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Undercover Rose 
Fiction by Jerry Wilde   
 
Part 1  -  My First Assignment  
 
 I was so thrilled to 
be on an undercover 
assignment I almost 
forgot the Lieutenant’s 
advice. “Don’t look too 
eager, Rose,” he’d said 
as he briefed me about 
the illegal massage 
parlor gig. “You’re just a 
girl looking to make a 
little money. Once you’re 
in, find out if they’re 
running a sex slave 
operation.” Well, that’s 
just not me. I can’t help 
looking eager. I’m 
always smiling, so when 
I sat in front of the 
sleazy massage parlor 
owner, I went with it. I 
told him I like sex and would love to have a job where I could give 
happy endings to ten or twenty guys every day.  
 Now, the Lieutenant had also briefed me on what to expect 
from the glorified pimp, so I wasn’t surprised with he went behind 
me and started to massage my shoulders. I next expected him to 
reach into my dress, and I was prepared to endure his vile touch 
in order to infiltrate the business. I did not expect him to clamp an 
acrid-smelling cloth over my mouth and nose.  They never taught 
us anything about chloroform at the academy.  
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Okay, so it was my first undercover 
assignment, but I’d been trained well 
enough to keep still when, sometime 
later, I regained consciousness to 
discover I was laying face down on 
the massage table. I heard him 
moving around the room, but I kept 
up the act in the hope that my backup 
team would kick in the door before I 
came to any harm. Yet even with my 
dress on, I felt naked, as though he 
could see through it. I suppose it was 

the helplessness of having to remain perfectly still, as though 
unconscious, that made me feel so vulnerable. 

 I felt my hands being twisted up behind my back, and it was 
difficult not to resist. At the same time, hmmm..., it was kind of 
erotic to be 
manipulated like 
that and not do 
anything about 
it.  I felt the tape 
being wrapped 
around my 
wrists.  The 
feeling was…, 
sort of delicious. 
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 Then his hand was on 
my ass; then it slid down 
between my thighs. The 
pervert was feeling me up 
while he thought I was 
unconscious, and my feelings 
bounced all around inside me. 
It was revolting to be taken 
advantage of, to be 
objectified. On the other hand, the more he played with my body, 
the more time my backup team would have to rescue me. 

 And then a third feeling forced itself upon me. It was so 
erotic to be manhandled like that; it was delightfully sinful. I would 
never admit it to anyone, but I had to acknowledge it to myself. I 
loved it. And, strangely enough, I loved it even more with my 
hands tied behind my back. The more I had to submit to this 
enforced foreplay, the more excited I became. 
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I heard him moving around 
behind me to lean on the 
table. His hands caressed 
my calves…then my thighs, 
and when he began running 
his fingers up under my 
underwear, my pussy lips 
swelled and grew moist. I 
was afraid he’d touch my 
pussy and find out I was 

conscious, so I had to do something. Anything to keep up the 
pretense, but what? “MMMmmm…,” I groaned.  

 That caught his attention, but not in a frightened way, 
because his next move was not 
to leave but rather to pull my 
dress all the way up over my 
bottom.  I never, ever felt so 
exposed...so vulnerable.  And 
the feeling was wildly sensual. 

 I was surprised at my 
feeling, at the wetness in my 
pussy.  I would have thought I 
would be ashamed to have this 
guy stand there and stare at my 
big ass, but instead...I wanted 
him to look.  To touch.  Maybe 
even to kiss. 
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Coming soon… 

 

 

Undercover Rose 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Chapter 2 

 

Stripped and Bound 

 


