provided by the State Department. Unfortunately, the world learned that soon after being turned, Erica and Li Sung died in a plane crash in Mexico after the two had been 'hollowed out'.

		Anya's greatest reward, though, was returning to her agent-handler and their Walton love nest.

		***

		Anya Grey, Agent Lolita, was on light duty due to the rigors of her last mission. Currently, she was assigned to meet an informant who would pass along some very important documents that would greatly assist the agency's counter-terrorist agenda. She had been a member of Erica, the Dragon Lady's terrorist group and was given directions from Erica to pass some information over to Anya and the agency.

		The woman, Brandie Johnson, had been CIA, and MI5, and was currently "rogue": She'd been "disavowed" (government-speak for 'now that we're through using you, we no longer need you'), and made her living on the fringes: selling information, and occasionally, her gun, to the highest bidder.

		For the information Anya was after, the price was $1,000,000 plus the use of Anya's body for an hour.

		Anya was dressed in a black skirt two inches above her knees matched with a cream colored blouse cut low, displaying her world-famous cleavage. Under them she wore a black lacey bra that unhooked in front, with black panties over a matching garter belt and dark seamed stockings. Final touch was a nice pair of black heels.

		The meeting was to take place in a lesbian bar in downtown Erlanger. Brandie would meet her on the basement level, where there were fewer prying eyes. Anya parked, handed her keys to the female valet, and entered the bar. She paid the $30.00 entrance fee at the door, then continued into the club's interior.

		After her eyes adjusted, she quickly located the door leading to the basement, and after paying an additional $50, the tall, butch female guarding the entrance allowed her through.

		There were only a few women lounging around the area; some were locked in embraces, a few others were on their own, seated at the bar. One woman sort of stood-out from the other well-dressed women: she had dyed fiery-red hair, was about 5'9", well-muscled, with sort of a hard, pretty face. Anya was certain she had some Asian ancestry. She was dressed in a plaid flannel shirt with the sleeves cut-off, black skinny jeans, and black combat boots. It was hard to tell if she had a good figure under the clothes, the way she slouched in her seat.

		Making her way over to her, Anya leaned-down and whispered the code phrase: "God, this thong is a pain in my ass." Brandie immediately got to her feet and growled, "C'mon, I'll show you where you can take it off" the correct answering phrase.

		They went through some curtains, down a hallway, out the back door, and climbed into a dark blue Lotus GT parked in the rear alley. Brandie started the engine and roared out of the alley, barely avoiding a city bus. With one hand on the wheel, Brandie used her free hand to roam between Anya's legs and under and over her huge jugs, making sure the agent wasn't wired.

		They reached her apartment in about 10 minutes, and Brandie skidded into an open parking space with a loud squeal of her mag tires. Brandie led Anya to the door, one hand on her lush ass, helping herself to a handful of the abundant buttock-flesh.

		. Entering the apartment, Anya was surprised at how neat and orderly it was she had expected something much different. As soon as the door was closed and locked, Brandie spun Anya around and pressed her against the wall. Their lips met in a deep, searing kiss, which left them both a bit breathless.

		"Do you have my money?" she whispered, before enjoying another lip lock.

		Anya swallowed before answering. "I have it. And the documents?"

		"In the bedroom. I'll be right back"

		While she was gone, Anya withdrew the packet of money from her purse. The two women made the exchange (Anya examined the docs, then put them in her purse; Brandie returned to her bedroom to store her money.) When she returned, she pressed Anya against the wall once more and captured the curvaceous agent's soft lips in yet another heated lip-lock.

		Anya was getting hot and opened her mouth to the other woman's demanding tongue. The horny double-agent's nimble fingers needed but a few seconds to unbutton Anya's blouse to her waist. In one quick move she opened the front catch on the melon-titted spy's bra and took a rapidly hardening nipple in her fingers.

		Brandie's body continued to pin Anya to the wall as she rolled and pinched her big nipple; as the ditzy brunette moaned into her mouth she cupped and kneaded the incredibly-large hooters in her big hands. She lowered her head and slurped the thick nipple of Anya's left titty into her warm mouth, lashing the rubbery teat with her nimble mouth digit. She gave the same treatment to the right jug before raising her head to stare into Anya's deep brown eyes.

		"Now for the second part of my payment. They briefed you on that?"

		Anya nodded, dizzy, and tried for another kiss. Brandie threw back her head and laughed merrily.

		"Good," she said. "I think you'll do."

		Brandie decided to assert her dominance: she grasped the panting agent by the shoulders and pushed her to her knees. She had the feeling Anya was double crossing her, and Erica, since she didn't know Anya had already turned The Dragon Lady.

		"Undo my jeans" she ordered.

		Once that was done, she had more instructions. "Very good. Now pull my panties down, with your teeth"

		This was not the first time Anya had heard this demand. She is submissive by nature and more than one of her female lovers had chosen this method of establishing their dominance.

		"You'll need to prove to me how badly you want that information, honey" Brandie told her. "Get that tongue of yours working."

		Anya's wriggling tongue slashed across the woman's swollen lower lips, teasing, and tasting before dipping into the glistening crease.

		"Eat that pussy, bitch; suck it like the slut you are" Brandie commanded.

		Anya worked at the juicy twat until a wealth of delicious cum bubbled-out of it, coating her lips and tongue.

		"Good job, Agent Grey. You're a great little cunt-licking bitch. Why are big-titted bitches like you so good at eating pussy, hmm?"

		Anya assumed that the question was rhetorical, so just smiled without answering. Helping Anya to her feet, she led her to a nearby loveseat, guiding her so that she was bending over it.

		The massive-titted spy could hear her fumbling in a desk drawer, then the sounds of zippers going down and the rustle of clothing being removed. Brandie walked back around in front. She had strapped what has to be a foot-long rubber dick around her waist, equipped with the biggest set of balls Anya had ever seen.

		There was a free-standing mirror to one side, which she adjusted so that the bent-over spy would be able to watch the proceedings.

		"Like my lil' friend?" she quipped, lightly slapping the huge-titted brunette across both cheeks with the heavy dong.

		She pressed the plum-sized tip against Anya's red lips, until they open, allowing the fat shaft to slide between them. Opening her mouth as wide as she could, tried not to gag as the thick rubber phallus pistons slowly in and out of her oral cavity.

		Once she was satisfied with the preliminaries, Brandie whistled as she went back behind Anya and jerked her skirt up over her hips. She reached down and tore Anya's panties off, tossing them back out of the way with a casual, "I'll keep these as a souvenir."

		She stepped behind Anya and went to work.

		She began the festivities by slapping Anya's right ass cheek with a mild swing, grinning at the sight of the round, pillowy butt-cheek wobbling and rippling like a big bowel of jelly. Never one to discriminate, she repeated the favor by slapping the left cheek even harder.

		Anya's cries of, "Ouch!" and "That Hurts!" were met by harder and harder spanks till the busty bimbo's ass was bright pink and very hot.

		After a few moments of this, Brandie tired of the game and thrust her woman-cock between her partner's legs, rubbing it against her slit, which was already dripping from the combination of excitement and pain.

		She rocked it back and forth, sliding along it. At the end of each push the head contacted Anya's clit and rubbed over it. The massive-jugged brunette panted like a bellows and her eyes half-closed in response to the goosing of her reddened pussy-slit.

		She wished that Brandie would stop playing with her and fuck her already! Brandie , satisfied that her "cock" was sufficiently lubed, took one half-step back. With a hearty "Hope you're ready, doll" she positioned the head of the strap on against the busty slut's anal ring and began to push.

		Anya squealed like a stuck pig; if she didn't know better, she could've sworn that the other woman was trying to shove a light pole up her behind.

		"Oh Gawd; can't you slow down!?"

		"Ahhh...negative, bitch," Brandie replied.

		She leaned over and shoved a small pillow in the groaning spy's mouth. "Chew on that while you get what's yours. Besides, pissing me off would not be wise."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Anya had her orders and the deal had been made, so Anya really had no choice except to simply clamp down on the pillow as Brandie entered her ass.

		"Ohh my Gawdddd," she moaned as the head of the dildo finally popped past her weakened anal ring. "Oh, shit!"

		"See, that wasn't so bad" Brandie smiled.

		She settled her hands on Anya's prodigious hips and proceeded to slam the whole thing into her. Anya groaned, and tears flowed down her face as she flexed her ass-muscles, trying to avoid being completely split in half.

		"Good move, baby" Brandie complimented her. "You've done this before, I see. Take that cock, sweetie. Open that whore ass for me"

		As Anya's asshole adjusted to the massive rubber invasion the energetic butt-fucking started to feel good. The sadistic redhead's powerful hips crushed the busty agent's pussy against the leather surface of the love seat, so that the throbbing bud of her engorged clit made contact with the unforgiving material with each thrust.

		Anya was suddenly aroused to the point of no return. Caught up in the savage butt-pounding, Anya spit-out the pillow and screamed, "Fuck me you dyke bitch. Make me your slut if you can!"

		Brandie was more than happy to oblige. She grabbed Anya's long hair with one hand and locked the other on one of her heavy hanging, hugely-swaying EE cup titties and pounded-away at the voluptuous brunette's wide-stretched pooper.

		The two women rutted like two wild animals in heat, until Anya finally yelled, "That's IT, you're making me cum in my asshole; I'm cumming in MY ASS!!"

		A tremendous orgasm over-took both women, one seconds behind the other. Anya passed out for about five minutes. Brandie roused the sexy agent and helped her get her clothes on, and helpfully phoned for a cab.

		Figuring it was over Anya made her way toward the door wobbling a bit unsteadily on her high heels; Brandie grabbed her around the waist and gave her a deep, soul kiss. "Thanks honey" she whispered, giving Agent Grey's heavy tits a last loving squeeze. "Nice doing business with you"

		Brandie felt pretty smug about getting her pound of flesh from the big titted spy. She won't sit down for a week she mused to herself.

		***

		The Uber driver was so focused on completing his last fare of the night that he paid no attention to Anya's messy appearance. "Where to?" he growled, not even looking at her.

		Anya mumbled her destination to the surly hack, wincing as she put weight on her tenderized butt-cheeks and the raw, stretched hole between them. But she had some very valuable intel to pass on to her bosses and had earned herself a few days' vacation and a big bonus (she hoped...) then sat back (carefully) to enjoy the ride.

		***

		Naomi Munro was angry. She was furious in fact. The gall of that girl! The nerve! And to get called by the Director about it at 6 AM in her Walton townhouse when it was her day off...

		At that moment, a car came alongside of hers and the driver slowed and gawked at her.

		"Hey creep! Take a picture, it lasts longer!" the irate woman yelled.

		What the other driver didn't know was that the hot brunette in the flashy sports car could easily kill him with her bare hands. Naomi was a counter-espionage agent for the United States government. And she was one of the best in the business. She was second in command to the Director Amber, and her Chief of Staff.

		The fact that she looked more like a Pussy Galore than a 007 helped her. Few would suspect the leggy, shapely woman to be a trained killing machine.

		As her agency car swerved on a patch of damp pavement, the agent-handler forced herself to calm down. It was bad enough she'd been saddled with that prima donna agent but to have her not check in after an assignment, one this big was beyond belief.

		Naomi had considered calling Captain Benson, her agent in the covert project, but decided against it. He would cave in to the girl. It would be better to face the young pain herself. The fact that Anya reported directly to her was even more infuriating.

		'Anya Grey, you have no idea how much trouble you're in,' Naomi thought as she negotiated another sharp turn on the road leading to the Grey home.

		The object of the woman's wrath was at that moment lying by the pool in her back yard. She loved the sun and took advantage of the privacy of their home to sunbath nude. And rest and recuperate her over worked butt hole.

		And with her roommate in Washington for a few days, she had all the privacy she needed. She was, at the moment, lying on her stomach. The round cheeks of her young ass were a sight to behold without a trace of a tan line. And her long legs were nicely honed and muscled.

		Rolling onto her back, one could see at a glance that the blonde teen was a true blonde. The heart-shaped patch of pubic fur was only a few degrees darker than Anya's long locks. Above her taut belly were twin mounds capped by dark-red circles. Those areola were further enhanced by the girl's nipples which stood proudly.

		One golden hand slid over those hard nipples while the other combed through her pubic hair into her tight little pussy. Sunning nude always made her horny and she always took care of herself. Her well fuck sphincter was beginning to feel better.

		She began to stroke the outside of her pussy, a finger occasionally slipping into her, while stroking one of her nipples. She moaned loudly. That moan would grow in volume until she would scream out her orgasm. Fortunately, they had no neighbors living close by to hear her shouts of ecstasy.

		Unfortunately, just as Anya was getting into her self-pleasure, the doorbell chimed inside the house.

		"Shit!" she muttered; her concentration broken.

		She was on the verge of ignoring the summons, hoping the caller would go away, when the bell rang again. She jumped to her feet and grabbed the white robe on the back of her chaise lounge. Pulling it on quickly, Anya pulled her thick, lustrous hair out of the collar, fanning it like the models did on TV then tied the front of the robe closed. It was tight around her slim waist and round ass but the top was loose and, if someone was at the right angle, her proud nipples could be seen.

		The bell rang again and she shouted, "Keep your pants on! I'm coming, damn it!"

		Whipping the door open, Anya was on the verge of chewing out whoever had interrupted her private time when she saw who was standing there. Her anger disappeared like mist in the sunshine.

		"Ms. Munro," she said, startled and surprised but happy as well.

		"You are...in so much trouble, young lady," Naomi said through clenched teeth.

		Anya ignored Naomi's statement as she perused the woman in front of her. Tall with gorgeous legs; she was wearing a red dress that came to just above her knees. The waist was cinched tightly, emphasizing her bust and round ass. Long dark hair hung down to the woman's shoulder blades and brown eyes flashed in the middle of a beautiful face.

		And her voice was very sexual as well. A throaty, smoky rasp that seemed to promise sexual pleasures. "Did you hear me?"

		"Um, I'm sorry. Ms. Munro, what are you doing here?"

		Naomi pinched the bridge of her nose and closed her eyes. 'Fucking Diva's...' she thought.

		In a slow, measured tone, she responded, "Were you ever thinking about calling the intelligence agency after your mission, check in with me? Were you not also aware of what a potential security breach that could be?"

		"But...but I had bit of a problem. I didn't know who else to turn to. After Captain Benson and I broke up... Well, I couldn't exactly..."

		In the same measured tone, Naomi asked, "What was or is your problem then?"

		Now that the moment had come, Anya realized how foolish her excuse would sound. She stood there mutely for several seconds.

		"Well?" Naomi asked impatiently.

		"I...I..."

		The girl stopped as tears formed in her eyes. She turned and ran into the living room, Naomi followed, determined to know why this little pest was so irritating. Naomi's anger slowly leached out of her at the sight of the young girl sobbing. She turned the blonde girl to face her.

		In a gentler voice, she said, "Tell me why you have been avoiding your required check in."

		"I...was drilled...to be precise..."

		"What?!?" Naomi slowly sat down. "You were what?"

		"Well, Brandie...she fucked me in the ass with a foot long dildo. I think I'm good enough at my job, you would understand why I had to sit on a donut for a week. I am just now able to use the bathroom without passing out."

		Naomi shook her head. "I don't think so, Ms. Grey. Even 007 had his nuts cracked and he reported in."

		"That's different. Plumbing is totally different.."

		"And I think I handled myself pretty well during that whole crisis with my project and doing what I needed to do to get the job done."

		"But agents still call their security agency regardless."

		Anya planted herself in front of the small love seat Naomi was perched on. She twirled a long, blond tress in her fingers for a moment then smiled at the older woman.

		"I bet you don't have many agents have done what I did or that'll do this..."

		Naomi, for the first time, noted the tightly-wrapped white robe. It was loose at the top, showing off an impressive bit of cleavage and dropped to mid-thigh, showing the girl's lovely legs. She had to admit the young woman in front of her was quite an eyeful.

		Anya began to sway and dance lightly around in front of the older woman. Pulling on one of the ties of her robe, she quickly pirouetted around and shoved her terry-cloth covered ass back to sway directly in Naomi's face.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Naomi was stunned.

		She knew she should stop this but something inside her made her pause. Perhaps it was the desire to see how far the blonde would go. Perhaps it was simple desire...

		Anya dropped the left shoulder of the robe, exposing smooth, pale skin. She looked over this tantalizing sight and gazed at the agent-handler under her short bangs. She dropped the other shoulder and held the robe halfway down her back.

		Naomi was sweating. And she was getting wet in other places too. She had felt but ignored any attraction for this little sexpot when they met before. After all, she was twice the girl's age.

		But now...ignoring her was becoming impossible.

		When the robe fell down her back to hand at Anya's waist, Naomi saw, from behind, the swells of Anya's breasts and dearly wished to see them completely bare.

		"Like it so far?" Anya teased.

		Naomi merely nodded and Anya, again looking over one bare shoulder, smiled and dropped the robe. Naomi's mouth started to water. The girl's back was incredibly sexy but her ass was fantastic! Naomi started to reach out for it when Anya danced forward a bit.

		"Uh-uh! Look but no touch. Not unless I say so..."

		Then Anya turned and Naomi was able to take in her full beauty. From the lovely blond hair that cascaded over her shoulders to her round, full breasts (larger than most girls her age) with the pert, hard nipples down to the perfect, heart-shaped blond fur above the glistening lips of her vulva...the girl was just about perfect!

		Ronnie's own nipples were pressing against her dress and her panties were soaked through. She began to caress herself unconsciously as she watched the girl dance around, showing off her body.

		"How about a lap dance?" Anya asked.

		Before Naomi could respond, the blond girl straddled her legs and began to move before the older woman. Naomi's eyes were glued on the perfect orbs that swayed in front of her. She tried to reach up and Anya slapped her hands lightly.

		"Ah-ah, not until I say so..."

		Anya cupped her own breasts, tweaking the nipples and leaning back, her eyes closed. Her body moved over slightly and her mound began to grind on one of Naomi's thighs, the juices flowing over the woman's expensive nylons. Naomi didn't care.

		"Oh, oh, oh, oh...Oooooohhh...." Anya sighed as she achieved a small climax on the smooth silk of Naomi's stockings.

		She continued to move on the woman even so but released her breasts and ran her hands back through her long blond hair. Those hands moved into Naomi's long dark hair and began to caress the woman's scalp and then her ears.

		Anya leaned over and narrowly missed kissing the older woman. She smiled slyly as Naomi groaned over the missed opportunity. Her hands slid down to grasp Naomi's shoulders and she pushed up to hold her body above the woman's. She gyrated slightly and brushed her hard nipples against Ronnie's forehead and nose, carefully avoiding the woman's lips.

		Finally Anya gave into her own desire and sat back down on Naomi's lap. Her left hand snaked into the dark forest of Ronnie's hair and held the back of the woman's head gently as she leaned in and kissed the agent.

		Naomi felt the warmth of those young, full lips and grew even more wet between her legs. When Anya's tongue danced across her mouth, she opened to welcome the wet intruder. The two tongues began to dance between each mouth as the two lovely women explored each other.

		Naomi's hands slid over the smooth back to cup the tight, round ass cheeks before moving to the front to hold one of Anya's large breasts. Once her thumb grazed the nipple,. Anya moaned loudly, echoing into Naomi.

		Finally, Anya's tongue retreated into her mouth and Naomi's followed. Anya closed her lips and sucked gently on Naomi before letting the sweet flesh go. She sat back and combed back her hair.

		"So? How'd I do?"

		"Huh? What?"

		"You're so wet, I can smell it. I bet no other agent ever got you that wet. I bet if I worked it a little more, I could have you tell me anything."

		A sly, knowing smile spread across the blonde's face. Naomi would never admit it but the girl was right. She had practically cast a spell on the brunette and she so wanted to be under that spell again. Almost anything would be worth the price...

		"Well, you seemed to enjoy it too," Naomi said carefully. "That could backfire on you..."

		Anya smiled sweetly and kissed Naomi lightly. "Only with you," she whispered.

		Before Naomi could absorb that statement, the girl took Naomi's hand and led her to the patio. "You need some sun."

		Standing behind Naomi, the naked young woman slowly unzipped the other's dress, letting it fall to the pavement. "Ooo...did you wear this for me?" Anya asked as she toyed with the black lace garter belt that was revealed.

		Then, she quickly unsnapped the bra, letting that fall. Kneeling, she thoroughly kissed Naomi's satin-covered ass as she unsnapped the nylons and slowly rolled those down the brunette's long legs. Once the nylons were off, she removed the garter belt then pulled the panties down, pausing to kiss the now-bare ass several times.

		Finished with disrobing her new partner, Anya stood and gently turned Naomi around. The woman was gorgeous. Her breasts were as big as Anya's with no sagging. Her waist was trim, as was her beautiful ass, and the treasure her eyes sought out was nestled in a nicely trimmed thatch of brown curls.

		"You are as beautiful and sexy as I dreamed," Anya whispered as Naomi took her in her arms.

		"So are you," Naomi said just as they kissed again.

		This was a sight that would make any porn producer jealous. Two beautiful women, one fair and light and the other dark and sultry, standing as one; fused at the lips, breasts, stomach, and crotch as their long legs intertwined. Long dark hair draped down one woman while golden, blond hair cascaded down the other's body.

		And the kiss was pure.

		Pure passion.

		Pure need.

		Pure desire.

		Pure want.

		Pure lust.

		Anya pulled away with a giggle and danced across the patio towards the pool. Just before diving in, she called, "Catch me if you can!"

		Naomi smiled. She was an Olympic-level swimmer after all. She knifed into the water cleanly and almost caught Anya before she reached the far side of the pool where the water was only waist deep.

		All thoughts of the age difference between them had been forgotten. Throwing her long, wet hair back, Anya watched the slim shape swim towards her underwater, the long dark hair trailing back like a comet's tail. When the woman surfaced, she threw her head back so her dark hair fanned out and back, water flying away in a rainbow-tinted spray.

		"I think I caught you," Naomi said with a smile.

		She looked with admiration at the young blonde standing before her. Drops of water glistened on her skin and in her hair. One droplet caught on the end of a nipple and hung there.

		Naomi was captivated by that until it finally fell into the water near the girl's flat tummy. Anya was equally enthralled by the tall beauty before her. Naomi's soaking hair hung straight down her back, leaving her breasts naked to her gaze. Her natural posture helped to accentuate the round, firm globes.

		The younger woman stepped up and held both breasts in her hands as she leaned over and began to suck one. Her tongue and teeth worked in tandem to caress and excite the eraser-sized nub. Her other hand toyed with the nipple before she switched sides.

		Naomi ran her hands down the soft, wet hair as she held the girl gently to her tits. It had been a long time since she'd been with anyone and she decided to enjoy this to the fullest.

		After combing her fingers through the wet locks, she slipped one hand around to Anya's front to gently take one of her rounds breasts in hand. Gently kneading the flesh, she continued to caress the girl's hair with her other hand.

		One of Anya's hands slid in a long caress from Naomi's breast down her flat stomach and into the water. The teen felt a thrill when her fingers touched the soft pubic fur between the brunette's legs. Stroking the tight curls, her hand moved up and down slowly before slipping into the hidden cleft to feel the burning need in the woman's groin.

		Naomi moaned as the gentle fingers touched her lightly. With growing insistence, they roamed over her heated flesh, caressing but not entering as the woman felt her arousal, already near a peak, grow even more.

		"Ooh...Anya..."

		With her lips still wrapped around a nipple, the young blonde peeked up at her lover through her bangs. The rapturous look on Naomi's face caused her to smile around the tasty mouthful she was enjoying.

		Slowly, as if afraid, one of Anya's fingers probed just inside the puffy lower lips. The girl moved it further into the wet heat, adding a second and a third finger. Then she began a slow stroking motion with her hand. Her thumb grazed the emerging clitoris which brought a yelp to her very willing victim.

		Naomi hadn't had anyone touch her there in so long... And this girl was so good... A few more strokes would be all she needed...

		"Ooooooooooooooooo!!!!!! Yyyyyeeeesssss!!!!!!" Naomi slumped against the teenager as she had her first orgasm.

		Her entire body was quivering. Anya held her close, their wet bodies pressed together as she kissed Naomi softly. Naomi opened her eyes and smiled at the young blonde.

		"My God! Where did you learn...?"

		Anya cocked an eyebrow, winked and smiled, "The internet. My lesbian porn stash. And it's what I would want to have done to me."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Naomi looked into the seemingly innocent young face, "So, I'm your first?"

		"No. Captain and I...we tried it." She shook her head and continued, "Didn't do much for me. But I did get a chance to try some things with my cousin Felicia. She's very talented..."

		"So are you," Naomi said, her open lips meeting Anya's for a long, wet kiss. Finally breaking the kiss, Naomi had to ask, "How far did you go with Captain Benson?"

		"Well, I'm no longer a virgin, if that's what you mean. Jealous?"

		Naomi smiled, "A little. What about with your cousin? Felicia was it?"

		"She and I kissed and played with each other. But that was about it. Her mom was coming upstairs when she was about to go further. And I had to come home the next day..."

		"Oh, my poor deprived baby..." Naomi cooed, her hands stroking the girl in her arms from her head to her submerged ass.

		In fact, throughout this short conversation, they held each other as they stood in the shallow end of the pool and caressed each other's naked form.

		"I think I know what she wanted to do. And I do too." Anya grinned widely as Naomi helped her to sit on the edge of the pool.

		The woman knelt in the warm water in front of her and parted Anya's legs. Leaning over, Naomi inhaled the scent of the girl, mixed with the aroma of the pool. Anya had orgasms before and thrilled to sex with her cousin, and even Captain to a degree, but nothing had prepared her for the overwhelming thrill of Naomi's tongue when it parted her labia.

		She squealed as the woman began to lick her. "Ooooh! Naomi...don't stop! Please don't stop..."

		Her hand cradled the back of the older woman's head, holding her face close to Anya's hot pussy. Naomi found herself quickly addicted to the smell and taste of the young girl. She delved deep inside with her tongue, her fingers peeling the outer lips apart.

		Once inside, she began to stoke the honeyed walls with her tongue, sampling the taste of Anya from the source. A wickedly devilish idea came to her as the girl began to hump against her face.

		Naomi pushed the girl's spread thighs back to expose her tight asshole. The brunette wasted no time in applying her tongue to the crinkled rosebud. Oh God! No one had ever touched Anya there before! It was so bad and so exciting! It still hurt back there a little. When she felt the woman's tongue push into her, she let out a screech. Her entire body felt like it was melting from the talented tongue of the master spy. Pleasure outweighed the pain.

		Naomi began to tongue-fuck Anya's asshole slowly. With every thrust she pushed a tiny bit deeper into her rectum. When she finally was in as far as possible, she began to move her tongue around inside like she had in the girl's pussy. Anya bit down on her lower lips. She could handle the pain.

		Meanwhile, she slipped two fingers into that pussy and began to fuck the girl slowly. Naomi made a point of matching the pace of her fingers in Anya's pussy with her tongue in Anya's asshole.

		When she managed to reach the girl's clitoris with her pinkie, she felt Anya convulse around her digits and tongue. In moments, Anya came like she never had before. The world turned white and the only sound she heard was the throbbing of pulse. She didn't even hear her own screams of inarticulate joy as she climaxed on the face of her lover.

		Anya came back to herself, breathing in great, sobbing gulps of air. She felt the comforting arm of the older woman around her as Naomi purred sympathetically in her ear.

		When she found her voice, she looked at the brunette with tears in her eyes, "I never thought it could be that good! Oh God, Naomi, you made me feel..."

		"Sshhh, I know, baby. I know."

		Naomi's husky voice was soft and comforting but it still contained that sexy quality that Anya remembered from the days when Naomi had pretended to be the administrator at her school.

		Anya looked tenderly, lovingly at Naomi and kissed her. The kiss was different than those that had gone before, it was sweet and loving. Her tongue gently slid along Naomi's in a show of thanks for the wonderful gift the woman had given her.

		They finally stood and took turns wordlessly toweling each other off. Then, Anya led Naomi to a chaise lounge and pushed her down onto it. Kneeling at the foot of it, she lay between Naomi's legs and gently opened the woman.

		Naomi's sex was like a wet, puffy flower to the girl's eyes. It was exquisite. The aroma of the fleshy 'bloom' was heavenly. The girl leaned closer and began to lick.

		Naomi lay her head back, her eyes closed, as she felt the girl's novice tongue begin to explore her. Soft wet sounds mixed with gentle moans filled the afternoon air as Anya licked and sucked and explored the wonders of Naomi's pussy.

		Resting her hand gently on the back of Anya's head, Naomi helped the girl find her specific pleasure points. Naomi was close too. Between the joy of giving the beautiful young girl her first major orgasm and the knowledge that her pussy was the first that Anya had ever tasted, she was ripe for an orgasm. Not that it was necessary, Anya was so enthusiastic that she ran her tongue over ever millimeter of torrid flesh.

		And she seemed to naturally know where to concentrate. When Naomi's clit popped completely out of its little home, Anya let out the cutest little "Oooo!" before using her tongue there.

		That was all it took.

		Naomi thrust her crotch hard into Anya's face as she screamed, "Oooooohhhhh nnnnnaaaaaooooommmmiiiiiiii!!!!!"

		After Naomi caught her breath, she pulled Anya up to lie on her as they kissed. She muttered to the girl, "You're a natural. You are so good. You are so wonderful."

		Anya, in turn, whispered to Naomi between kisses, "Thank you. I love what we did. I love you. Thank you."

		The two finally got up, walked hand in hand to the pool and dove in. Swimming again to the far side, they stood face to face and kissed passionately for several minutes.

		Finally, after one more suck on Naomi's tongue, Anya asked, "So, can I report in now?"

		The older woman growled and lifted the naked blonde over her head and threw her into the deep section then dove after her.

		They played and pleased each other for several more hours. Naomi didn't bother to go back to the capital for two more days.

		***

		Anya watched from the front door as Naomi took the Agency car for the trip to Headquarters in DC. They had packed a small lunch, and Anya had kissed Naomi on her way out.

		But Anya knew that Naomi would not keep her secret, that she would instead tell the Director the whole story on how Brandie had forced herself upon Anya.

		All of the events of the last six months had come to this. Anya's getting next to Brandie and her deceptions involving Naomi and the Director. Now she was alone, having delivered herself to Brandie as the price of her career.

		She went back to the library and took a seat. Anya tried to work, hoping that it would change her mood. Instead, she felt like screaming.

		Buzz!

		"Anya!"

		"Yes, Director. You don't have to speak so loudly. What's up?"

		"I have to see you right away."

		"That's impossible for today, perhaps Sunday. I'm busy this weekend. What's that noise?"

		"I'm calling from Cincinnati's CVG Airport, Anya this is very important. Have you been contacted by a woman named Brandie Johnson?"

		"No," Anya lied.

		"Don't lie to me, Anya, please! This woman is somehow linked to the Dragon Lady, Erica Fong you turned recently."

		"What?"

		"Early this morning I got a call from a agent in San Diego. Erica had instructed him that after her defection he was supposed to send you a package. But the idiot forgot! He was keeping an eye on Brandie, and in the event she would come east, to warn you. It wasn't until Brandie had a car accident on North Bend on Wednesday and was revealed to be a fake that he remembered the package and called me."

		"But Brandie's here in Crestview Hills!"

		"Exactly, Brandie hired a woman look alike to substitute for her for quite some time. She knows you turned Erica. She is bound to try and get revenge."

		"Why are you at CVG?"

		"He sent his secretary with the package on a red eye flight from San Diego that will be landing shortly. Then I'll drive up to your house."

		"No, you can't be seen here."

		"All right, where?"

		"How about the Airport Marriot? Meet me by the staircase by the Winchester Ballroom in two hours."

		"Fine. The plane's about to land, see you there."

		`What the hell is going on?' Anya asked herself.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Anya waited outside the ballroom, pacing on the carpet. Amber the Director was probably stuck in traffic, thought Anya.

		"Can I help you?" asked a hotel staff worker.

		"I'm waiting for a friend," Anya answered.

		Just then at the end of the corridor, Anya watched as Amber walked in.

		"Amber!" called Anya.

		Amber quickly strode over, puffing as she sought to catch her breath. Her face was flushed red from the outside cold.

		"Anya, glad you're here. Can we go somewhere private?"

		"There was a sales meeting here a little while ago, the door is open."

		Anya opened the door, which was really a conference room, not a ballroom in the usual sense since it could be separated into three small rooms.

		"Good," said Amber as they walked inside and closed the door to the empty room.

		"Well?"

		"Here."

		From her soft leather briefcase Amber removed a large package, bound with tape. On the top were the words "To be Opened by Anya Grey Only." Below the words was Erica's distinctive signature.

		"Aren't you going to open it?" asked Amber, as she poured a glass of water from the pitcher on the table.

		"Sit down, I have a confession to make first," said Anya.

		"Go ahead."

		"Erica and Li Sung didn't die in the plane crash in Mexico. Li Sung is alive and well, living in Taos New Mexico. The whole thing was a set-up."

		"What?" gasped Amber.

		"Erica was dying of leukemia for the last years of her life, she was seriously ill and weak. She didn't want to be remembered as an object of pity, of sympathy, a major master spy couldn't handle the rigors any longer. So she and Li created the competition between Captain Benson and myself to gain more information.."

		"Why?"

		"To see which of her handlers was the better spy. I was, by virtue of the fact that I was a better stock market player, management of the house, and proper conduct. Unlike Naomi, who had allied herself with you, Erica's enemy."

		"I understand now," said Amber, "Erica wanted to see that she was to be remembered for her handler. That's why you've acquired the aura and the reputation of turning Erica."

		"Yes. I'm sorry that I've concealed the truth from you, Amber. I was obeying my CI, even after her death."

		"Understood."

		Anya opened a small Swiss Army Knife that she carried in her purse and cut the tape on the package. Inside were a series of envelopes, plus a wrapped rectangular object.

		"Letters for me, you, Brandie, and you. Plus this," Anya held the object, which she shook in her hand, "thumb drive."

		Anya opened her letter and handed Amber hers. They stared at each other, and then Anya opened hers and passed the knife to Amber.

		"I didn't know!" cried Amber, shock in her face after she had read her letter.

		"But I did."

		"This changes everything!"

		"No, this changes nothing. Brandie forced herself on me a few weeks ago. She wanted me to trade her and, hand her over to another handler, then make her final demand."

		"Which is?"

		"To use me in her Dungeon of Hell, alone."

		"You can't, Anya. She'll hurt you, thinking the way she does."

		"I don't think that she feels that way anymore," Anya answered.

		"Why?"

		"Because I've turned her, because she knows and understands what it means to play both sides in international espionage."

		"You're very confident about your own abilities, Anya. To place yourself at her mercy!"

		"All right then," Anya spied a pile of stationary on a table, and some envelopes as well.

		Anya wrote out something, and then removed a key from her purse. She placed it in the envelope along with the letter that she had just written.

		"I sent Naomi off to Headquarters but knowing her she's probably went looking for Brandie now. Which is where you're going, with that envelope."

		"What are you going to do?" questioned Amber.

		"Submit myself to Brandie Johnson, just as she wants. I made a contract with her, and I intend to honor it."

		"If I had a pair of cuffs now, I'd lock you to the chair, since you're totally mad."

		"Perhaps I am, but I don't think that Brandie means to hurt me now."

		"Good luck Anya," said Amber as she kissed her companion on the cheek.

		"I'll need it," answered Anya.

		* * *

		When Anya returned to her place, she kept glancing at her watch. Even though it was hours until Brandie would arrive, Anya wanted to be ready for her.

		Anya stripped her clothes off in the bedroom, then padded around naked as the tub filled.

		"What?" said Anya to herself when she saw movement behind her.

		It was then that she felt a cloth pressed to her face with the sickly sweet odor of chloroform before she passed out, the walls spinning.

		* * *

		"Good afternoon, sleepyhead," said Brandie.

		When Anya came to, she found that she was naked, collared, and bracelets were locked to her wrists and ankles. She was seated on the floor with her back to the bed, wrists locked behind her back, and a spreader bar locked to her ankles.

		"Brandie, how?"

		"While you were out, I paid someone to let me in the house. Money can buy everything, you know."

		"What are you going to do with me?" asked Anya.

		"Worried aren't you?" smiled Brandie when she answered.

		"Yes."

		"Anything that I want, Mistress. You're helpless, and at my mercy. I can use you any way I choose, to my heart's desire."

		"You said you wouldn't hurt me," protested Anya.

		"True."

		"Ah!" cried Anya.

		Brandie had been hiding a riding crop behind her back, and she had cruelly struck Anya's breasts with an unexpected stroke. An evil grin spread across her face.

		Then Brandie got to her knees next to Anya, and began to lick and suck at Anya's nipples, teasing them erect. At the same time, her right hand snaked between Anya's thighs and began to trace the outline of her sex, making Anya moan with anticipation.

		"No Anya, I'm not going to give you a climax, not yet anyway. You're quite a sexual person, aren't you?"

		"What do you want with me?" asked Anya.

		"I've got everything that I want right now. The famed Mistress Anya, helpless at my feet. I'll get dressed; do you mind if I wear some of your clothes?"

		"Go ahead, I can't stop you," answered Anya.

		"Oh how very droll, Mistress. I'll give you something to think about while I'm dressing."

		Anya watched as Brandie opened her night table and removed a vibrator. Brandie then flipped the switch on and it made a buzzing noise.

		"Open wde," ordered Brandie.

		Anya obliged, and Brandie forced the vibrator into her rectum all the way that she could. The buzzing vibrator instantly both excited and hurt Anya, making her hot and wet and in pain.

		"Keep that in your butt," threatened Brandie, "or there will be worse to come."

		Anya watched as Brandie stripped off her clothes, revealing that she wore no underwear. Naked, Brandie walked around Anya's bedroom, and opened her dresser drawers.

		"Nice collection of undies, Anya. Bet you must be Victoria's Secret's best customer. Good thing that we're about the same size."

		Brandie selected a matching bra and panty set of black lace and put them on quickly. Then she removed one panty from the drawer, along with a single black stocking then closed it. Brandie then advanced on Anya, which remained helpless on the floor.

		"How's that butt hole of yours?" asked Brandie.

		"Fine, thank you."

		"Vibrator still inside?"

		Brandie then reached between Anya's legs and tweaked the buzzing vibrator. It was still held firmly in place.

		"You must have one trained sphincter, Missy," commented Brandie as she balled up the panty she was holding, "so open wide."

		Brandie then stuffed the panty into Anya's mouth, then wrapped the stocking around then tied a knot at the back of her head.

		"Mmm Mmmph!" cried Anya.

		"You're mine, Missy. All mine for one night. I'll do with you as I please, everything from a spanking to suspending you from the ceiling and striping that lovely body of yours. And you'll never know the reason why," taunted Brandie as she walked into the closet to select some fetish wear.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Brandie sat in Anya's chair, wearing a black leather bodysuit and a pair of high heels. On the carpet knelt Anya, naked and helpless. Once Brandie had dressed she had unlocked the spreader bar and removed the vibrator. Then she had pulled Anya to her feet, and had marched her down to the Dungeon, pushing Anya to her knees.

		Anya had not resisted or fought, or even tried to run. Instead, she had allowed herself to be taken down to the Dungeon. She knelt with the gag still in her mouth, in the pose of submission that Brandie wanted.

		"I would have thought that you would have tried something, Anya. But you're here at my mercy, doesn't that scare you? The whip, the crop, the cane are available for my use. I could hurt you badly, Mistress."

		Instead of grunting through her gag, Anya instead remained silent. She bit down on the panty inside her mouth, glad for the dignity that the fabric gave her.

		Frustrated, Brandie rose to her feet and untied the stocking, and pulled the panty from Anya's mouth, leaving Anya gasping for breath.

		"Thank you!" panted Anya, her chest heaving from the deep breaths that she now took.

		"When were you last whipped Anya?" asked Brandie, "I'll bet that it was a long time ago?"

		"Someone tried six months ago," answered Anya, "I broke her arm. I really need to be in the mood for that kinky shit."

		"How proper you are."

		"Thank you."

		"I'm going to paddle your bottom so get ready, Missy!" said Brandie.

		Brandie then pulled Anya again to her feet, and then marched her over to the padded bench. She then sat down and pulled Anya over her knee. Anya noted that Brandie had already placed the paddle on the bench in advance.

		"You may count each stroke, slave. And thank me after every five."

		"Yes! What is it with you fixation on butts and asses?"

		Brandie raised Anya's bound arms, and then struck a savage blow with her hand.

		"One!"

		"Two!"

		"Three!"

		"Four!"

		"Five! Thank you!"

		Anya felt the skin on her bottom slowly warm as it was struck. She had not been spanked for a long time indeed.

		"Six!"

		"Seven!"

		"Eight!"

		"Nine!"

		"Ten! Thank you!"

		Crack!

		"Ah!" cried Anya, the force of the paddle staggering her with its effect.

		"Continue, slut!"

		"Eleven!"

		"Twelve!"

		"Fifteen! Thank you!"

		Crack!

		"eighteen!"

		"Eighteen!"

		"Twenty! Thank you!"

		"Very good, Anya," commented Brandie as she let Anya kneel on the floor.

		"Thank you!"

		"Did you like the paddle?"

		"Yes."

		Brandie offered the paddle to Anya, and she kissed it without having been ordered to. Then Anya knelt in silence, awaiting Brandie's next use of her.

		"I want to flog you," said Brandie.

		"Why?."

		"Just because. I want nothing from you, no resistance? Or protest?" asked Brandie.

		"No, none. I would have submitted to you without the chloroform."

		"Why?"

		"Because I turned you, Brandie. Because I knew your fetishes.," answered Anya.

		"You're not going to beg me to stop?" asked Brandie.

		"No. Please flog me?"

		Brandie then slapped Anya across her cheek, the sound clearly audible in the Dungeon. Anya fell to the floor, as she lost the balance that she had on her knees.

		"Why can't you be scared of me?" screamed Brandie.

		"Because I was once nearly killed by a agent who was evil," Anya answered.

		Brandie then pulled Anya to her feet, then over to the ceiling chain. Releasing her wrists from behind her back, Brandie then locked Anya's wrists to the chain. She then activated the motor control, and soon Anya was hanging by her wrists.

		"Prepare to be flogged, Anya!"

		"Okay."

		"No need to count, Anya."

		"Thank you, Mistress."

		Brandie had selected a flogger made of heavy leather strands that would mark on contact. She hefted it in her hands, feeling the weight. When Anya looked into her eyes, Brandie looked back at her in anger.

		"I'm going to leave your skin on fire, Anya."

		"Thank you."

		Brandie then began to strike, the flogger leaving red marks wherever it landed. Anya's entire body shook with every stroke.

		"Ah!"

		"Ah!"

		"Ah!"

		"Ah!" cried Anya with every stroke.

		Anya dug her nails into her palms as she was flogged, her body one mass of pain as Brandie would strike her in one place, then move on to another. Her underarms, breasts, thighs, and sex all were the target of the flogger, and Brandie didn't stop.

		Each stroke left Anya gasping as she cried out after each one marked her. Tears fell from her eyes.

		"Open your legs, slave."

		Anya did as she was ordered, and the flogger found its way onto her sex and the inside of her thighs. Brandie relentlessly continued to use Anya without pause or mercy.

		"Slut!" cried Brandie, "you're a slut, Missy!"

		"Painslut, Brandie," gasped Anya, "I'm stronger than you, Brandie. Much stronger."

		"No!"

		Brandie ceased using the flogger, only to take a crop from the cabinet to replace it. She flexed it in front of Anya, holding it in her hands.

		"Kiss the crop," ordered Brandie.

		"Alright."

		Anya kissed the crop, only to be rewarded with a series of slicing strokes across her breasts and thighs. She hung in her chains, moaning when the crop would strike her especially hard.

		"Twenty," stated Anya.

		"What was that?"

		"You used twenty strokes on me, Brandie," said Anya.

		"I wasn't counting, slut."

		"You should have, Brandie. Because a professional needs to be responsible."

		"What does that mean? You are nothing but a double cross messenger for the Agency."

		"To properly care from the subject under your control, and to know the amount of use that they can take. I didn't double cross anyone by the way."

		"Bull shit, I know all about you and what you did." Brandie spat.

		Recessed into the ceiling were the lights, which could be bright or dim depending on their control. Anya looked up and saw that one light had begun to flash on and off.

		"You forgot to ask me for information, Brandie."

		"Go ahead, then, Missy."

		"Captain Benson."

		"NO!" screamed Brandie. Brandie didn't know Anya knew about her and Benson, she reasoned she'd been played which made her even angrier.

		She grabbed a ball gag, then thrust it into Anya's mouth. Brandie then picked up the single tail whip, and lashed at Anya with all of her might, breaking Anya's skin, the blood flowing down her back.

		Stroke after stroke hit Anya, tears falling from her eyes. The gag prevented her from pleading, just like before.

		Brandie continued to beat Anya, oblivious to anything else. The thick Dungeon door burst open, and Naomi and Amber the director raced inside. The look of horror on Naomi's face was shocking.

		"Anya!" screamed Naomi.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Naomi tackled Brandie in a few strides, knocking her off balance. From her belt Naomi removed a pair of handcuffs that she cruelly locked on Brandie's wrists. Then she placed a ball gag in her mouth, and drew the roller buckle tight.

		The director removed Anya's gag, then they both released her. Naomi held onto Anya as they sat her on the bench, Anya's blood on their hands.

		"Are you all right?" asked Amber.

		"I hurt," said Anya, "nothing that some rest won't cure."

		"You've been badly used."

		"Yes," Anya weakly answered.

		Naomi dragged Brandie to her feet, then forced her to her knees in front of Anya.

		"What do you want me to do with her?" asked Naomi.

		"Take her to the library after my wounds have been treated," offered Anya.

		"Why shouldn't I hang her from the ceiling and whip her until she bleeds?"

		"Because she's Erica's sister, Naomi," Anya calmly explained.

		* * *

		After Amber had dressed her wounds, she had been given her nightgown and bathrobe. Anya then asked that they go to the library to conclude the events of the evening.

		Anya sat at her desk, with Amber in a chair beside her. Brandie sat in a chair, her arms still bound behind her back, and the ball gag still in her mouth, with Naomi next to her.

		"Anya, you really should go to bed, you've suffered a tremendous shock," said Amber.

		"I'm all right, Amber, thank you. I'll rest later. Thank you for being my friend."

		"I'll always be your friend, Anya," answered Amber.

		"You might not be after we're done tonight."

		"Why?"

		"Give me my purse," asked Anya, "now we begin. Naomi, you may remove her gag."

		"I'm not saying anything!" protested Brandie when her mouth was free.

		"You don't have to; your sister will do the talking. Amber, I have a confession to make. Erica and Li didn't die in the plane crash in Mexico back in June 2019. She really died three months later from a car accident, in a new life that she had created. Li is still alive, and lives in New Mexico."

		"Six days ago," Anya began, "during the middle of the major operation. Brandie was going to exchange names, codes and photos of operatives working in the US. After the transaction Brandie forced herself upon me.. Brandie did not want me to investigate her to discover her true identity, which is that she is Erica's younger half-sister.

		Naomi removed the cuffs, and passed the letter to Brandie, who still looked bitter and resentful. She began to read silently, and then tears formed at the corner of her eyes. The terms of the information exchange were for Brandie to have Anya sexually after the transaction. But Brandie so obviously violated the terms with her overzealous technique she would need to pay the penalty for her transgression.

		Brandie realized she had no choice and decided to woman up, just as Anya had when necessary and do the job imposed on her. Amber and Naomi sat from over-stuffed leather chairs as the show began with Brandie moving toward Anya.

		***

		Brandie's hands felt remarkedly soft and her touch was wonderfully gentle. She slowly slid her hands up and down Anya's thighs, each time getting closer to her crotch. Anya couldn't help but shiver slightly as she got closer and closer.

		But when she was just about to touch her mound, she withdrew her hands. Anya opened her eyes and looked at Brandie. She was smiling at her and Anya frowned at her enjoyment.

		"Come on, that's not..." Anya started to say, but she shushed her quiet. Anya instinctively fell silent at once.

		"Just close your eyes and lean back. Believe me, you'll be happy that you did."

		Anya went along with it after one last disapproving look and settled against the couch again. She shifted her body so that she found a comfortable position for her arms that were currently healing from her beating.

		She let out a breath and waited for what was about to happen. Brandie left her hanging for a moment. Anya could feel that she had knelt between her legs. She could feel Brandie's body heat close to her crotch and she could almost sense her breathing.

		But she didn't touch anything for what seemed like several minutes. And then, she finally made contact. Her touch was the barest of brush of her finger against Anya's clitoris. The contact was almost too soft to feel and lasted for only a fraction of a second, but her body had an extremely strong reaction to it.

		Anya took a gulp of air and her stomach muscles tightened. The pleasure centers of her brain were starting to wake up. Brandie continued to touch her with the slightest of touches with both her fingers and eventually her tongue, but she didn't allow the touch to last for very long.

		Anya was starting to wriggle in her seat, starting to feel the desire flare inside her. Her gentle touches were making Anya tune in the merest of contact and they started to amplify as she went on.

		Anya ached for a more concrete touch. Brandie's breathing got heavier as she continued her dance around her clit. Slowly the contact started to get longer and she started to touch her with slightly more force. This was driving Anya absolutely nuts because the soft touches had made her hypersensitive and now that she was starting to make fuller contact, it was all the more powerful.

		Brandie still advanced slowly until suddenly two of her fingers slid inside Anya and her clit got encapsulated by her mouth. She then started to lick Anya's clit with circular motions while her fingers expertly explored her insides.

		Anya's eyes shot wide open and she was overwhelmed with pleasure. It was almost too much to handle, but it was right in the zone where it was just making her insane with the kind of sexual endorphin rush that she had very rarely achieved and never at this scale.

		Anya hadn't even realized how wet she had gotten before she sensed the fingers sliding in so effortlessly. The long fingers tested every corner of her vagina methodically, finding the spots that she responded to the most and then Brandie concentrated her efforts to those spots.

		At the same time her licking started to become more feverish and the combined effect was utter bliss like Anya had never imagined. She couldn't help but let out a long moan while she was getting closer and closer to climaxing. As it turned out, she didn't even have time to take a breath in the middle of the moan when an intense body spasm took over and she started to orgasm with unparalleled intensity.

		Brandie took this as a sign to start working on her clit even harder and as the walls contracted around her fingers, she began to slide them in and out of Anya. Anya wanted to scream, but her lungs were caught in the full body spasm and she couldn't breathe. She began to shake and curl as the orgasmic climax seemed to take over every single nerve ending and muscle in her body.

		Finally, after Anya thought she would pass out, her lungs gained some functionality back and she let a guttural moan that she didn't know was possible to produce with the human vocal cords. And exactly at the right moment, Brandie broke all contact with her and let the aftershocks of what had just happened go over Anya, wave by wave.

		At that point Anya's legs dropped on the floor and she just remained still as the enormity of what just had occurred slowly let go of her body. The afterglow was almost as good as the climax itself.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

		From the Diary of Brandie Johnson

		It is now six months since I have defected and serving the director, and Naomi. And my life has been changed forever since I work with Anya quite closely.

		My penalty for using Anya the way I did was to serve her for 24 hours a day, seven days a week, for a month, which I readily agreed to. My punishment, in addition to being used by Anya and Naomi, was to read my sister's entire journal from start to finish. And help out in translating the meanings.

		When I was set free to leave, Anya drove me to the airport and pressed an envelope into my hand. She said I would know when to open it.

		Two months after returning home, I passed a sex shop in San Diego and went inside. I was immediately sexually excited by the scent of edible lube and latex.

		When I went home, I opened the envelope. Within was a list of all friends of Anya in California. A network of spies actually that I would be working with.

		One day, I shall return to Crestview Hills and again place myself in service to Anya. There is no way that I can repay the agony that I placed Anya through fearing she was some evil triple agent. Strangely, she bore me no ill will. Instead, she made certain that I understood the nature of separating business and pleasure.

		I now admire Anya, and finally have come to understand why my sister Erica trusted her as well.

		What is trust, I wonder?

		END

		

		

		

		Vengeance Is Mine

		

		Book Five

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Samantha Mason grew up and married in northern, Kentucky, a suburban area that is a very comfortable community that moves at a slower pace, and most of the residents are Caucasian. It is a bedroom community with a very small retail district.

		The summers are beautiful with a lot of green trees and floral displays in front of homes and businesses. The casual visitors would never suspect just how many local married women that consider themselves as straight, bisexual or even lesbian indulge in seducing the local high school girls.

		She was a 40-year-old woman that was only five- three and slightly chubby dark-haired woman with blue eyes and wore tortoise shell glasses, with large melon sized tits also with large almost brown areoles and nipples. She knew that she was a lesbian but was shocked to discover that she had a desire to seduce a young high school teenage girl when she met Rebecca. Something she had been able to keep from Frank her husband of over twenty years and her daughter.

		She had had always been a lesbian from the days discovered the pleasures of oral sex at the age of ten with her best friend. Her neighbors would have been shocked to learn that their neighbor supported herself writing lesbian erotica for publication. She had developed close relationships with a number of her fans over the years, but one day she received a fan letter from a teenager that turned out to be very interesting. They exchanged several e-mails and became enamored with each other.

		Her named was Rebecca and she sent photographs of herself. She was a naturally dark-haired brunette with a part on the left side of her head and the straight hair was cut short of her shoulders. She sported a pair of dragon tattoos on her arms.. She had the figure of an active young woman. She was five-foot six.

		During their exchange of e-mails Rebecca revealed where she lived. Samantha was titillated to find out that they actually lived in the same town. She was intrigued at the prospect of meeting the teenager.

		Rebecca had never actually had sex with a female, but desperately wanted to find out what it would be like to be with one. She was eager to learn from an experienced woman, but she didn't reveal that to Samantha for fear that she would reject an underage girl that had never had sex with a female.

		Samantha eventually invited her to come for a visit to get to know each other, and discuss potential story themes, but she actually planed on seducing the teenager. Rebecca went to her house to actually seduce the older woman to become her teacher. Rebecca rode her bicycle to Samantha’s home. It was a warm summer's day and she was wearing a tank top jersey, tennis shorts and tennis shoes. She lived less than a mile from Samantha's home.

		When she rang the doorbell, Samantha was impressed to meet the young lady that was not only taller than her but looked very mature for her age. They greeted each other with hugs and kissed on the cheeks. Samantha felt obligated to show her young guest her home before offering her guest something to drink.

		She had prepared for the arrival of her young admirer by brewing coffee in her Keurig and preparing a tray with cookies and cut fruit. She escorted Rebecca to the family room and joined her on the sofa to get to know the young girl. She broke the ice by telling the girl where she was raised, what her family was like, and her education. Then she told her about how she and her childhood girlfriend had discovered the pleasures of masturbation and oral sex with each other.

		She went on to tell her about seducing other local girls. When she was thirteen she was walking towards town when a car pulled up alongside of her and the woman offered to give her a lift to town. She knew the woman, so she accepted the offer and got in the car. As soon as the car pulled away the woman placed her right hand on Samantha's thigh. Then offered to buy her a soft drink. She bought them drinks at a drive through fast food chain, and suggested they drink them at her home. Samantha suspected that the woman wanted to have sex with her, and it thrilled her.

		The woman took her to her home and took her to bed where she taught Samantha so much more about the way females can please each other. She said that was the start of her commitment to loving women the rest of her life. When she finished her story, she asked Rebecca if she felt comfortable talking about herself.

		Rebecca told her about her family before she went on to discuss why she felt that she was lesbian. She told Samantha that she had learned how boys and girls had sex by accidently seeing her parents fucking, and thought it was gross. She heard talk at school about some girls being dykes or lesbians and found a lesbian site on the web. She found the way women made love to each other very exciting. She sought out printed material about the subject and found some of her novels. After reading a few stories she wrote down her e-mail address before contacting her.

		Samantha quickly clued into the fact that Rebecca had never actually had a lesbian relationship with anyone to date. She moved close to Rebecca and placed an arm around her shoulders and told her, "I understand how unsure it is to have your first lesbian encounter, so I promise to take it slow and if you feel uncomfortable just let me know."

		Rebecca smiled at the older woman and initiated their first kiss. It was a genial pressing of lips. Samantha placed her hand on the back of the girl's head and aggressively forced her tongue into the girl's mouth. It was all very exciting to receive her first tongue kiss, and it took her breath away.

		Samantha was careful about the way she started gently stroking the girl's body. She watched Rebecca's eyes for signals that she was going too fast. She stroked her arm and moved her hand from her shoulder down the side of her chest and onto the bulge of her 33-b sized breast. She started squeezing her breast gently. She paused when Rebecca placed her hand over her hand, but Rebecca was pressing Samantha's hand harder against her breast. After a short time, Samantha stood up and led the girl to her bedroom, Rebecca took in the full effect of the woman's bedroom.

		The room was definitely the room of a woman. The walls were pink that had been scrubbed with some sort of rag or sheet of crumpled plastic sheet covered with a rose color, giving the room a textured effect. The bedroom furniture was a fancy modern style from the Macy's department store. There were photographs of several women hanging on the walls. Some had exposed breasts and others were totally nude. Rebecca assumed they were current or past lovers. She even wondered if her own picture might find a place on the wall.

		Samantha sat on the bed and pulled her between her legs and started removing the tank top. Rebecca was wearing a white training bra that had to be pulled over her head also. When her breasts were exposed Samantha admired the firm young breasts. They had little pinkish areolas with small nipples. When she touched Rebecca's nipples the girl let out a moan of pleasure. She took one nipple into her mouth to suck on, while toying with the other tit and nipple. She eventually changed her attention to the tennis shorts.

		She unfastened the tennis shorts at the hip and pulled them down her shapely legs and helped her step out of them. She admired the tinny hip hugger panties that Rebecca was wearing. She leaned forward to remove the tennis shoes and socks. While doing so her face was close enough to Rebecca's crotch that she could smell her moist panties and feel the body heat.

		She sat up and placed her hands on the girl's hips to draw her closer before rolling down the tight little panties. As she pulled them down her long athletic legs she admired the girl's vulva with the triangle of light brown pubic hair. Just looking at her pussy was enough to make her mouth water. As soon as the panties were discarded she ran her fingers up between Rebecca's legs and ran her fingers through the moist valley of the girl's pussy.

		As soon as Samantha's fingertips touched her little nub of a clitoris it felt like an electrical shock shoot through Rebecca body. She almost lost her balance, and Samantha had to catch her.

		Samantha physically picked the girl up and placed her gently on the middle of the large bed. As she kept her eyes on the girl laying on the bed she started removing her own clothes.

		Her dark hair was short and framed her round face and her tortoise shell glasses were perched on the tip of her button nose. Her brown eyes were ringed with dark eye shadow make up contrasting against her natural creamy skin tone. Her lip stick was a light pink on a natural cupid's bow. Because of her short stature her ample breasts looked even more pronounce.

		As she removed the light cardigan sweater and discarded it she started pulling her jersey with a plunging neckline over her head. There was a simple chain around her neck with a red pendant resting between her breasts. She reached behind her back to unfasten the black laced bra and pull it free of her plump breasts.

		Rebecca lay their admiring the breasts of the woman. They were a sizable 36-DD size with dimpled almost brown areolas about the size of silver dollars, with plump nipples. She was looking forward to getting to suck on them and wanted to reach out and feel them. She didn't get the chance because Samantha was continuing to undress.

		Samantha unfastened her short skirt and bent over to pull the skirt free of her legs, and in doing so her breasts swayed back and forth. She debated if she should remove her nylons and pumps or not. She opted to leave them on because they added an additional three inches in height. She chose to also continue wearing her scanty panties for the time being. She mounted the bed and hovered over the girl as she lowered her head to kiss the girl.

		She smothered the girl with her mouth, taking the girls breath away. While she tongued the girl's mouth she molded her perky breasts. She worked her way down to the beasts to suck on them until the girl moaned in pain. She started licking the girl down the middle of her body to her crotch. She licked the pubic hair plastering it against the flesh and did her best to take all of the vulva into her mouth. She used her tongue like a snake to stimulate Rebecca's clit until it was driving her wild. At that point, she sat up and changed tact.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		She lifted Rebecca's left leg up and started licking and sucking on her toes. Then she started licking the bottom of her foot, which turned out to be a madding way of tickling the girl. Then she started licking down the inside of her leg almost to the crotch before dropping the left leg and picking up right leg and started sucking toes and licking the bottom of her foot and inside of her leg on her way to the crotch of the girl.

		Rebecca had only shaved enough hair to prevent a stray hair peeking out from under her panties, so as Samantha buried her nose in the moist hairs and inhaled the aroma of her cunt. She continued sucking her cunt until Rebecca threw back her head cried out, "OH MY GAWD I'm CUMMING"

		Samantha moved back up her body keeping contact with Rebecca's sweaty flesh to kiss her with tongue again. When the girl's breathing returned to normal, she sat up and scissored her legs around the right leg of Rebecca, then she started humping the girls leg. She was rubbing her pussy against Rebecca's cunt vigorously. Rebecca couldn't believe how stimulating it was to have her pussy rubbed by a hairy cunt and they both must have squirted during their tribbing. When Samantha tired of the effort required to trib the girl she flopped over to the foot of the bed and started sticking her big toe of her right foot into the cunt of the girl.

		Rebecca was surprised that the woman was actually able to stick a large portion of her foot into her cunt. She was being masturbated by the woman's foot. At one point, Samantha removed her foot and laid her leg over the girl's body and stuck her toes into Rebecca's mouth. She enjoyed the taste of her own cunt on the toes.

		Before Samantha was finished she rolled Rebecca over onto her tummy and pulled her up until she was on her knees with her head resting on the bed. She used both hands to spread Rebecca's butt cheeks to get a good look at her asshole. She was thrilled to see the tightly clenched sphincter.

		She stuck her nose against the hole and inhaled the sweet fragrance of her ass and used her tongue to lick the girl's cunt. Samantha spit on her asshole and drove her tongue as deep as she could into the tightly cinched asshole.

		Rebecca was moaning and amazed that she had another orgasm from analingus. When it as over she even sought out Samantha to kiss her mouth and taste her own asshole on the woman's face. After some more rest Rebecca felt the desire to see if she could actually do the things to the woman that Samantha had to just gone to her.

		She rolled Samantha onto her back and started kissing her with tongue. She even enjoyed nursing on the plump nipples like a baby. When Samantha placed her hand on top of her head, she knew that she wanted her to go down on her.

		Like her teacher she used her tongue to lick a moist trail down the woman's body to the dark tangle of pubic hair between her legs.

		The older woman had a protruding ridge leading to a plump clitoris with her labia minor looking like a meaty ruffled flower. Rebecca buried her face in the moist smelly gapping cunt and found that she liked the taste of the woman's cunt. Her jaw was aching by the time the woman had an orgasm. She felt the need to find out if she could scissor the woman. It had been pleasurable to have the woman rub her cunt. Now she found out she could enjoy rubbing a cunt with her own. When they both had another orgasm, she thought about the way she could include foot fetish.

		She knelt at the foot of the bed and removed Samantha's pumps and nylons and started licking the painted toes and licking between the toes. She tasted the sweaty toe jam and accepted it as part of worshiping the woman's total body. She licked her feet and started licking the woman's legs mush as had been done to her. By the time she reached the crotch she could see the woman's cunt and asshole.

		It took her a moment to decide if she could actually stick her tongue into the dark ring of the older woman. She closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue as she speared the fragrant hole. The longer she tongued the hole the more she got into it. She proceeded to tongue fuck the woman's asshole until Samantha had a mind-blowing orgasm.

		The last thing Samantha wanted to introduce the girl to was face sitting. She placed Rebecca on her back with her head almost hanging over the foot of the bed. That way she could stand on the floor and turn her back to the girl and sit on the girl's face. She grabbed a hand full of hair and pulled the girl's head up to rub her cunt against the girl's face. At times, the girl had to struggle to catch a breath of air, only to have her head jerked back against the wet flesh. Samantha even squirted cum into her mouth and up her nose.

		It was getting late by the time Samantha was satisfied, so she pulled the girl to the bathroom for them to bath together. They dried each other carefully and put their clothes back on. Samantha walked Rebecca to the door and kissed her and promised that she was always welcome in her home, and she should come back the next afternoon, before watching her peddle off down the street on her way home.

		Little did Samantha realize, the fire she had unleashed in Rebecca. Rebecca would most definitely be back.

		***

		The shape on the other side of the stained glass door was all too familiar to Samantha. She knew that dark-blue uniform anywhere, and she didn't need to squint at the glint of gold to know it was a badge. Even the damn knocking sounded authoritative.

		You can do this. Just act natural.

		Samantha glanced into the mirror, certain that the truth was etched into her features. But an oddly calm face stared back at her. Sure, it was thin and haggard--and perhaps paler than most--but it was decorated with friendly blue eyes, and there was no sign of distress. No, indeed.

		See, you are a natural. And nobody knows.

		She plastered on a slightly disheveled, Sunday morning look, and opened the door.

		“Morning, Samantha.” Monica White's familiar face looked back at her across the threshold.

		Damn.

		Samantha had hoped for someone she didn't know. Perhaps one of those young new officers, or the tall black gal she never really cared to get to know. But Monica White lived just a few blocks away. Since last year at the community clubhouse, Samantha and Monica had taken Zumba Classes together. And when you've sweat with a woman, you may as well have been roommates in college. She knows you.

		“Morning,” Samantha replied. “You're up early for a Sunday, Monica.”

		Monica shifted her weight. “I am here on official business, actually,” she said. "Do you mind if I come in?”

		“Not at all.” Samantha stepped aside and Detective Monica White entered. “Is everything alright?”

		Detective White—that is what she had become; Samantha could tell from the stiffness in the woman's neck that she was not Monica anymore—didn't answer. Instead, she glanced into the kitchen. Her eyebrows crinkled slightly at the tools all over the kitchen table.

		“Is Frank home?”

		“No, he's at a Home Improvement Expo thingy.” The tools forced Samantha to elaborate further. “He rummaged through his tools to see what he might need to buy and ran out the door. He didn't even have time to clean up.”

		“I see.”

		Samantha pushed out the obvious question. The one she had to ask. “So, what are you here for, exactly?”

		“Do you know that girl Rebecca Butler? Tall, athletic--around eighteen?”

		“The one that dyed her hair black last year? She has those tattoos all over?”

		Was that too much information? Was she supposed to know about her tattoos--how two dragons curled around her arms onto her back and met in an embrace between her shoulder blades?

		Apparently, it wasn't too much. White nodded. “Yeah, that's the one.”

		“Rebecca, right? She used to play softball with our daughter. Did she do something?”

		“She's missing.” White's eyes caressed the room, sliding over each surface in a way that was too casual to be common curiosity. “Some kids saw her around this neighborhood last night. She was high. Meth, I guess, trying to act like all the other kids from Shanty Town. Her folks seem to think that someone may have... taken her.”

		“Taken her?” Nice. That had just the right amount of shock mixed with outrage. Quite natural. “You mean, someone from the neighborhood?”

		“Not necessarily. Maybe someone drove by her on the street and picked her up. Anyone could have coaxed her to come along. Especially with the rain last night.”

		Samantha remembered. Rebecca's clothes had been completely soaked. And that was before the gunshot. Before the blood.

		Her eyes darted to the laundry room door. It was closed, hiding the heap of her ruined clothes, but there was a sizable crack between the door and the floorboards. For a moment, her eyes played a trick on her, and she saw trails of dirty, bloody rainwater snaking across the floor and kissing the front of Detective White's boots.

		She blinked it away.

		“You didn't see anything, did you, Samantha? Any strange cars parked along the street?”

		“No, I didn't. I was busy last night, refinishing a table in the garage.”

		That wasn't even a lie. She had been working. Chopping, sawing, and bundling body parts—body parts she had known so intimately--in black plastic bags. And crying. God, how she had cried.

		The memories came flooding back. So did the nausea. Red and black swirls bloomed before Samantha's eyes, covering Detective White in a haze. Samantha leaned casually on the kitchen door frame, doing her best to not let her facial expression change. Still acting natural.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		The 9mm gleamed with pearly raindrops when she opened the door last night. Rebecca's clothes had been completely soaked when Samantha opened the door. The cold December rain, must have had her chilled to the bone.

		Since their first meeting that allowed the two women to get to know one another better, Rebecca had become insatiable about having sex with Samantha. The older woman was sure the girl would bike over and watch her house and wait for Frank to leave. Then rush to the door and coax her into a torrid session of lesbian sex. At times Samantha felt like she had created a monster. A sexual monster. She had tried denying Rebecca once and the teen’s reaction put the fear of god into her.

		That notwithstanding, of course Samantha was persuaded to succumb to the teens jaded lusts. Though very flattering that the teen still lusted after her body, the fact that Rebecca usually was quite persuasive and Samantha and could never refuse the ‘little beggar’ when she came knocking. Tonight was no different. But tonight she had a gun.

		Samantha, mixed emotions swirling in her head instinctively led the out of control teen to her room. Her pride and joy. It was a humongous bed that was still dwarfed by her spacious bedroom. There was a fancy recliner lounge in there and a walk in closet larger than most bedrooms. Her attached bathroom had a sunken tub big enough for four people to party in. Rebecca couldn’t help being over whelmed with the opulence.

		There was a walk in safe behind false panels. She walked the teen in and her jewelry was displayed on black velvet shelves and there were plenty of extra places waiting for future purchases. Rebecca was overwhelmed, and while she was looking at each neckless she felt Samantha’s breath on the side of her neck and her hands were stroking Rebecca’s arms. When her hands slid around to feel her budding breasts, she actually kissed her on the neck.

		It startled the teen, but she didn't object, in fact she turned her head so that Samantha could kiss her on the mouth. With that she led the teen out of the safe and closed it. She led her to the recliner and removed her cardigan. Rebecca placed the gun along the chair cushion and the arm, before Samantha sat down. She pulled the girl down onto her lap.

		She skillfully started kissing her mouth. She stuck her tongue into the youngster’s mouth, and even sucked on her tongue. She covered her nose with her cheek so that she couldn't breathe. When she was about to panic for want of fresh air, Samantha actually exhaled her breath into Rebecca’s lungs. She was in fact breathing for her. She was also feeling her small breasts.

		Her other hand was resting on her knee, but it was soon working its way up her soft inner thigh. The girls skirt was pushed up until her panties were exposed. The longer she stroked her panties the wetter they got. It took the teen’s breath away when she stuffed her hand down the front of her panties.

		Rebecca was childishly proud of the fact that she had grown some serious pubic hairs over the past year or so. Samantha combed the girls pussy hairs with her manicured fingernails. When her fingers actually touched the clitoris Rebecca couldn't keep from squirting a little pee on her hand.

		Rebecca was terribly embarrassed, and tried to apologize, but she simply lifted her hand to her nose and smelled her fingers and actually tasted her fingers. Samantha returned to masturbating Rebecca after removing her panties. As soon as she pulled them clear of her shoes she lifted the panties to her nose smelled the crotch and even the brown mark before discarding them.

		Samantha also unbuttoned her blouse exposing a sexy transparent bra with delicate lace butterflies on it. They did nothing to hide her areolas and nipples. Whenever seeing Samantha’s magnificent breasts Rebecca couldn't resist reaching out to feel them.

		She was overwhelmed emotionally as she squeezed them. The nipples poked the palms of her hands. She lowered her head and kissed her breasts through the bra.

		Samantha interrupted her, so that she could remove her blouse and her bra. That allowed the teen to suck on her bare flesh. There was the smell of her perfume between her breasts and there was a hint of salt on her flesh. Samantha returned to playing with the girl’s wet pussy.

		Samantha interrupted Rebecca’s sucking on her tits to stand her up long enough to remove all of her clothes, before she placed the girl bodily on the recliner with her head resting on the head support. She even stood up and removed the rest of her own clothes before she sat on the recliner at the teen’s feet.

		She parted her legs so that she could lie on top of Rebecca. She sucked so hard on her little B-sized tits that they were red. When she could tell that she was starting to cause pain she started licking her way down the center of her body. The girl knew where she was going and couldn't wait for her to get there. She started pressing on the top of her head to encourage her to hurry up and get down there. She couldn't be rushed. It was pure torture for the teen, but she insisted on taking her time.

		The girl was having trouble keeping her butt still. She was struggling to buck her ass around, but Samantha’s heaver body was pinning her legs to the recliner. Eventually she claimed Rebecca’s pussy with her mouth. It was mind blowing the way she was sucking on my pussy. She would suck my clit into her mouth and stretch the skin out to the limit before letting go.

		She discovered with her tongue that the teen was still a virgin. Apparently that was enough to give her an orgasm. She couldn't believe it when Samantha lifted her butt up and actually licked her asshole. The teen couldn't keep from having her own orgasm. She almost fainted on the spot.

		While she recovered Samantha set about pulling her down to the middle of the recliner. The next thing she did was mount the recliner in the opposite direction. That way her-own trimmed pussy was right over the young girl’s face. There was no doubt what she expected of her.

		Just in case there was any doubt she hunched over to suck the teen’s pussy. Until that she met Samantha she had only smelled her own pussy after masturbating. That was the first time she had ever smelled another person's pussy. She lowered her hips down until her trimmed pussy made contact with Rebecca’s face. Her pubic hair was the first to make contact with her mouth.

		With a little physical adjustment she eventually got her vagina over the teen’s mouth and her clit was rubbing her chin. When she looked up she was looking at Samantha’s pink asshole and her big moonlike butt cheeks. Rebecca was being distracted by her mouth and tongue doing their thing on her own pussy.

		It was a mad race to make each other cum. Neither could even tell which of them got there first. They were both crying out about the same time. For whatever reason, Rebecca looked up, and there is the bedroom doorway was Samantha’s husband Frank, the look of anger and shock on his face.

		Samantha had not yet seen her husband and the hot sex had made her forget the Rebecca’s gun. Rebecca hadn’t.

		The room exploded in a loud BANG!

		Is when Samantha became aware of both at the same time. Samantha looked in the direction the sound and in doing so saw her husband holding his bloody abdomen. From there on in the evening was a blur for Samantha.

		***

		Apparently, her ‘act’ worked.

		“Well, thanks anyway,” Detective White said, moving towards the door. “If you see her, or remember anything, you'll let me know?”

		“Sure.”

		“Will you ask Frank, too? Just in case he saw something.”

		“I sure will.” Samantha opened the door, and managed to fire off a concerned, but still friendly, smile. “I have your number.”

		“Thanks.” Detective White smiled back and walked outside into the snow covered Sunday morning.

		As soon as the door closed, Samantha collapsed on the floor. Weeping in relief, her gaze pleaded at the closet door.

		“She believed me. She's gone. Now stop aiming that thing at me.”

		The closet door opened.

		Wispy black hair, and tattoos all over. Oh, you've seen Rebecca alright.

		Her body nearly disappeared in her unbuttoned silk robe—the one she had pulled down from the drying rack last night after discarding her clothes. She looked so young. So innocent.

		But what didn't look innocent, and what chased away her moment of relief, was the gun in her hand.

		The gun that gleamed with pearly raindrops when she opened the door last night. The gun that irately fired into Frank's belly when he caught them ‘In flagrante delicto’ in a steamy sixty nine position. The gun that poked out of Rebecca’s waistband as they carried her dead husband into the garage.

		The gun that overnight had taught her how to be a natural.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Nice job on the Rudolph case, Detective,” Nichols called as Detective Monica White shrugged her coat on. “I’ve said it once, I’ll say it a thousand times. Never known anyone to catch a killer as fast as you! What about the missing girl. Any luck finding her?”

		“No! But I have a pretty good idea of what’s going on there. I’ll take care of that tomorrow and I’m sure I can find the resolution.”

		“You think the missing girl has come to harm? Killed?”

		“That’s a distinct possibility. I think there’s a love affair gone wrong. Wouldn’t be surprised if there’s been a suicide. But I’m going home and now. Clear my head.” Monica said.

		White turned back to smile at her colleague. “ Oh and the Rudolph case. It’s nothing special Tressa, just the usual mess over in that side of town. Abused wife kills husband. We’ve heard it all before.”

		“Yeah!” Tressa Nichols replied, sitting down at her desk. “Poor bitch. Never mind, uh? See you tomorrow.”

		Detective White nodded and left the office. She did her buttons up on her long black rain coat as she descended the two flights of stairs. As she emerged from the building, she pulled her rain bonnet down low, to guard her face from the cold winter gale. The sun was fast setting over the police station.

		From a distance, the detective was nothing but a black shadow against the blinding white of the winter snow which blanketed the road. But all the locals knew who it was just from her silhouette, and the slight limp in her right leg. The story goes she got that limp from being pushed down the stairs by her ex-husband, who had a drug addiction and is still in rehab to this day. They say that’s what made her join the force. The famous Detective Monica White. The local prison was filled to capacity because of her. Not one murderer had yet slipped from her grasp. Her colleagues adored her, but yet envied her as well. No one knew how she did it. And no one ever would. Detective White was a very private woman.

		The detective turned the key in the lock and opened the door of her black Toyota Camry. She got in and slammed the door behind her, making the lemon-scented air freshener which hung from the mirror swing back and forth. Her breath visible in the cold air, the detective put the keys in the ignition and immediately turned on the heating. Her fingers had gone numb with the cold, and she flexed them to get the blood moving. She would have to wait for them to warm up before driving.

		She reached into her pocket and pulled out the photo of Mr and Mrs Rudolph. Mr. Clint Rudolph was now deceased, and Mrs Lacey Rudolph had just been sentenced to ten years in prison. The photo she held was a wedding photo. Mr Rudolph was grinning widely, revealing a missing front tooth, and the letters ‘K.I.L.L.’ were visible on the knuckles of the hand which clenched a bottle of beer. The detective had laughed aloud when she had discovered these tattoos on the victim.

		Despite her dealings with numerous criminals, she had never encountered them before. She thought it was just a stereotype that Hollywood used in crime films. Mrs Rudolph also looked very happy in the photo, looking up at her husband, her hair was shiny and long, and her cheeks were flushed. It was hard to deny she was a very beautiful woman. She had looked very different when the detective had last seen her. Her cheekbones had sunken at a worrying level, she had black bags under her eyes and her hair was thin and greasy as though it was falling out.

		Detective White had taken this photo from their home when she was investigating the murder scene. Not strictly allowed, but she was the famous Detective White, and she liked to have a little keepsake of all her investigations.

		Detective White pulled away from the curb and started her route home. The journey was slow due to the snow, but she didn’t mind. She turned on the radio, and an upbeat jazz song blared out. She tapped her fingers on the steering wheel in time to the music. She turned her headlights on as the dark descended on the town.

		Mrs Rudolph had been a mess when she had arrived at their tiny apartment, which was located in the ‘rough’ part of town. Detective White liked to call this area ‘Shanty Town’. The apartment was a studio apartment with the kitchen and bedroom all in one, and the smell of marijuana which emitted from it could be smelt from across the road. Clint Rudolph had been lying on the floor in a pool of blood, eyes staring, and her mouth open in a perfect O. She had been stabbed thirteen times with a kitchen knife.

		Lacey Rudolph had been waiting on the doorstep to the block of flats, with a Richmond cigarette hanging out the side of her mouth, and eyeliner streaked all over her face. She was wearing loose blue jeans, and a large Neil Young t-shirt. Her hands and clothes were caked in blood. When she spoke, her breath smelt like rotten cabbage and her teeth were brown and decaying.

		“I came home and she was dead!” She had wailed. She was taken in for questioning. Four weeks later, she was convicted of murder. Forensics had done tests, and although various other prints had been found around the apartment, the only prints found on Clint’s clothes, and on the murder weapon itself, were those of Lacey Rudolph.

		Large quantities of marijuana, cocaine and ketamine had been found in the Rudolph’s apartment, so it could only be assumed that one, if not, both of them, were drug dealers. Detective White had questioned a number of neighbours and friends, who had confirmed this. When questioned on the couple’s relationship, the impression given was an extremely negative one.

		“Yeah, well you know how it is, they were struggling with money. And they both slept around a bit,” A male friend who went by the name of ‘K’, had said. “They had a few fights, both of ‘em would have bruises every now and then, but that’s just what they were like. They still loved each other though.”

		A female friend had confessed that she believed Lacey had been afraid of her husband. “One day, a couple weeks ago, she had said to me: “She’s gonna kill me soon. If I don’t do something, she’s gonna kill me.” Clint was a bad woman.”

		Background checks on both of them had come back extremely fruitful. Clint Rudolph had several charges of possession, driving under the influence, and petty theft. Her ex-wife also had a restraining order against her. She had previously served time in prison. Lacey had a number of AA, aggravated assault charges for being drunk and disorderly and had also served a short time in prison.

		It was the typical story, especially in a town where the drug trade was rife. A couple who had had a rough time of it had turned to drug dealing, and because of their struggles had grown resentful of each other. They began abusing one another, but one day the woman took it too far, and so the woman felt she had no choice but to kill her. Detective White had seen it too many times to count.

		The detective pulled up outside her block of flats and turned the ignition off. She stuffed the photo back into her pocket and got out the car. She looked up at the block, smiling. She couldn’t help but feel slightly smug when thinking about how successful she was. The block was one of the tallest in town, and also one of the most expensive. It was the opposite side of town to the Rudolph’s apartment. People weren’t afraid to walk down the road at night here. If they did see someone else, they would say “hello, isn’t it a nice evening?”, rather than getting mugged, raped, or stabbed.

		Detective White entered the building, and got into the mirror-walled lift, which took her up to her twelfth floor apartment.

		Once in her apartment she removed her coat and jacket and hung them on the coat stand by the door. Unbuttoning her blouse, and slipping off her shoes, she went over to the coach, from which she had a view of most of the town through the floor length windows. She could see the area where the Rudolph’s apartment was - Shanty Town - and gazed at it as she got out her silver vape. Lighting the apparatus, she leant back and rested her feet on the black coffee table.

		She reached for the wooden box which sat on the table and using the key she had in her blouse pocket, she unlocked it. It was filled with photos. Her souvenirs. She flicked through them slowly. A young black woman, with an older woman’s arm around her neck. Two young girls hugging each other. An old woman with a young scantily-clad woman on each of her arms. Lots of couples. On the back of each photo she had written the names of the people in them, and the dates each crime had taken place.

		With each photo came a memory, and Detective Monica White let them wash over her as she toked on her Joule, the large living room slowly filling with vapor.

		The detective replaced the photos and added her new one to the collection, at the front. Mr Rudolph smiled out of the box at her as she closed the lid and turned the key in the lock. She placed it back where it belonged – as the center piece to her table.

		This one had been almost too easy. Sometimes easy was good, but the detective was getting bored. She needed a challenge every now and then. Something to keep her on her toes.

		She got up and walked to the window and looked towards Shanty Town. A few lights could be seen from here and not much else. But the detective knew what was going on there. There would be drug deals, fights, car chases, rape, stabbings. You name it, it would be happening there.

		Shanty Town. A disgusting place filled with the dregs of society. Monica had made it her own personal mission to get rid of each and every one of them. Then maybe one day Shanty Town could be bulldozed and built up again into blocks of flats like her own, or maybe a shopping center. If that happened, people wouldn’t turn their noses up when she told them what town she was from. She would be proud to be from such a clean and well to do place.

		That’s why she did what she did. Maybe some people wouldn’t understand. They would think it was immoral. But she knew she was doing the right thing for everyone.

		Clint Rudolph had deserved to die, and that’s why she had killed him. Lacey Rudolph had deserved to be locked away, and that’s why she had framed her. She had done it to all those people whose photos she had locked away in her special box, and she would keep doing it until her town was a safe and happy place to live.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Detective White disengaged her Joule and placed it on the coffee table and smiled to herself at the thought of the future of the town, without Shanty Town.

		Monica White’s musings were abruptly interrupted by a loud pounding at the door of his apartment. Odd she thought to herself, no one can access the elevator with being ‘buzzed’ in by a resident.

		“Who is it?”

		“It’s Rebecca Butler, Detective White.” Came the sneering reply.

		END

		

		

		

		Lesbian Undercover

		

		Book Six

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Teri Baxter answered the knock at the door and a prospective customer entered the room. It was an astonishingly alluring woman in her early 30’s or late 20's who was dressed with flair. Teri could tell that the woman had money, and lots of it. The potential client didn't look like someone who needed a private investigator.

		"Did you have trouble finding this place?" Teri asked.

		"I used my phone app," Nina replied.

		"Of course. Please, have a seat."

		Teri sat down behind her desk in the small office, and Nina sat down in the guest seat, wasting no time, and getting right to business.

		Before the client said a word she look around the office. Teri’s office was nearly vacant. Cartons were still laying around, waiting to be emptied.

		"I have a job offer for you. I've done some research and I've heard you're good at this sort of thing." The client began

		Teri smiled, "You'd be my initial client. This is a fresh business of mine, as you can see. Things aren't exactly settled in around here."

		"It's your detective experience I want. I've heard about your reputation from my cousin who works in the district attorney's office. Why did you leave your old job, anyway? You must have been making good money."

		"I spent a year in the homicide division. I'll leave it at that."

		"You must have seen some ugly things," Nina said. "This city can be a very nasty place sometimes."

		Teri nodded. "You're right."

		"Do you know who I am?"

		"Should I?"

		"My father was the biggest real estate developer in the state. He passed away a few months ago."

		"I'm very sorry to hear that."

		"Don't be," Nina replied, coldly raising her eyebrow. "He left most of his assets to me. I inherited a big fortune."

		Teri leaned back in her chair. She realized that Nina was trouble. She realized that Nina was someone who cared more about social status and wealth than anything else. Those kinds of people tend to be ruthless in their own unassuming way.

		"It sounds like everything is going well for you. What brings you to my little office?"

		Nina paused for a moment. "Can you promise me that none of this will ever leave this room."

		"Everything you say to me will be confidential. A big part of my job is discretion."

		"What are your specialties?" Nina replied. "What are you good at?"

		"I have more experience using high-tech surveillance equipment than any other private investigator in the city. I can assure you of that. I'm also experienced in shadowing people. In other words, I can get you the information you want, and I won't get caught."

		"What about undercover stuff? Are you still up for that?"

		Teri nodded, not liking where the conversation was headed. "If the price is right, I can go undercover. It's got to be something legal though."

		"I want to hire you. I like your background and I'd rather deal with a woman."

		"Understood. What's the job?" Teri asked.

		Nina took a deep breath. "I'm being blackmailed."

		There was tension in the air. Teri knew the client was in trouble, but she didn't know how much. There was a hint of fear in Nina's eyes. Teri could sense when people were scared based on her years in law enforcement.

		"Do you know the person who's doing it?" Teri asked. "Or is that something you want me to uncover?"

		"I know the person. Intimately."

		"Then why don't you go to the police? They'll conduct a proper investigation and this person will be sent to prison."

		"I wish it was that easy," Nina said, before turning away for a moment. "Look, this gal has information on me and she's threatening to make it public. My reputation would be totally ruined."

		"What kind of information are we talking about?"

		"I'd rather not say."

		"It's important that you tell me. All of this will remain confidential."

		Nina rolled her eyes. "I've done some escorting work. Not the trashy kind, like on a street corner. But the high-end kind. I've done it for rich clients. Don't tell me you've never had the same fantasy?"

		"I can't say that I have," Teri replied, trying not to judge. "So who's the person blackmailing you? I'm assuming it's a client who discovered your big inheritance."

		Nina paused and searched for courage. "Her name is Alexa Reddington. She runs a private club which caters to certain needs that powerful women have."

		"Needs, such as?"

		"Do you enjoy good sex, Ms. Baxter?"

		"Just answer the question."

		"It's a bondage club," Nina replied. "Reddington has the most beautiful women working there. They specialize in domination, or submission, cunnilingus analingus or whatever people need to get-off. Anyway, I used to go there a lot and Reddington offered me a job. It was fun until Reddington found out about my rich father."

		"And your inheritance too."

		Nina nodded. "She saw my picture in the local news, that I had inherited a small fortune. She started making innuendos about how awful it would be if everyone knew my secret. I laughed at first. Then she began making threats. I stopped going to her club. That's when she sent me a package in the mail. It was a video of me having sex at someone's home. Some asshole had recorded me."

		"This happens more often than you think," Teri replied. "I've dealt with a few of these cases as a vice detective. Trust me, you're better off going to the cops. Most often, the perpetrator gets arrested, and the information is never released."

		"You don't understand. If I go to the police, then her thugs are going to put videos of me all over the internet."

		"Then what do you want me to do?"

		"Reddington is involved with some sketchy people," Nina stated. "You know, drug stuff. Stolen stuff."

		"Is she a big player in the crime scene?"

		"As far as I know, she is."

		"How come I've never heard of her or this club?" Teri asked.

		"The police don't know everything."

		"What exactly do you want from me?"

		"Find evidence that could put Reddington in prison for a long time. I could use it as leverage, you know, so she can't blackmail me anymore."

		Teri shook her head in disbelief. "So you plan on blackmailing the person who's blackmailing you? That's a terrible idea."

		"It's the only option I have. I've already made payments to Reddington. I won't tell you how much, but it's a lot. I thought it would make her go away, but she always wants more."

		"You're playing with fire, Nina. This is a very dangerous game. These are obviously bad people. You should go to the police and take your chances. I won't help you with this."

		"Trust me," Nina replied confidently. "You don't know Reddington. The gal is a cunt, not a murderer. If I threaten her with jail, she'll fold, easy."

		"It's rarely that simple. You're dealing with something dangerous here."

		"This is the job offer," Nina said defiantly. "Either take it, or I'll go somewhere else."

		"I'm trying to help you. I've dealt with these types of situations before."

		"You obviously need the money," Nina replied staunchly. "If this gets done, I'll pay you $25,000 in cash, and it stays between us. If not, good luck keeping your shitty little business open."

		Teri leaned forward, "Nina, get the fuck out."

		The young socialite had a venomous look on her face. Anger was boiling. She was like a spoiled child who had never heard the word 'no' before. She slammed the door when she stormed out of the office.

		***

		Weeks passed. Teri's business slowly picked up. Most cases involved cheating wives or husbands. It wasn't the morally fulfilling work she was doing for the police department, but it paid the bills. Barely.

		Teri noticed an unmarked package sitting in front of her office in the early morning. It was a large envelope. She picked it up and took it inside her office, then she opened it and dumped everything onto her desk.

		There were surveillance photos of a woman. There was also a check with her name on it, signed by Nina. The check was for the amount of $25,000. There was also a handwritten letter by Nina.

		Teri read the note:

		These pictures were taken by another private investigator I hired. He quit the job when he found out who Reddington was. I think you have more balls than every male P.I. in this city combined.

		I'm giving you $25,000 right now and another $25,000 when the job is done. Give me a call,

		Nina.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		The letter was tossed onto the table and Teri leaned back in her chair to think. The job was beyond stupid, but the money was unbelievable. Nina was like most rich spoiled brats.

		The job was going to be done no matter what, and Nina would just keep looking for someone who would do it. Teri recalled the online research she had done on Nina weeks earlier. Nina's story checked out: She was a wealthy socialite who inherited nearly a hundred million dollars from her father. Who better to blackmail than a wealthy socialite with a family name to protect?

		The private detective looked at the pictures on the table. The pictures were taken with a long-lens camera. Reddington was a large woman, voluptuous, athletic build. She appeared to be in her early 40's and wore a cheap dress. She had shady and devious written all over her.

		It wasn't a hard decision anymore. The money was too good. Teri was confident in her skills. If there was dirt, she could find it. Looking at the pictures of Alexa Reddington in front of her club, she knew she could find incriminating evidence against her easily.

		Teri picked up her phone and called Nina's number which was on the bottom of the letter. The call was brief and a formal appointment was made.

		***

		Teri visited Nina's large spacious office. It had a spectacular view overlooking the city. The two women looked at the view as they stood next to each other.

		"I can set up my surveillance tomorrow," Teri said. "She won't see me. Then I'll run a check of all the people she's associated with. I still have contacts in the police department. If there's anything illegal, I'll find it."

		Nina turned to the P.I. and smiled. "I knew I went to the right person."

		"I still don't like this. It's not too late to back out." "I need something hard to threaten her with," Nina said. "Does this whole thing make you nervous?"

		Teri looked at the socialite. "Honestly, yes. I don't know how dangerous these people are."

		"Reddington is shady. She's not violent. Don't worry about her."

		"What about her associates?"

		"Look, I'm paying you a lot of money," Nina firmly replied. "I expect you to do what I ask."

		Teri held back a sharp response after Nina's condescending tone. The former detective wasn't used to having some rich socialite bemoan her.

		"The job will get done."

		"That's what I want to hear," Nina nodded.

		"Is there anything else I should know about? Anything that could help with this investigation?"

		"You're good with undercover work, right?"

		"I'm experienced with it, yes."

		"Most of her shady dealings are done in the backrooms of her bondage club. There are plenty of her associates wandering around looking to get laid."

		Teri brushed it off. "I prefer to stay outside with my camera."

		"The women that Reddington hangs out with usually park in the garage. So you probably won't see most of them."

		"Is it tough getting inside?"

		Nina nodded her head. "Unless you have the weekly password. I'll give it to you when I find out what it is. There's also a $200 entrance fee."

		"What happens inside?"

		"Anything you want."

		"Details would help."

		"There are several rooms," Nina replied. "Each room has a bunch of different bondage devices and toys. Fun outfits too if you know what I mean. I'm sure you have plenty of experience with these types of places since you were in Vice."

		"Some," Teri nodded. "I've helped raid brothels where trafficking or coercion were common."

		"There's none of that in Alexa's club. Trust me, the girls love being there."

		"The money must be good."

		"The money is great," Nina replied. "Wealthy lesbians go there all the time. Plus the sex is worth the while. It's the best part."

		Teri shrugged. "I'm sure it is."

		"You seem a little skeptical," Nina noted.

		"About what? Bondage sex?"

		Nina nodded. "Not your thing?"

		"Somehow it never crossed my mind to be whipped or spanked in the bedroom."

		"Maybe you'll change your mind soon. That club might be a real eye-opener for you."

		"I like to keep business and pleasure separate," Teri replied.

		"If only I had done that. Then I wouldn't be in this shit storm."

		"I'll begin the surveillance job tomorrow. Something of this caliber may take several weeks to complete. No guarantees. I'll keep you updated if I find anything interesting. Then we'll decide if we should proceed or not."

		"Sounds good."

		"Email me tonight if you think of anything which may assist the investigation."

		"I'll be sure to do that," Nina nodded.

		The two women cordially shook hands and the investigator left the office with a particular goal in mind.

		***

		Two weeks had passed. Teri put a short hold on new clients, instead focusing all her attention on Nina's case. Each day was spent following Reddington to her club and around the city.

		Reddington was a typical sleaze. There was no doubt about it. Teri knew the gal was trouble just by looking at her. The gal always had a smirk. She treated people like trash, except for her associates and customers. Worst of all, she treated women like property.

		Throughout the surveillance, Teri wasn't able to find any incriminating evidence. Reddington was good. She knew exactly what she was doing. She never associated with any known criminal figures in public. She constantly looked over her shoulder to see if she was being followed.

		There was a reason why Reddington's activities weren't known to the police. The woman knew how to cover her trail.

		***

		Teri colored her hair a light shade of blonde. After the shower, it took a moment before her new appearance sank in. She looked completely different with blonde hair.

		Next came the makeup. She never wore much makeup. She never needed it and she always preferred the natural look. Teri sat in front of the mirror and applied a heavy amount of eyeshadow and mascara. She used blush to make her cheeks look rosy. Then a strong colored red lipstick.

		Afterwards came a sexy black dress which displayed her toned legs and arms. Then a pair of heels with no stockings or pantyhose.

		She looked at her reflection. She was a new woman. Changing her appearance was something she had plenty of experience doing when she worked in vice. The police department relied on her numerous times to pose as a prostitute in order to take down some notorious figures. This time, she was doing it purely for Nina's money.

		It was evening when Teri took a cab to the bondage club. Once inside, Teri marveled at everything she saw. She was used to dealing with cheap brothels and dirty massage parlors. Reddington's bondage club was a place of luxury. Everything was fancy. Most of the wealthy lesbians wore gowns as they flirted with gorgeous women.

		There was a bar for drinks. There was light music playing in the background. The place almost had the feel of a nightclub in which rough sex was assured for all of the guests.

		She knew how to navigate the club based on Nina's information. Men quickly began to approach Teri. She expected it. Each time, she knew exactly how to handle the women, turning them down with sarcastic and witty remarks. She was used to defusing tense situations with persistent lesbians.

		She walked around, looking for anything that could be useful to the investigation. She went to the bar and ordered a drink, doing her best to survey the place without being suspicious. There was a tap on her shoulder from a guard built like the late Joanie Laurer.

		"Ma'am, I'd like you to come with me," the guard said.

		"Did I do something wrong?"

		"Just follow me."

		Teri followed the woman to the backroom. Either she blew her cover, or she did something right, and her investigation was about to go even further.

		The security guard led Teri to a private office room before leaving. Reddington was there, sitting behind her desk. She was an imposing figure with a cocky demeanor. She was again dressed in an inexpensive off the rack dress but with expensive jewelry around her fingers, wrists and neck. She leaned comfortably against the chair while she looked at Teri.

		There was also another woman in the room who just sat silently. Video feeds were displayed on different monitors. Reddington had been watching everything that was happening in the lobby.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		"Do you mind telling me what's going on?" Teri asked Reddington, pretending she didn't know her.

		"How come I ain't never seen you here before?" Reddington asked.

		"I'm new."

		"I don't like having new guests that don't come to me first."

		Teri feigned ignorance. "I've already paid the entrance fee."

		"But what about paying your respects to the owner? Ever thought of that? Did your mother ever teach you manners?"

		"Well, then I apologize if I hurt your feelings," she replied.

		"It's alright sweetheart. We all make mistakes."

		"Can I go now?"

		Reddington took a big breath. "What's the matter? You in a hurry?"

		"No."

		"Then have a seat."

		Teri acted shy and slowly sat down. "What do you want to talk about?"

		"Start with your name."

		"Teri."

		"Teri what?"

		"Just call me Teri."

		She smiled, "Secretive, are you? That's alright. My name is Reddington, Alexa Reddington by the way."

		"Listen, lady, I didn't mean any disrespect. I heard about this place through a friend and I wanted to come see it for myself."

		"And what exactly have you heard about my club?"

		"The sex. The money."

		Reddington smiled, "You interested in those things?"

		"Maybe."

		"Glad to hear it. Because I'm interested in you. There was something about you that caught my eye. I don't know what it is. There's something... threatening about you."

		"So you like women who are a bit threatening?" Teri asked suggestively with an eyebrow raised.

		"I like rough sex and danger. So yeah, sweetheart, I like women who are threatening."

		Teri pretended to be nervous. "Am I in trouble?"

		"Just the opposite, sweetheart. Today is your lucky day. How would you like to become one of my girls?"

		"I might be open to talking business."

		She smiled, "There's something mysterious about you that really turns me on. What kind of experience do you have?"

		"I've stripped. I've done parties. I've entertained guests. I'm assuming you know what I mean by that."

		She grinned and nodded. "You a top or bottom?"

		"I can do both," Teri replied. "If the price is right, I can do anything."

		"I like where this is going."

		"So do I. What kind of deal can you offer me? When can I begin?"

		She smiled, "Whoa sweetheart, let's take things one step at a time. We're just getting to know each other."

		"You've got clients, and I can perform. What else is there to know?"

		"Plenty of things. We have a strict screening process here."

		She put her hands on her hips. "Like what? You want my social security number and job resume? How about a few recommendation letters too?"

		"You're a cute chick," she snickered. "Funny. I like that. But no. You won't be needing any of those things."

		"Then what do you want?"

		"I need to make sure you ain't a cop. And I need to make sure you can perform. Luckily, that can be done with a single test."

		Teri tried to give her a tough look which showed that she was annoyed with her antics. Deep down, she was nervous. She knew what Reddington wanted.

		"What test is that?" she asked.

		"Come around my desk and I'll show you."

		"Quit playing games," Teri replied.

		"This is the screening process. We'll talk business if you can pass."

		Teri tried to appear confident as she walked to where Reddington was sitting.

		"What do you want?" she huffed.

		Reddington looked her straight in the eyes with an expressionless face. She was expecting her to take the lead. When she didn't, Reddington reached down to hike the hem of her tight black dress, immediately exposing her well-trimmed vagina since she wore no panties. It had labia that were long and fat, and they hung like flaps.

		"I don't do this for free," she said.

		"Too bad. This is the initiation."

		"Then I'm leaving."

		"Are you a fucking detective?" she asked coldly.

		"I'm a working woman here for business."

		She gestured to her cunt. "The business is right here."

		Teri hesitated while she looked at Reddington's now engorged cunt lips. She reluctantly dropped down to her knees and immediately parted the cunt lips with both hands. The cunt was sticky on her fingers and look shiny somewhat. She licked it slowly. Then she bent down to take the clit inside of her mouth. She sucked it and bit lightly on it. The more she sucked and moved her head, the more she moaned.

		"Oh fuck," she groaned. "You're one hot bitch."

		She ignored the compliment and continued the oral techniques she had learned from spending time with countless lesbian prostitutes. It wasn't long until she felt Reddington's impending orgasm. She knew she had no choice but to shove her fingers inside the drooling cunt. And she did. She stabbed her cunt and swallowed every drop of Alexa Reddington’s girl goo.

		When it was over, she stood up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

		"Damn bitch," she groaned. "You're the real deal. There ain't no way a detective could eat pussy like that."

		"Believe me now? Or should we use a lie detector and truth serum?"

		She pulled her dress back over her cunt. "You passed the test. Now let me show you something."

		Reddington stood up and finished fixing the hem of her dress. She led Teri out of the office and down the hall. They walked up a flight of stairs and there was a hall filled with different rooms. "What's this?" she asked.

		"This is where the real action happens. I could use a girl like you for some of my clients. Yeah, you'll be a big hit with the girls."

		"What kind of money are we talking?"

		"Depends," she replied. "If we've got a party going on, you'll get a thousand bucks minimum, straight from my pocket. Clients pay extra money on top of that. We've got plenty of people coming here with deep pockets. With a mouth like yours, you should be rolling in dough."

		"Deep pockets huh? That's exactly what I want. I'm not interested in working regular johns. I'm here to make real money."

		She slowly nodded. "Yeah, alright. We may have something coming up soon. There's a party with some friends of mine. Deep pockets. They love having fun. They always enjoy sampling the new products."

		"I'll be there."

		"Sure. Alright. First I'll need to get one of my girls to train you on how everything works. You know, the etiquette. That's very important around here. I run a respectable joint."

		"I can see that" she replied. "The sooner I learn the ropes, the better. I want to be ready for that party as soon as possible."

		She smiled, "Damn girl, I like your attitude. Either you love to fuck, or you're flat broke."

		"I'm just trying to make a living like everyone else."

		"Nothing wrong with that."

		They exchanged contact information. Teri gave her an email account which was specifically created for the undercover operation. Before she was allowed to leave, Reddington was insistent upon receiving another oral encounter.

		***

		Gloria was a tall statuesque woman. She was dressed in a leather corset and leather boots. Her hair was tied in a ponytail. She had just finished a private session with a client.

		"So you're the new girl," Gloria said.

		"That's me," Teri replied.

		The two women exchanged pleasantries and shared their history. Gloria explained her past as a high-end escort. Teri gave a concocted story about how she was a stripper in various cities.

		Gloria gave a brief tour of the bondage rooms. The rooms were nice. They were fancy, classy, and well lit. There were sex toys and devices which Teri had no clue about.

		"Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?" Gloria asked bluntly, with a smile.

		Teri smiled back. "No, I haven't."

		"Shame. You haven’t ever fucked a woman in the ass?"

		"I don't have a cock."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Gloria opened a drawer and picked up a strap-on dildo. "Now you do."

		"Is that what the clients here want?" Teri asked.

		Gloria nodded. "You'd be surprised how many rich women want to get DP’d by beautiful women."

		"DP’d?"

		"Fucked in both holes at the same time."

		"Oh, well I look forward to obliging those requests," Teri said with a slight grin.

		Gloria smiled, "It's really easy. Just lube it up and give it a go. Work your way in gently. Then have fun. Would you like me to give you a demonstration?"

		"I can figure it out, thanks."

		"That's too bad. You have a lovely body."

		"Thanks," Teri replied. "What else do the ladies here want? I definitely wouldn't mind sticking some of those larger dildos up their asses. Or maybe even giving them a few smacks with a paddle."

		"Depends on the gal," Gloria said suggestively. "Sometimes you'll see a gal who's obviously a rich and powerful woman, but she wants to get fucked in the ass or slapped around. Sometimes you'll see a gal who's unassuming but she just wants to treat a woman like absolute shit."

		"Is that hard to deal with?"

		"It's part of the job. You adapt to everything. Give the clients what they pay for."

		Teri slightly nodded. "Do you like working here? You can be honest with me. I won't tell anyone."

		"Honestly, I'd do this for free. On your first day, you'll find out why. But enough about me. You still have plenty to learn."

		Teri was dumbstruck that any respectable woman would provide those services for free. Gloria winked, then continued with the tour.

		***

		The next day.

		Teri was in Nina's city center office. It had been a while since they last saw each other. Both of them were dressed in business casual outfits while they had coffee.

		"There's a big event this weekend," Teri explained. "I'll be at the bondage club along with Reddington's inner circle and other associates. I'll try to identify her crew, then later I'll conduct further investigations on them. It shouldn't be long before I get the dirt you need. Maybe several weeks. Maybe a few months."

		"That's exactly what I was hoping to hear. I knew I hired the right lady."

		"You get what you pay for."

		"Speaking of which, you've managed to earn Alexa's trust. She usually doesn't trust many people."

		"I have my ways," Teri replied.

		"Did she initiate you?" Nina suggestively asked.

		"That's not important."

		"But I want to know. Did you eat her pussy?"

		Teri gave a faint shrug. "Yes."

		"Did you like it?"

		"I didn't come here to talk about that. Let's stick to business."

		Nina smiled, "Fine. Thank you for personally coming here and giving me an update. I really appreciate it. When this is all over, you'll get your money. Who knows, maybe I'll hire you again someday."

		"You should keep your nose clean after this. You're beautiful, rich, and you have everything going your way."

		"Thanks for the advice," Nina sarcastically replied.

		"Is there anything else I should know about? What should I expect at the bondage club?"

		"It depends on who you're paired with. I'm sure you'll have fun. I did."

		"You sound like you miss going there."

		"Not really," Nina replied. "I've already found another bondage club to indulge my pleasures."

		"Try to stay out of trouble. Let me know if you have any useful information which could help me later."

		"Leaving already?" Teri nodded.

		"Yes, unless there's anything else you want to discuss?"

		"You know, you've never asked me about the video that Reddington is using to blackmail me with. Aren't you a little curious?"

		"Why would I be curious? I already know what sex looks like."

		"Not like this. Care to have a look?" Nina asked.

		"Sure."

		Nina walked over to the large flat screen television in her office and prepared to play a video. The video started. It was a hidden camera placed in a bedroom. Nina was completely naked on screen. A large middle-aged woman came on screen and Nina got down on her knees and performed oral sex.

		The rest of the video showed Nina being bound and gagged on the bed, then being ravished in a rough manner.

		Teri's eyes were transfixed on the screen. She had never seen sex done so roughly.

		"Exciting, isn't it?" Nina whispered in the investigator's ear.

		"Do you actually enjoy that?"

		"It's not for everyone. But yeah, I love it once and a while. It's something to indulge in."

		Teri's eyes remained glued to the screen. "It looks disgusting."

		"Well, if you find yourself in that position at the party, just think of all the money you'll be making later. Focus on the money. Maybe it'll help ease the pain."

		A sinking feeling grew in Teri's stomach. It made her sick thinking she might actually be in the same position as Nina in the video-- bound, gagged, and ravished with a strap on.

		She immediately left the office without saying a word, wondering if she was making the biggest mistake of her life.

		***

		The bondage club looked much different at night. It was lively and exotic. As a former Vice detective, Teri was amazed that law enforcement had never heard of this place before.

		She changed her clothes in the private back room alongside the other women. She wore a sexy tight fitting corset. Black boots to match. Her hair was tied in a ponytail. Her biggest fear was that a criminal she had previously arrested would recognize her, but Teri's heavy make-up and colored hair took care of that.

		There was a bar and lounge area where a group of well-dressed men were relaxing with drinks. Scantily clad women were everywhere, flirting as much as possible. Teri surveyed the rooms. The men surveyed her back. It was slightly uncomfortable having her body being gawked at, but she had experienced that feeling several times before during past undercover assignments.

		She immediately recognized a few low-level figures who had been known to law enforcement in the past. They were now Teri's leads in the investigation.

		A woman tapped Teri's shoulder from behind. She turned to see a thin female in her early 30's, with a fairly meek appearance. She wondered how someone like that could be involved with such bad people.

		"Are you new here, miss?" the woman asked with a high-pitched voice.

		"It's my first official day."

		"I'm Stephany."

		"Teri."

		"Pleasure to meet you."

		"Likewise," she nodded. "What can I do for you, Stephany?"

		"I think you know. Upstairs, in the room?"

		Teri gave a sexy nod. "Are you a top or bottom? Let me guess, you strike me as a bottom."

		"Sometimes," she nodded back.

		"And tonight?"

		She looked around to make sure no one heard. "I want to be a bottom tonight. Yours."

		"Follow me."

		Teri led the woman up the stairs to the bondage room she was assigned. She did her best to act cool. She remembered everything Gloria had taught her. It was a nerve-wracking feeling. She had never done anything so sexually deviant before, and it scared her, and excited her at the same time. She closed the door once they got inside. They made small talk to relax.

		"Shall we get to business now?" she asked, trying to sound sexy.

		"Yes, please."

		"Pull up your dress and down with the panties Bend over the table."

		Stephany nervously complied and let her panties fall to the floor, along with her panty hose. Her vagina was bushy and untrimmed. Teri wondered how the woman could ever please anyone with a bush like that. She turned around and bent over.

		She opened the drawer and wore the strap-on. She took no pity on the woman since she was involved with criminals, so she used the giant 9 inch dildo. She showed some mercy by applying plenty of lube on it.

		"Reach back and spread yourself," she said.

		She obliged.

		Teri positioned herself behind her and pressed the tip of the sex toy against the woman's anus. She gave a little push and entered her body. It amused her that Stephany whimpered like a little girl. She slowly pushed deeper and deeper.

		"Fuck, how big is that thing?" she gasped.

		"Keep your mouth shut until I address you. Is that clear?"

		"Yes mistress."

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		It made her pussy wet being called a 'mistress.' It was a newfound feeling of sexual power over a woman. It was especially arousing knowing that she was fucking a criminal associate.

		While the dildo was half-way inside, she bent down and put her lips against her ear. "So, do you work for Reddington?" she asked, pushing deeper.

		"Yes," she whimpered.

		"What do you do for her? I'm curious?" She pushed a little deeper.

		"I... I can't tell you that."

		"Come on, Stephany, I'm curious. I love bad girls."

		"It's a secret," she moaned.

		She pushed deeper. "This thing is 9 inches. I can do this all night long."

		"Alright, alright, alright! Just don't hurt me."

		"Do you move products for Reddington?" She pushed harder, allowing most of the dildo to be shoved inside of her delicate ass.

		"Ahh!!! Alright! Yes!"

		"Bad girl! I think you need to be punished. Don't you agree?"

		"Yes ma'am! Please punish me! I've been very bad!"

		Teri gave a hard push which shoved the entire 9 inch dildo up the woman's ass. She cried and whimpered. She began to fuck her with a few thrusts. Just as she was beginning to have fun, the woman reached down to finger herself, and she grunted loudly while orgasmed. Cascading a stream of juice onto the floor.

		When it was done, she laid face down onto the table, breathing heavily.

		"What a sensitive rectum you have," she teased. "That's too bad. I was starting to have fun."

		She yanked the dildo out of her ass, leaving a gaping hole. Then she gave her bottom a soft pat.

		"Put some ice on that," she said.

		***

		Teri returned to the party. Her eyes scanned the room. She noticed a few more criminals who were known to law enforcement. Her photographic memory hadn't let her down. Before she could get a full survey of the room, Reddington approached her, accompanied by another large intimidating woman. Teri instantly recognized the woman as the person who had sex with Nina on the video.

		"You're doing one hell of a job," Reddington told her. "Not bad for your first time. All the ladies here want to fuck you in case you haven't noticed."

		"I've noticed."

		"I'd like you to meet Morgan," she said, gesturing to her friend. "She's been asking about you all night. She loves breaking in the new girls."

		Teri shook the woman's hand. "Pleasure to meet you."

		"You too, miss," Morgan grinned.

		"I'll leave you two alone," Reddington said. "Enjoy yourselves."

		Reddington returned to the party, and Teri was left awkwardly with the large woman. "The boss has been telling me a lot of good things about you," Morgan grunted.

		"I'm sure she has. Look, I don't mean to be rude, but I'm sure there are plenty of other ladies here who would be better suited for your needs."

		"What's the matter? I ain't good enough for you?"

		"I'm not feeling well," Teri replied.

		"I got a pile of cash and a throbbing cunt in my panties. Ain't that gonna make you feel better?"

		"You're a real class act."

		"This is a whore house. What do you expect, lady?"

		"How about a woman with some sense of decency?"

		She grabbed her by the arm. "Get the fuck upstairs, lady."

		Teri reluctantly obliged the woman and led her upstairs to her assigned room. All she could think about was how Morgan ravished Nina sexually and secretly recorded it so that Nina could be blackmailed. Teri wondered how a beautiful and wealthy young woman could ever agree to have sex with a bull dyke like Morgan.

		Once they reached the room, Teri closed the door. She was seriously considering striking her unconscious and making her escape.

		"Feel like being a bottom tonight?" Teri asked.

		Morgan unleashed a powerful laugh. "You some sort of comedian? I ain't no fucking bottom."

		"Then what do you prefer?"

		"How about you take off that sexy corset. I've been waiting all night to see those tits."

		Teri rolled her eyes. She briefly thought about grabbing a sex toy and bashing the large woman over the head with it. But the odds of putting her out were slim. Morgan's head looked like it was made of stone. The only realistic option was to do what she wanted. No one would ever know besides Morgan and Reddington.

		She untied the corset and worked to remove it. It wasn't hard. Before long, the corset was open and she removed it from her body. She stood completely naked before the woman, wearing only a pair of black leather boots.

		"Not bad," she nodded. "Those tits are a little small, but I like the overall package."

		"What now?"

		"Come here sweetie."

		Teri reluctantly approached the woman. She took a step forward and they were face to face. She reached in her purse and grabbed two pairs of cuffs. Teri briefly wondered if Morgan knew she was a former detective, and the thought terrified her.

		"What are you going to do with those?" she asked, hiding her fear.

		"What do you think? We're going to have some fun tonight, you sexy slut."

		Morgan grabbed each of her wrists and cuffed them. She led her to the side of the room and cuffed both of her hands to the wall. She simply allowed it. In all her years on the police force, she had never been in a tense sexual situation like the one she faced with Morgan.

		Her unfeminine hands roamed and fondled her body. Teri closed her eyes. The woman's hands were large and strong. Nothing was gentle about it. Both of her breasts were groped hard, and her delicate small nipples were pinched to the point where they badly hurt, but she didn't make a sound. Morgan's hands moved down her body and grabbed both of her toned ass cheeks. Then her hands rubbed between her legs and pussy.

		"We're going to have some fun tonight," she said.

		The hands stopped touching her and she moved away. Teri was facing the wall, cuffed, so she couldn't see what Morgan was doing. Suddenly, a powerful pain ripped through her bottom end. She had just been struck by a whip. It caught her completely by surprise. It made her scream.

		"What the fuck are you doing?!" she yelled.

		"You're in a bondage club, lady. Reddington told me what a slut you are. So you should be used to this."

		Another hit from the whip came.

		Then other.

		The flogging came in an intense series of blows which made Teri's ass burn with pain. She made groaning sounds, but she didn't want to give Morgan the pleasure of hearing her scream any further. After ten more hard lashes, the strikes ended.

		Morgan got down on her knees and buried her face between Teri's ass and pussy. Her mouth opened wide and she slobbered everywhere.

		"You taste good," she said during a brief break. "They don't make pussy like this anymore."

		Morgan's mouth continued sucking and slobbering. It felt surprisingly good to Teri. It was a much needed relief from the painful flogging. She arched her back slightly and pushed her rear towards her face, giving her better access. Surprisingly, Morgan began to lick Teri's asshole, which was something she had never felt before.

		"That feels nice," she admitted in a moment of weakness.

		Morgan stopped. "This rim job ain't for your pleasure, angel. It's for mine."

		She stuck her tongue inside and then pulled out, giving several more licks around the ring of Teri's asshole. Then she stopped and walked away.

		Teri wondered what other surprises were in store for her. But then she remembered the video of Morgan with Nina. Whatever Morgan was planning, it wasn't going to be very nice.

		A cold object was suddenly pressed against her anus. It felt like a small, lubricated dildo, and it was forcefully shoved inside of her ass. She clenched her teeth as the sex toy was pushed in her rectum.

		"Like that?" she asked with a sadistic tone.

		"You're a real fucking bitch."

		"I'm paying good money for this. I'll act however I want."

		Morgan stood behind Teri and adjusted her hips. She used her strong hands to place Teri's hips exactly in the right spot. The sex toy was still hanging out of Teri's asshole. She pressed the tip of her strap on against Teri's wet pussy. Then she gave a hard push and penetrated her hole. She grabbed Teri by the shoulders and pushed herself all the way inside with a forceful movement, making her gasp out loud.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Teri had never felt so full in her life. There was a sex toy in her ass. And Morgan's huge strap on was buried deep inside of her pussy.

		"Don't worry sweetie," she said. "This is going to be short and sweet."

		She instantly began to pound Teri's pussy in a way she had never felt before. She cried and screamed. It hurt. It was painful. But it also assaulted her sexual senses for the better. It was like a guilty pleasure, no matter how much it hurt. The pounding was hard and fast. It was the exact same thing Nina must have felt.

		Her hands reached down and grabbed both of Teri's breasts. Her breasts were being tightly squeezed and her nipples were being pinched hard.

		Teri's breasts, pussy, and ass were all being ravished by the large powerful amazon. For that moment in time, she simply let go. She screamed and cried. She let her have her way without raising any objections. It felt too good to complain.

		Her hand moved down and she began to painfully pinch her swollen clitoris. She screamed out loud from the pain and pleasure. It was becoming too much. Her screams became louder. Her back arched and her body tensed.

		She came.

		Fluids rushed from her hot pussy down her leg and onto the floor.

		Morgan continued fucking her. She wasn't done yet. Even as Teri rested her arms against the wall and became unresponsive, Morgan continued her assault on her vagina with her giant strap on.

		"On your knees angel," she grunted. "Face me. You’re about to take me to heaven."

		Teri got down on her knees and did her best to face her. Her wrists were still cuffed to the wall, making it hard to turn her body. She knew what was coming her way, but she didn't care. After the orgasm she felt, it was worth it.

		Morgan thrust Teri’s face into her cunt furiously. Grinding with all she was worth. Teri wanted this to be over and used her tongue to mover Morgan along. Morgan stiffened, arched her back and grunted as and covered Teri's face in her gooey fluids. After a few short seconds, her face was coated with warm girl goo. It disgusted her, but there wasn't any choice. She continued rubbing her cunt against Teri and ripping of orgasm after orgasm until there was nothing left and Teri looked like a complete mess.

		"You look much prettier now," she joked.

		She shoved her cunt to Teri’s mouth and had her orally cleaned her. Sucking her fat pussy lips hard to devour all the cum from them. When it was finished, she pulled her panties back up and she used a small key to unlock the cuffs.

		Teri remained sitting on the floor, naked, right on top of her orgasmic fluids. The dildo was still in her ass, but at that point, she didn't care anymore. Her bottom had already become used to feeling stretched.

		Morgan looked in the mirror and fixed her hair and adjusted her dress The gal was a real cold blooded bitch, Teri thought.

		She reached inside of her purse and threw a wad of cash at her while she was still sitting on the floor. She reached in her change purse and threw some coins at her too.

		"You've earned every penny," she smiled.

		When she left the room, Teri continued sitting on the floor. The orgasmic sensation lingered in her body. Whatever happened, it felt great. It felt amazing. She wiped the cum from her face and put it in her mouth. It tasted good.

		***

		Once Teri, had regained her composure went back into PI mode. That night and on several other occasions she got surveillance photographs of Reddington's associates committing very illegal activities. Like identity theft, credit card fraud and of course blackmail on other patrons. All this evidence linked those activities back to Alexa Reddington. Reddington would do a lengthy prison sentence if this ever got to the police, and Teri was about to tighten the net and make Alexa Reddington aware of her dire situation. She knew just who to approach and when to do it. Following a threesome sounded appropriate.

		***

		The night after the hot menage-a-trois with Alexa Reddington, Detective Baxter got Stephany worried about her financial future in the big sex empire. She rushed over to the Morgan’s house, and found Morgan outside her pool house.

		In a panic, Stephany started making wild accusations about her being cut loose from the company. She and Morgan were reassured by Alexa over the phone.

		"I can't believe you called Alexa! What's the matter with you?" exclaimed Morgan.

		"I'm scared, that's what, I'm scared there's no one I can trust." replied Stephany.

		"You can trust me," argued Morgan.

		Her cell phone then rang, temporarily ending their argument. Morgan answered her phone. Little did they know that Detective Baxter was watching from the bushes, with camcorder in hand.

		"Hello?" Morgan said.

		"Morgan? Is Stephany there?" asked Alexa.

		"Yeah." Sighed Morgan.

		"Christ, I was afraid of that." Alexa muttered. "She left this insane message on my machine. Between whatever she's been smoking out there and this fucking detective Baxter, she's gonna blow it. Calm the bitch down."

		"Why can't you come? Please. Alexa, I miss you so much " Said Morgan longingly.

		Stephany wandered in the back with hatred in her eyes.

		"I miss you too Morgan," replied Alexa softly, "But I can't right now. So we got to stick to the plan, Okay? If she can't get a fucking grip,"

		"Then what?" asked Morgan?

		"You know what, I'll handle it. But I need you Morgan, I need you to be there for me tonight. Okay? Good, that's my girl. You're the strong one, you know that? Now get Stephany, put her on the line, I need you both to hear this"

		With that, Morgan called over Stephany, with Baxter still watching from across the pool.

		"Alexa?" asked Stephany.

		"Yeah. We got to stay calm, all of us. Now since the big event, people think I'm rich, so I'm out there spending money, doing what rich girls do. Now this detective Baxter is going to try to fuck with you, don't let her."

		"Yeah, that's easy for you to say," chirped Stephany.

		"Stephany," interrupted Alexa, "Don't fall apart. The only people who can fuck this up, is us."

		Alexa left the girls with that advice and hung up. Morgan hung up the phone and started to walk away, Stephany watched her and said, "You...... you are gonna fuck me over, aren't you?"

		"Oh for Christ sake!" snorted Morgan.

		"You are!!"

		"Are you retarded?" accused Morgan, "or are you just brain dead from whiffing fumes out there in the meth lab?"

		"That's what I am to you isn't it? Crack head, just like my mom."

		Morgan placed a hand on Stephany's shoulder, "Don't!", and with that came a slap across Morgan's face.

		Morgan returned the favor. Then grabbed her hair and put Stephany's head under water with the remark "You stupid cunt!!"

		She pulled her up, another slap across the face, and under Stephany went again. Stephany almost drown but was able to break free. Stephany pulled Morgan across the pool and eventually came to rest on the steps. Morgan stopped her attack when she realized Stephany was crying.

		"You're really scared, aren't you?" asked Morgan.

		Stephany was still sobbing; she nodded and placed a hand on Morgan's face softly. Morgan waited a second, then took one of Stephany's fingers into her mouth. Then Stephany's head was pulled out of the water to kiss her full on the lips. They tongue wrestled for a few seconds, then stood up to move around more freely.

		Baxter was watching through his view finder with disbelief. Stephany and Morgan continued to kiss and move around the pool. Stephany broke the kiss and stared deep into Morgan's eyes, as if making sure this was what she wanted. With no signs to stop, Stephany reached in behind Morgan and undid the back of the blue bathing suit top Morgan was wearing.

		With her large, gorgeous breasts exposed, Morgan pulled off Stephany's top, revealing her smaller yet still sexy tits. Baxter was still watching through his camcorder, but he was forced to leave when he heard someone approaching.

		"Fuck! I hope I have enough to nail these whores." Cursed Baxter.

		He quietly snuck away just as subtly as he entered. With both girls now extremely turned on, Stephany was on top of Morgan as they were laying on the steps into the pool, Stephany was sucking on one of Morgan's nipples while her hand was fondling her other tit, pulling on the nipple to make it rock hard. Morgan threw her head back, panting as Stephany's tongue was sending electric sparks through her whole body.

		"Oh god! You are so... oh! Yes! Where did you learn that? Oh!"

		Morgan was having trouble getting a whole sentence out. Stephany switched breasts and started working similar magic on the other. Morgan’s head was thrashing from side to side, moaning louder and more frequently. Morgan's pleasure was rising, she was getting very hot.

		Stephany reached inside Morgan's legs and pulled down her panty piece of her swimsuit and started tracing the outline of her hot spot. Morgan's was enjoying Stephany's actions tremendously.

		First Stephany started lightly rubbing her pussy, then started stroking Morgan faster and faster until she was going as fast as she could. Morgan soon climaxed in a quick but strong orgasm. Stephany let go of the hold her mouth had on Morgan's tits.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Morgan took this opportunity to take charge. Morgan grabbed her pelvis area and pushed her up until her pussy was just above her face. She started slowing licking at her clit, causing girl-cum to start to flow out. Stephany started to grind her pussy into Morgan's face. Morgan picked up the pace and struck one finger in alongside her tongue and started a sucking/fucking motion.

		Stephany head was swimming, she had never been this hot. She was now bucking down to meet each thrust. As she approached the brink, Morgan removed her finger and held on to Stephany's hips, preventing her from grinding her hips. She slowed down her licking to drive her crazy with lust.

		Stephany began the beg to come and tried to buck down on Morgan, but Morgan held on tight, not letting her move, "Please... Morgan... fuck me!! Oh god! Please! I'll do anything....please.. I'm gonna.. of god!! Please!"

		Morgan held her on the brink for what must have seemed like an eternity for Stephany. Finally Morgan decided to end the torture, she pulled Stephany's pussy down on her face and sucked hard on her on her clit, sending Stephany instantly over the edge. Stephany let out a glass shattering scream as her whole body convulsed in the water.

		Fortunately, the neighbors and the Van Ryan house were far enough away so that they're orgasmic screams wouldn't be heard. Stephany collapsed on top of Morgan, completely exhausted from her pleasures.

		Once Stephany's strength returned to her, she rolled off Morgan, still panting, she turned to Morgan, with desire in her eyes, "That was like nothing I've ever experienced before,"

		"I know," said Morgan with a sly smile.

		"Now it's my turn," replied Stephany.

		With that, she pulled Morgan out of the water and laid her down on the patio, spread her legs as wide as she could and put her face down in between her thighs. She began to slide one finger in and out of her love hole at a medium pace, then added a second finger and increases her tempo. Morgan began to moan and started to run her hands all over her body.

		She caressed her tits, played with her nipples, ran her fingers through her hair then settled back on her monster globes. She mauled them and Stephany added a third finger to the group and fucked her even faster. Morgan was in heaven, Stephany was working her G-spot while she was squeezing her tits, trying to hold as much of them as possible in one hand. Stephany was now fucking Morgan as hard as she could, she even added a fourth finger to the others. Morgan was screaming now as she was getting closer to orgasm.

		"God Steph...don't - ever - stop!!!!"

		Morgan couldn't believe how turned on she was by girl-girl sex, but she liked it. Morgan was white hot now as she writhed back and forth, she tossed her head from side to side as the tempo of Stephany's thrusts eventually reached their inevitable conclusion.

		Morgan stop breathing for a second as she pinched her nipples and pulled on them as hard as she could. Her back arched and she let an ear splitting scream as the strongest orgasm she had ever experienced rippled through her body. Wave after wave of pleasure radiated from her pussy, from head to toe, she trembled as one wave after another shook her.

		Stephany felt the contractions of Morgan's pussy on her fingers, she continued to fuck Morgan to the point where she lapsed right from one powerful orgasm, right into another even stronger. This was too much for Morgan, all her senses shut down as she blacked out.

		Stephany leaned up as she watched a pool of girl-cum had formed between Morgan's legs. Stephany picked up her fuller-breasted lover from the patio and placed her in the small wading area in the pool. It was two minutes before Morgan was even able to speak again.

		"Oh my god! How did you do that?" asked Morgan in disbelief.

		"David did that on me once, I thought you might like that."

		"I love you," said Stephany.

		"I know," replied Morgan.

		"You have to show me that again."

		“I will, don't worry," said Stephany as she placed a kiss on her forehead. "For now, let's just go inside."

		With that, they retreated to Morgan's pool house. Stephany thought they were going to rest. However Teri Baxter had other plans in mind for the both of them.

		

		

		Epilogue

		Several months later. Teri was dressed in a sharp suit while she was in Nina's office. There were several large envelopes on the desk.

		"This is everything you need," Teri explained. "There are surveillance photographs of Reddington's associates committing very illegal activities. And there's evidence linking those activities back to Reddington. If this ever goes to the police, Reddington will do a lengthy prison sentence."

		Nina nodded. "I'll have my lawyers show this to Reddington."

		"I'm sure she'll stop blackmailing you after this. You have more leverage than she does."

		"Thanks to you."

		"If you don't mind me asking, how much money have you paid her so far?" Nina thought for a moment. "Close to a hundred thousand."

		"Well, she won't be bothering you anymore."

		"Speaking of which, here's the rest of the money I owe you." Nina reached inside of her desk and handed Teri an envelope.

		"Thank you," Teri replied.

		"Look inside. There's something extra."

		Teri looked inside the envelope. Beside the check was a small note which contained a phone number along with an address.

		"What's this?" Teri asked.

		"Remember I told you that I've found another bondage club? Well, that's the address. Call them, tell them you're a friend of mine. I'll pick up your tab from now on. Consider it a nice bonus."

		"I can't."

		"Why?"

		Teri shook her head. "It's not for me."

		"Don't be shy," Nina replied. "I used to be the same way. Now I embrace it. Please, just take it. You never know when you'll be in the mood for a good spanking."

		Teri closed the envelope. "Thank you."

		"Who knows?" Nina smiled. "Maybe we'll run into each other at the bondage club. Maybe we can take our relationship to another level. I still have friends at Reddington's club and I know what you did. Morgan told everyone. She's bragged about your three holes. You were fucked. Roughly. And you liked it."

		It was mortifying for the private detective. She was not a lesbian, not even bi.

		Teri took a walk downtown to clear her mind. She went to the local city park and sat down on a bench. She looked inside the envelope again. The note was tempting, but she crumpled it up and prepared to toss it in the trash. Before it left her hand, she changed her mind. She unwrinkled the note and looked at it again. Then she put it inside of her pocket.

		END
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