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As a newly appointed detective
assigned to a special police operation, Georgina was less effective than the
effect she had on men, which was electric. It wasn’t just a pair of
long legs, or the tiny waist emphasizing large breasts, it was more
than that.

 


She was twenty-eight, but had a
youthful bloom to her skin, which often made it difficult to be
taken seriously. One of her techniques was the innocent look upon her face
when listening to her colleagues. She had a way of tilting her head
to one side looking intently into a man's eyes, as though he were
the only man in the world, and what he had to say was
important.

 


Sitting in a car with the sergeant, Angelo,
he was getting the full treatment.

 


'Look, boss, I’ll take the risk. All you
have to do is get me in there and keep out of the way. I can’t walk
in by myself as the club is for couples,' Georgina
repeated.

 


She figured a chaperon in that den of
iniquity would be necessary, and the sergeant would be good for
that.

 


'I’m your sergeant and responsible for you
if anything goes wrong. Everyone is as bored with the tedium of
this operation, just as much as you. I don’t see why you’re
bothering to stick your neck out. Just take it easy, keep your head
down and let the others take risks. Besides, the operation isn’t
getting anywhere. I heard it’s over budget and you know what that
means,' he replied.

 


At least he hadn’t rejected the idea
outright, but then men hardly ever rejected her. She swiveled in
the car seat to face him knowing the skirt was riding up to flash a
glimpse of stocking top and a lot of leg.

 


'I’m aware of what they say behind my
back. Everyone thinks I got this job because of the way I look. I
need to prove myself Angelo. What do you think?' she
asked.

 


'I’m trying to think about my wife and kids
and not look at you,' he shot back at her.

 


'The suspect, code named Bob, is a member
of that club and I’m convinced that’s where he meets our mystery
man, from the customs service. He’s been tailed day and night, the
phones are tapped, and after six months nothing. No sighting of the
mystery man or how he’s been tipping off the suspect. I’ve already
joined the club, so all you have to do is walk me in there, and
I’ll scout around. I won’t take chances, I won’t blow it, I
promise!' she said in the best little girl pleading voice she could
conjure.

 


He was uncomfortable, feeling guilty just
sitting there with her and wished she hadn’t mentioned blowing it.
Especially with those pouting lips of hers.

 


'You know what kind of club it is, don’t
you? What they get up to in there. Debauchery! They keep it all
very confidential, that’s why we couldn’t get in there undercover.
Besides, no one else thinks it’s a likely spot. What’s your cover
name then?' he asked, wanting to talk rather than think and
imagine.

 


He watched her blush with a
delicate pinkness covering the slight cleavage on show. The tight
skirt and top was an obvious ploy, but knowing it didn’t help his
defenses.

 


'Fanny Titus,' she said.

 


He laughed out
loud,
spilling tea from the cheap plastic cup almost squeezing it
flat.

 


'Well, they all use false names. I hadn’t
thought about it, and was put on the spot when they asked. Stop it!
It's not that funny! Don't you dare tell the guys! I got a look at
the register while joining, but it wasn’t much help, as they all
use silly names. That’s what put it in my mind I guess. Tea is all
over you, you slob,' she complained, while brushing him down with
tissues.

 


'Stop that! It’s hard enough, thank you. I
mean, sitting here close to you. Your starting something my wife
can’t finish. The kids have been keeping us up all night,' he
explained, looking for an extra defense against her.

 


He paused for a
moment,
attempting to concentrate as a means of a distraction from
her.

 


'The register could help. If you find out
his membership name, we could tie in the dates he visited the club
with the information leaks. It’s more important to eyeball the
character from customs though. But, I don’t see how we can share
anything we find out with the team. The whole thing is against the
rules. We’ve got to do this right for any information to be of
use,' he thought out loud.

 


'Look, all we have to do is identify the
mystery man. Then we tell the boss we suspect him, and make
something up why. Leave the rest to someone else. They can bug his
phone and follow him, putting the two of them at the club,' she
enthused.

 


'Make something up,' he muttered. 'He looks
shifty, maybe?' Angelo teased.

 


'Once we know who it is, we could go back
through the records and discover something meaningful, and follow
it up,' she said, leaning in close.

 


'That might work,' he admitted.

 


No longer glancing at her
body, he was
staring straight ahead at the steamed up windshield, though he was
beginning to get hooked on the idea.

 


'Alright, enough! Let's do it,' he heavily
sighed.

 


***

 


Entering the sordid club was one
thing, having the courage to mingle with strangers was
another
matter entirely. Angelo reluctant stripped off in the changing
room. He was scared to shed the, ‘uniform’, of a plain-clothes
detective.

 


Emerging from the changing room Georgina, saw
he'd opted for a toga, revealing nothing but a pair of cankerous
knees. They met at the bar where for once he wasn’t ogling her
body, while being far too busy with the spectacle of topless
waitresses. She enjoyed his embarrassment, and was almost tempted
to tease him for a change.

 


So used to having men stare at her body it
was almost refreshing to be around half naked women, as a
distraction from her figure. Feeling uneasy about her own risqué
attire, she decided not to wait for a drink, and enter the main
room of the club.

 


She needed to get into the main
lounge and back into something less revealing, and the sooner she did that
the better.

 


'Okay! You stay here. I’ll go into the main
lounge and find out where he is, and we’ll meet up in an hour,' she
told Angelo.

 


'I'm the, you know,' he quietly said. 'I
give the orders, so, yea, get on with it. I'll stay here,
observing,' he grinned. 'Is your hair really that long?' asked,
only just then looking at her.

 


'No! It's an extension,' she said, and was
relieved he looked back at the waitresses.

 


The blond extension was added to hide her
breasts, as the top half of the outfit was see-thru. Her breasts
were too big to go around flaunting them. The one piece covered her
bottom half, but was very tight, plastered to her skin. Standing
with her thighs tightly pressed, kept the crotch together, as there
was an opening down there. The label said it was for an easy rest
room event, but she thought otherwise, and hated it. The other
costumes were even more revealing than this one.

 


Pausing at the entrance to the
main clubroom, Georgina looked back at him, and smiled to herself. He
looked like a small boy in a sweet shop.

 


Gingerly stepping through the entrance to
the main lounge, she discreetly looked around. In the dim lighting
it was difficult to make out much and there was no sign of her
quarry. She stood alone hoping not to be bothered by
anyone.

 


The sumptuous décor of the large
room must
have been expensive. She looked around at the carpets, wallpaper,
and paintings, envious of the expense, when her apartment was so
poorly done, even starting to look shabby.

 


Off to the side, the room was split in to
discreet alcoves, where couples were sitting talking, or something
more serious, which she tried not to notice.

 


Moving between the cavorting couples and
threesomes, she found they take little notice, as the unwritten
rule is to live and let live, and definitely not to bother anyone
who wishes just to watch. Standing around trying to get her
bearings in the dimly lit room, she wondered where to lay in wait
for Bob.

 


From following
him, they
knew he was somewhere in the club, but there were more than a few
private rooms off the main lounge, and she could hardly barge in on
them. Looking around the room from the discreet spot, she noticed
someone looking across at her, then realized it was her mirrored
reflection. The floor lights were doing something bad to the tight
outfit she wore.

 


The shiny one piece must be a
special material, it had become not just brazen, but completely transparent.
She had selected the one piece from the rack as the least
revealing. Unable to wear her black underwear beneath it, she
didn't like to borrow underwear, especially not from this place.
She was now standing among a dozen men and women, blatantly
displaying her body.

 


It looked as though she were advertising her
naked body, putting it on offer.

 


This was definitely against
the police
rules, though not specifically mentioned in the manual. What would
her colleagues say, if they saw her now? That certain leer, would
be followed by snide remarks she'd had to endure too often before.
That was while decently dressed, so like this, the remarks would be
disgusting, and could never be lived down.

 


Though, to be fair, Angelo had always been
nice to her. When he found himself getting too interested, he'd
mention his wife and family, to save himself. For that she admired
him, though his police work was a bit sloppy, like his eating
habits.

 


There were too many people to barge out
the way, so she had to stand there, until they moved away. It was
both frightening and thrilling! The slight arousal from exhibiting
her body was a surprise. She'd always been cool with men, and sex,
and able to handle it as though from a distance.

 


At that moment a young man, handsome
enough to have an exaggerated confidence in himself, came up to her
and started flirting. He was saying the usual drivel, normally
dismissed. He'd arrived just at the right moment, as the suspect
walked in to the main room.

 


'Hi, I'm Jimmy. I haven't seen you here
before. I'd like to get to know you better,' he smoothly said.

 


The two of them appeared to be just a part
of the crowd, two people flirting together. No one would suspect a
nearly naked woman was a police officer, as that would be going
beyond the call of duty. The guy wasn't Georgina's type, but he
made her deception complete, and would keep the men away. By club
rules he was over twenty-one, and looked as though he just scraped
in, so he was inexperienced enough to keep under
control.

 


 


She studied Bob over the young
man's
shoulder, finding the situation comical. Here she was, a police
officer, almost naked, observing a suspect, while being
propositioned, and groped, by a young guy. That would have to stop,
the guy was pumping one of her cheeks.

 


Their target was medium height, medium brown
hair, and medium everything else. He was a successful crook, and
had become a gang leader since having a contact in the customs
service.

 


'Too soon, Jimmy! Hands off! You can get to
know me, but not my body, thank you,' she crossly spoke.

 


'Okay, no problem,' he shrugged, and stayed
for another put down.

 


A slow dance number she didn't recognize was
playing, and Bob was walking toward them. She grabbed Jimmy, for a
close dance, slowly turning to keep Bob in view. The man walked by
with just a glance at the couple getting it on.

 


Jimmy didn't have to think about the change
of mind, he simply took advantage. The outfit wasn't robust enough
to withstand much of a rough and tumble with a young determined
guy. As Bob looked at her in passing, she closed her eyes, and let
Jimmy kiss her. The young man pulled her close in a tight embrace,
almost knocking the air from her.

 


Not that she could make a fuss
and draw attention to herself. The way she was dressed, and the
risk of Bob recognising her, meant she had to keep
quiet.

 


'Sorry, Jamey, err, yea, Jimmy. You can
let me go now,' she heavily spoke.

 


She was leaning away from him, ready to
pull away from his grip. Her lean pulled the top away, and he saw
his chance. His lips swooped in to suck on a revealed
nipple.

 


About to pull his head away with a strong
grip in the back of his hair, and slap him, she hesitated. Bob had
stopped to talk to someone, and was looking her way. She dropped
her eyes from him, and kissed the top of guy's head. She had to let
him carry on sucking on the nipple.

 


Through half slits of eyes, she observed the
suspect, and dismissed the man he was talking to as being of no
interest. She wanted to dismiss the guy sucking and biting on her
nipples. He'd pulled the other one free to feed on that one too. It
was nice, but he hadn't won her around.

 


'Shit!' she muttered.

 


Jimmy began to play with her sex! Since
they danced, she hadn't clamped her thighs back together, and his
knee was between her knees. The split in the crotch of her trousers
was his. She needed to push him away and hit the
bastard!

 


She was still standing over one
of the floor lights showing off everything of her body, with a
young handsome guy, working her between the legs. It was a good job she was
in control of herself, or surely this would have driven her
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