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Chapter One

Jess

If you’ve reached this part you probably already know about how Daisy and I met. And I’m going to go out on a limb here and assume that you also know a little something about how she introduced me to the world of feminization. About how she dolled me up and took me out so that I could experience for the first time what it felt like to be a woman.

The story I’m going to tell you today is set, very naturally, after the events of the two that you have already read. This was a few months after the events at the club: where Daisy had put me in panties and I’d been fucked by the bouncer before he let us in. In the time that had passed since, I’d taken more and more to being a woman. It started off with me occasionally putting on a pair of panties when Daisy and I would be having our ‘alone time, but I quickly realized that my appetite for this sort of thing was bigger than what I’d originally imagined.

Within a few weeks, I started taking hormones that Daisy had suggested. The effect wasn’t immediate, but it was still tangible. I started to dress almost entirely in dresses and skirts and my choice of underwear went from boxers to panties. The hormones kept working their magic all the while, making subtle changes to my body that helped me look and feel more feminine. My voice changed within a couple of weeks, my hips started to flare out about a month into the whole thing, and by the end of the second month, I had a tight little pair of breasts developing on my chest. My thighs became softer, my face became rounder, and pretty soon I started walking and talking like a full-blooded woman.

I even dropped the name Josh and started going by Jess. A name that Daisy had suggested – no. A name that Daisy had insisted upon. “You look like a Jess,” she’d said one night while we lay in bed after having fucked each other’s brains out. “That’ll be your new name.” And just like that, I became Jess.

And so, a few months into my feminization, Daisy and I found ourselves in a town characterized by its cold weather and its empty roads. Daisy had taken me out partying of course, and even though it was freezing cold outside, she’d insisted that we both wear sexy outfits. I’d talked her out of making me go bare-legged, but she’d only relented when I offered to put on a tight pair of denim shorts with sheer, black stockings underneath. I can’t quite remember the top I wore, but I’m willing to bet that it was tight and that it was white since that’s pretty much all I wore back in those days.

We had a pretty good time at the club she took us to, dancing and partying throughout the night. Before we had to leave, however, I felt a familiar pressure in my bladder. I call it familiar because it had been popping up and reminding me of its presence throughout the night, but I’d ignored those signals because I didn’t want to leave the dance floor and get stuck in the long toilet queue.

“Babe,” I said, walking up to Daisy who seemed very busy grinding her ass on some tall guy’s dick. “Babe.” The music was blaring loud enough that I had to repeat myself, and only then did Daisy take notice of my situation.

“What is it?” She said, eyeing me from head to toe. “Why are you fidgeting?”

I felt a bit of heat rise to my cheeks at her comment. Was I really being that obvious about my predicament? Would others be able to tell that I was barely holding back the flood that raged inside me?

Not wanting to yell in front of the guy behind her, I pulled her away from him and moved my mouth right next to her ear. “ I need to go to the bathroom.”

She giggled as soon as she heard me admit to my need. “What are you coming to me for?” She asked. “The bathrooms are over there.” She pointed to the other end of the club, where a hallway broke away from the main floor.

“I know.” I started walking towards the sign for the toilets, dragging her by the arm with me. “But I didn’t want to go alone.”

“You can be such a baby sometimes, Jess.” There was a hint of playful mockery in her tone, but she followed along anyway. “I’d have thought you were confident enough going to the bathroom by yourself now.”

“Shut up.” We crossed the dance floor with her giggling or yelping all the while behind me. “You brought me to this place, so you get to accompany me while we wait in the line.” The words had just about left my mouth when we turned into the hallway that led to the bathrooms, and the sight that awaited us there made my heart sink.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as Daisy caught up to me. There was a massive line for the toilets, I could count at least thirty people in front of me, and even if they only took two minutes each, that would still mean waiting for about an hour.

“Big line.” Daisy was standing next to me now, her arms crossed under her breasts. She was wearing a blue, shiny dress that hugged all of her curves magnificently, and despite the bitter cold we’d have to face as soon as we stepped out of the building, her legs were completely bare.

“This will take too long,” I said, crossing my legs. “ I don’t think I can wait that long.”

Daisy turned her head to look at me now, her lips pursed into a thin line. “You have to go bad, huh?”

I nodded with a pout, tapping my foot impatiently on the floor.

“I’ll be honest, Jess,” she said to me, a hint of genuine concern in her eyes now. “This line will take way too long, but we can be back at the motel in twenty minutes if we leave right now. Can you wait that long?”

I weighed my options for a moment, but a rather urgent pang from my bladder told me that I didn’t have the luxury to slack around. “I’ll just have to,” I said, pushing my legs together and putting my hands on my sides.

“Let’s get going then.” And it was Daisy leading the way now, holding my hand as I walked behind her, the surges from my bladder getting stronger and stronger with every passing second.


Chapter Two

Jess

I was usually the one who drove but given my current predicament, we both agreed that Daisy should be the one doing all the driving today. I hopped into the passenger seat as Daisy fired up the engine, and within a few seconds, we were on our way.

The inside of the club had been well heated, but as soon as I stepped outside I felt the icy bite of winter. A great shiver had run its way up my spine, and the added cold had done nothing but urge on the liquid sloshing around inside me.

It was getting much harder to hold back the flood.

“You need to go faster,” I muttered, crossing my legs underneath me. “It’s starting to hurt.”

Daisy gave me another concerned look, turned onto the long, single-lane road that led to our motel, and stepped on the gas. But even with the car going faster, our travel time wouldn’t be cut down too much. I did the math in my head and came to the realization that Daisy probably wouldn’t be able to get us to the motel before it was too late.

The surges from my bladder started coming quicker and quicker, and after only a short five minutes, the pressure became nearly unbearable. When Daisy looked over at me next I had twisted my body into the most unnatural shape, my feet underneath my butt, and both hands jammed urgently between my legs.

“Babe,” she said, from the driver’s seat. “Do you think you can make it back to the motel?” She had taken to driving faster and faster over the course of our journey, which meant that we were now going way over the speed limit.

I considered her question for a brief, silent moment. Even though I’d known Daisy for about half a year now, I didn’t want to appear too childish in front of her by admitting that I wouldn’t be able to make it back to the motel with dry shorts. But the mounting urgency from my bladder seemed to be screaming out at me to let her know. After all, having her pull over somewhere would still be better than having to go in my pants.

“Jess,” Daisy repeated herself, the car going even faster now. “Do you want me to pull over?” She could very clearly see how close I was to losing control, and was probably starting to get genuinely worried for me.

“Yes.” I didn’t meet her eyes when I said the words, and I could start to feel the beginnings of a strong blush creeping up my neck.

“Okay.” She stepped on the gas even harder. “I saw a spot where you can go while we were coming here. It’s coming up just ahead.”

“Just be quick.” My bladder was practically screaming for release now, and I was starting to feel the genuine danger of having an accident in my pants for the first time since kindergarten. Daisy was driving faster than ever now, and her full focus was on the road.

“There,” she said suddenly, and my eyes instantly darted towards a large advertising board on the side of the road a little ahead of us. There was a lot of shrubbery surrounding it, and even a few large trees to offer additional cover. It looked like the perfect place to take a leak in public, and if I’m being honest it looked pretty much like heaven to me given my urgent state.

The last few seconds before we got to that spot were utter torture, my bladder screaming and moaning with need, but I still managed to make it there with dry panties. I threw open the door and jumped out before the car had even come to a full stop, my hands darting for my shorts as I took quick, labored steps towards some cover, my legs pressed tightly against each other to avoid any leakage before I managed to get my clothes out of the way.

I rushed behind a tree as fast as I could and continued to struggle with the button in my shorts as my bladder primed itself for release. I was so involved with my struggle in fact, that I failed to notice the sound of rustling coming from behind me as I pawed at the extremely tight waistband of my shorts.

And when I’d successfully managed to undo that button, and had dropped halfway into a squat, I felt someone calling out to me. “You there.” The voice was masculine, and it was accompanied by an almost blinding flashlight shining on me. “What do you think you’re doing?”

I froze where I stood, my heart stopping for a brief second as a thousand dangerous scenarios ran through my head. As my eyes recovered from the temporary blinding that the flashlight had given me, I felt a wave of relief run through me as I realized that the person that had discovered me wasn’t some creepy serial-killer, but a uniformed police officer.

This relief was short-lived too, however, because I suddenly became hyper-aware of the fact that my bladder had had enough, and was now starting to give way.

So there I was, a fully grown adult, bent at the waist with a police officer illuminating me with his flashlight, when my bladder finally relaxed itself. There was a large hiss as the pee forced its way out of my dick, the heat, and warmth, and shame soaking my panties and my denim shorts immediately. I could do nothing but stand there with fast reddening cheeks as the liquid snaked its way down my legs, wetting the insides of my thighs as it ran down my sheer tights and formed a puddle between my feet.

A few other figures started to emerge from behind the first police officer as I was still in the process of peeing, and even though I couldn’t quite make out their faces, I could tell from their uniforms that they were police officers too.

Not only had I stumbled into the worst possible place to relieve myself, but I’d also ended up wetting myself in a very compromising position. And I’d done it all with a patrol car full of tall, muscular cops watching on.


Chapter Three

Jess

No one said anything for a while. I continued to pee, the liquid making a subdued hissing sound as it made its way down my legs, and the officers continued to watch me in what I must assume was a stunned silence. This strange deadlock of stillness was only broken when I heard another set of footsteps approaching from the road, and there was no doubt in my mind as to who these could belong to.

“Jess,” Daisy yelled out from somewhere beyond the bushes. “You alright in there? Did you make it?”

The fresh wetness clinging to the insides of my thighs reminded me, with an embarrassing sting I might add, that I had, in fact, not made it. Not even a little bit. But I wasn’t very well going to yell out and tell her that I’d been caught short. Especially not with what looked like four very perplexed police officers standing before me.

So I said nothing, which didn’t matter too much in the grand scheme of things because Daisy walked onto the scene no longer than ten seconds later. I saw her emerge from behind a thicket of bushes, and her eyes went wide as death as soon as she took in the scene in front of her. I could sympathize with her here since a number of terrible thoughts would have passed through her head as she saw me half squatting with a number of men shining their flashlight on me. But the moment of panic was short-lived, and her eyes receded back to their regular size when she realized they were in uniform.

“Umm,” she said, grabbing the attention of all the officers. “Is there a problem here?”

They all turned their heads to look at her, and much to my relief, the flashlight stopped illuminating my humiliatingly sad state, and instead brightened the area around Daisy. Again, the officers took a few seconds to take a good look at her. Dressed as she was in her tight little dress, she looked wholly out of place here. But then again, I was even worse off, because while I also had a sexy outfit on, I’d gone and ruined it with my pee.

“Are you two together?” It was the officer with the flashlight who’d spoken and judging by the authority in his voice, he was in charge here.

Daisy took a second before replying, her eyes slowly panning to my bent-over form once more as she took in the sorry sight of me in wet shorts and glistening tights. She turned her head back to the cop again before speaking. “Yes,” she said. “Has my friend done anything wrong?”

The cop looked over at me too, eyeing my shamefully bent body from head to toe with a languid slowness. “Your friend here.” He shone the flashlight on me again. “Was about to urinate publicly when we caught her. That’s a pretty serious offense around these parts, miss.”

I felt my heart skip a beat at his words – made worse by the fact that his tone sounded pretty serious.

“But like you said,” Daisy replied, standing up for me like she always did. “She didn’t end up going through with it, did she? Seeing as how she still has all her clothes on.”

“That’s not how it works, miss,” the lead officer said again. “She clearly had the intent to engage in public indecency.” He lowered the flashlight to illuminate my crotch and my legs now, both of which were still glistening from the after-effects of my accident. “And she did end up urinating publicly, even if it was only in her clothes. I’m afraid we’ll have to take her into the station for booking.”

“That’s a load of bullshit.” Daisy was getting more aggressive now, and seeing the looks on the officer’s faces I didn’t think that was the right approach.

“There’s nothing to worry about, miss.” One of the other officers spoke up this time. He seemed younger, closer to our age than the others, but he was at least six and a half feet tall. “Your friend here will get off with a slap on the wrist, but we have to take her in and complete the documentation.”

My heart had been beating faster and faster throughout this whole exchange, and now I found myself imagining the possibility of walking into a busy police station with piss-soaked clothes. The blush that had been building up inside me all this time crept up even further, making my cheeks bright red against the cold of the night. But even as I was dreading the worst, I could tell that the gears behind Daisy’s eyes were turning, and perhaps a plan was hatching in her mind.

“What if we settle this matter here?” Daisy’s tone had changed. She sounded softer now. More persuasive.

The lead officer raised an eyebrow at her. “I’m sure you’re not suggesting a bribe, miss. Because that would mean I’d have to book you and your friend.”

“Nothing of the sort, officer.” The beating of my heart kept getting more and more erratic as Daisy’s plan unfolded in front of me. But the wicked smile spreading across her lips signaled to all that she was far from scared. She walked up to the lead officer slowly, and with every step, she took, more and more understanding dawned on the officer.

By the time she had reached him, the officer already looked like he’d accepted her offer. And as soon as she dropped to her knees in front of his crotch I saw the other three cops shifting their hungry gazes onto me.


Chapter Four

Jess

The first thing I felt as the three police officers made their way over to me was fear. Fear because of the lust in their eyes, and fear because of what they’d find if they ripped my shorts off.

The second feeling, rather surprisingly, was excitement.

A rush the likes of which I hadn’t felt in quite some time ripped through me as their feet fell on the snow on the ground, the sounds of old leaves and crisp twigs crackling under their footsteps as they marched their way over to me.

I took my eyes off of them for a brief second and made eye contact with Daisy, who already had her bare knees on the snowy ground, her hands slipping into the belt of the lead officer. She looked over at me as well, and we communicated with only our eyes. A buzzing had already started rearing in my backside the moment she’d walked over to the officer, and the words dancing in her eyes told me that she knew all too well what I was feeling.

And that she probably set it up that way.

The other cops reached me a second later, and as soon as they put their hands on me the swirl of excitement inside me grew in intensity. I very well could have asked them to stop, and seeing how they had been treating me until the lead-up, they definitely would have respected my wishes.

But I never asked, and they never stopped.

The tallest one, the one who’d spoken in place of the lead officer, put himself behind me, and spread his hands over my ass, gripping the cheeks tightly within his fingers, denting the soft flesh of my tush with his impressive strength.

Suddenly, I was very aware of the wetness in my shorts once again, and another, stronger blush started to creep up my neck. But as the other two officers also started putting their hands on me I realized that they did not care about my infantile accident.

In fact, judging by the vigor that their hands moved with over my pee-soaked legs, it seemed to only be turning them on that much more.

There was a pair of hands on my tits, a pair on my ass, and a pair on the insides of my thighs. I felt the tingle of arousal grow inside me, and pretty soon I found my own cock getting hard within my cold, wet panties. The officer behind me was kissing my neck as he groped me, letting his tongue run over the most sensitive skin on my body, forcing me to squirm where I stood. The one running his hands along the inside of my thighs was already on his knees – he seemed to be especially interested in the wetness of my tights, and even though I could not quite understand why he liked it, I was still in awe of the fervor of his passion.

The third officer had already fished one of my breasts out of my blouse, and even though it was still very small at that point, he sucked on it with more intensity than I had anticipated.

The men around me were getting excited. Very very excited. And most of that excitement was spilling over to my body. I could feel warm tingles emanating from where their hands and their tongues touched me, and I could feel rushes of warmth cascading down my skin. Amidst all of this, my own cock began to swell even further in its wet, cotton prison. And a trace of fear started to slip into my mind at the thought of what was to come.

These officers obviously did not know what they would find between my legs, and with the way they were going it was only a matter of time before I would be fully exposed, and only God knows what would happen next. This wasn’t like the time with the bouncer at the club – back then I’d been in control of the situation, and I’d taken advantage of the bouncer’s horniness and the lack of lighting in that room to finish him off with my ass.

But I wasn’t in control here, and there was no way I was getting out this undiscovered.

The guy between my legs had taken to running his hand further and further up my legs, and he now rubbed it mere inches from my throbbing cock. The trace of fear inside my mind expanded, and my heart started beating faster as the body’s natural response. I looked over at Daisy for some support, but she seemed busy with her own thing.

The lead officer’s pants were around his ankles, and Daisy was busy sucking the ever-living fuck out of his cock. He had his hands wrapped around strands of her hair, and his own head was thrown back in utter ecstasy. The way he was thrusting his hips, and the way his knees shook underneath me told me that he wasn’t very far from climaxing in my girlfriend’s mouth.

My attention was forced back to my own predicament when I felt something brush my cock, and even though I’d imagined it being the guy between my legs, the first person to discover the truth about me was the tall, young police officer who’d had his hands on my ass this whole time.

While I’d been looking at Daisy, he’d apparently reached the end of his patience and had slipped one hand underneath me in a bid to reach what he thought would be my pussy. But even as his hand had stretched itself over the bottom-most part of my ass, and even as his finger had curved underneath the wet bottom of my panties in an attempt to reach the front – he hadn’t found what he’d been looking for.

Now he had his entire hand clamped onto the wettest part of my shorts, with his middle finger brushing against my pulsing cock. The other two guys were still going at it, one sucking my tit and the other caressing my thighs, but the young officer behind me stood frozen in shock.

I felt my heart stopping as I waited for the hammer to drop. It was a weird situation to be in, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t scared out of my fucking mind. But there was still a hint of thrill to it. The kind of thrill I’d never quite known I wanted, but the kind of thrill that had fast become a staple of my life ever since I met Daisy.

And the kind of thrill I’d found myself starting to crave.

The officer and I both remained frozen for a few more seconds, and then, without notice, he slipped the rest of his hand forward, securing the entirety of my cock within his grip. I felt myself pulse in his palm, and the shiver of fear that had started taking root inside my brain evaporated, leaving behind an abundance of space for other, more pressing emotions.

As if on cue, I heard the lead officer let out a strained grunt, and as soon as I looked over in his direction I found him convulsing against Daisy’s mouth, no doubt in my mind that he’d just spilled his seed down her throat.

The officer behind me cleared his throat as he continued to massage my cock through the wet shorts, and I could tell straight away that an announcement was coming. “It’s our lucky day boys,” he said, grabbing the attention of all the other cops. “We’ve got a couple of sissies on our hands.”

This was the first time I’d heard that word used for me, and even though one might think it a degrading term, the fire that I felt raging inside me as he called me a sissy was enough evidence that I did not mind it one bit.


Chapter Five

Jess

Everyone froze where they were as soon as the tall officer revealed the truth about me, and a number of eyes made their way over to the bulge in my wet, soggy shorts. A bulge that the officer was now caressing between his fingers, a bulge that made it apparent to all just what I had between my legs.

This period of inactivity was brief, and within the span of a few seconds, I felt more hands slipping between my legs. The other two also took their time fondling my pulsing dick, as if they wanted to confirm for themselves what their friend had just announced.

One by one the hands brushed my cock, and one by one I felt the rushes of pleasure running up my body getting stronger. I looked over at Daisy again, and she was back on her feet as well, the lead officer eyeing her with a raised eyebrow, with his hand riding up the inside of her legs. I saw his eyes widen as his hand made its way to her panties, and then I saw a grin encase his face.

What have we gotten ourselves into?

“You girls should have told us earlier,” The officer announced loud enough for everyone to hear. “The boys over at our precinct love us some sissy action.”

Another hand sampled the package between my legs, and another surge of pleasure ripped through my body.

“You’ve been holding out on us.” It was the tall officer. And he was speaking right into my ear, warming me with his hot breath. His hands reached for the waistband of my shorts, and a second later they were slipping inside, making contact with my wet, naked flesh. I gasped at the touch – at the cold of his fingers. But the further he got the more arousal I felt. My cock was standing hard at attention now, and my heart was beating at a break-neck pace.

“Such a tight ass,” the officer whispered into my ear once more. Butterflies erupted in my stomach, and I felt myself growing weak at the knees. The officer that had been sitting between my legs ran his hands all the way up my soaking wet tights now, the cold, damp fabric rubbing my skin in the most erotic way.

“You wouldn’t mind if we took these off, would you?” He asked, and the only response I could conjure up was a trembling nod. He did not even hesitate for a moment, taking his hands to the task of yanking down my wet shorts, and tearing apart my soiled tights. In a matter of seconds, I was left standing with only a pair of tiny, wet panties to guard me against the cold of the night – and pretty soon the panties were off as well, leaving my bottom completely bare as the men around me took their hands to the task.

I don’t quite remember who did what. Just that there were a lot of hands on me: fondling my ass, playing with my cock, fingers running up and down my crack. All while I moaned and trembled and shook.

Pretty soon I felt something hot and pointy rubbing into the small of my back, and the officer standing behind me spoke in a rushed tone. “I can’t wait any longer,” he said, voice strained by pure, unadulterated lust.

My asshole buzzed with a pleasant warmth as I heard the sound of him undoing his belt, and I instinctively found myself bending over at the waist in anticipation. Another rustling, this time of his pants falling to his knees, and then his hands were on my hips, guiding me to a tree nearby. “Brace yourself against that.” He was short of breath, so it was a good thing that I didn’t need to be told twice.

I spread my legs, opening up my asshole for easy access, and bent at the waist, bracing myself against the large, oak tree as his hands continued to squeeze my hips. The next sound I heard was him spitting his hand, immediately followed by a wet, hot cock head making contact with my needy hole.

Shudders of pleasure ran through my body as his cock came began to enter me, and it is hard to remember who moaned harder as he finally slipped inside. Heat and pleasure furrowed themselves into my asshole, ridges, and veins and pulsating pleasure spreading me open and making its way deep inside me.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, and he was all too happy to oblige.

He began thrusting immediately, his pelvis slapping into my tight little ass with every pump. His cock sliding in and out of my asshole with little resistance. Pretty soon I was moving my hips to the rhythm of his stroking, and squeezing his cock with the tightness of my hole.

“Fucking hell,” he grunted behind me. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I clamped down on him even harder as he said this, and an almost animalistic scream spilled forth from his lips. He was about halfway inside me at this point, but he stopped where he was, his fingers digging deeper into the flesh of my hips. He kept screaming, and his cock shuddered in the naughtiest way inside my asshole before it erupted, flooding me with the cream of his passion.

The scream only ended when his climax did, and he all but collapsed onto me in the aftermath, panting heavily as he did so. The entire thing had lasted only about forty seconds, and I could tell from his silence that the poor boy was embarrassed by his performance.

In the moments following his ejaculation, I felt his cock soften and slip out of my asshole. I took the opportunity to look for Daisy, only to realize that she was no longer here. And neither were two of the other officers.

Another surge of panic took me by surprise, and I found myself speaking up. “Where’s my friend?” I asked, and before I knew it there was another strong set of arms wrapping themselves around me, gathering me up in a carry. “Same place we’re taking you.” It was the officer who’d been fondling me between my legs the whole time, the officer who’d been strangely attracted to my pee-soaked clothing.

He carried me across the bushes, and we exited into a clearing on the other side. It was a small, hidden space just off the road, and it had a police cruiser parked in the middle. The doors for the cruiser were open, and the seats were pushed all the way down. I couldn’t make out a lot from where we currently were, but I could see Daisy inside that cruiser, along with the lead officer and the cop that had been sucking my tits. There was a lot of movement inside, and her feet were all the way up in the air. I would have been worried for her had it not been for the moans of pleasure coming from inside the car, and for the wicked smile still stretched across her lips as the officers took turns fucking her.

“Are you going to fuck me in the car too?” I asked as he carried me, and he bent his neck to look down at me as soon as I spoke. My cock twitched with attention once more, and the guy carrying me smiled down at it, realizing full well that his friend hadn’t been up to the task of getting me off.

“Not enough space in the cruiser for all of us, doll.” He walked up to the hood of the car and set me down ass first on it. I felt the cold sting my naked cheeks, and I couldn’t help but yell out in surprise. “We’re gonna have to make do out here.”

The weather was harsh, the accommodations were far from ideal, and the man in front of me was a complete stranger. Despite all of these facts, I still found my asshole gaping for more cock, and I still found my dick pulsing with fervent urgency.

“So what are you waiting for?” I asked, grinning up at the police officer, who started undoing his belt. His pants dropped to his ankles within a few seconds, and he laid me down on the hood of the cruiser, leaning in and planting his lips on mine as my tush continued to stick to the cold metal underneath. I felt his tongue swirl around in my mouth, and I felt one of his hands ride up inside my shirt until it was groping my tits.

I moaned into his mouth and felt his cock twitch against my bottom. A rush of heat elapsed between us as we kissed, and it became evident that he could not wait any longer. The officer pushed one hand up my thigh, which was still a little wet from my earlier accident – a fact that only made his cock harder. With his tongue still swirling inside me, he pushed my leg up over his shoulder and slid his cock between my ass cheeks. I was still a wet, sloppy mess down there, with the last officer’s cum still swirling inside my asshole. So this time, when a newer, harder, and more forceful cock tried to enter me, the process was all that much easier.

I moaned into his mouth again as he filled me up completely, his cock feeling much bigger than the last officer’s had. He kept one hand on my thigh, he kept one hand on my tits, and he kept his tongue firmly inside me as he began to thrust.

He was far more skilled than the last guy had been and far more demanding. Within a few, short seconds his hips were firing away at top speed, his cock grinding all the way into my tight little hole as I gasped for air. He went deeper than the other cop had – deeper than the other cop could. And not even a minute into the whole ordeal he hit an especially tender part inside my hole. A spot that made me squirm and shudder and moan with need as his hot, pulsing cock made contact with it. He could tell from the way I moaned that I liked it, and so he set to his task, hitting that same spot over and over again as my screams continued to come harder and faster.

My hips began to move to his rhythm of their own accord, and my cock began to rub against his belly with every stroke, a hint of precum oozing out and lathering his skin.

“Fuck,” I moaned between our kisses. “Your cock is fucking amazing.”

“And your asshole.” He was grunting hard now, with how fast his hips were moving it was a surprise that he had any breath left to talk with at all. “It’s so fucking tight.”

I clamped down on him in the same way that I’d done with the last officer, but this was a man who was not so easily conquered. He responded to my tightness with an increase in intensity, and whatever control I thought I could muster was lost as he began to ravage my hole in earnest. Hitting spots inside me that I’d never even known existed. Spots that made my insides light up with hot, sweltering euphoria.

A few more seconds into the whole thing I began to scream with every pump, moaning at the top of my lungs as his cock impaled me again and again. As his twitching, throbbing, bulging head itched scratches inside me that I’d had no idea about.

The waves of pleasure thrashing inside me threatened to overcome me, and I felt a white, hot wave of pleasure emerge from inside my asshole. My cheeks, red as they were from the cold, shuddered underneath me in the most erotic way, and the next time his cock slid inside me. The next time his head made contact with my G-Spot, I felt my vision go black.

I screamed as the orgasm took over my body, euphoric pleasure ripping through my very being like a particularly strong ocean wave. My entire body convulsed, and before he had withdrawn for his next stroke I felt the pleasure concentrate in my cock, spilling out with unmatched intensity as I came all along his belly.

He didn’t stop though. And he never gave me a chance to recover. He kept on pounding me with merciless abandon even after I’d come. Kept sliding his rock-hard cock in and out of me until it was finally time for his orgasm.

He stopped as he was balls-deep inside me, and grunted one final time as his cock twitched before flooding me with more cum than I’d ever seen. His lips were still on mine, and his tongue was still inside me. The hand on my tit squeezed hard, but the one on my thigh squeezed even harder. All while he continued to pump my boy-pussy full of his never-ending seed.

All while I continued to scream and moan into his mouth.

When he finally pulled out of me there was an overabundance of cum dripping out of my hole and onto the hood of the car. My mind was numb from all the pleasure he had just given me, and if it wasn’t for the biting cold, I might have passed out right there and then.

I turned my head to look through the windscreen of the car. Daisy wasn’t in the same position as had been the last time I’d seen her. Instead, she was on top, riding the lead police officer as he sat back on the reclined seat. She was bouncing on his cock with far more intensity than anything I could have managed, and when she froze a few seconds later, the muscles in her back contracting in the way they did whenever she squeezed her asshole, I knew she’d finished him off, and the thrashing from the officer underneath her only confirmed the fact that he’d spilled his seed inside her.

But none of that was surprising, given how good Daisy was. The surprise came later, when she stepped out of the cruiser, dress gathered around her tummy, her bottom bare as rivulets of cum kept trailing down the insides of her legs.

She walked over to the officer who’d fucked me first and put her hand on his chest. “Seeing as how none of you were good enough to make me cum,” she said, a grin spreading across her lips as her cock stood full at attention. “How about you finish me off?”

And in a sight that I still find shocking all these years later, the guy went to his knees, and put her tiny little cock in his mouth.

They did end up taking us to the station that night, but it wasn’t to book us.

The end.
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Luna is a young writer from the lush Grasslands of Oregon in the United States. She grew up loving reading and writing, spending most of her free time writing everything from stories, scripts, articles, and even comic books. Taken with the mysteries behind love, and intrigued with the practices of sex Luna aspired to become an author of erotic and romantic fiction.
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Trapped in her Panties: Feminized by my Boss

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09R9CCL32

When Kyle has a shameful accident in the front seat of his Boss’s car, he has no choice but to put on a pair of her dirty panties.

He doesn’t know it yet, but the simple act of walking around in feminine clothing has started to awaken his true sissy self. What follows is the tale of his feminization, where he experiences things he never knew he was missing. The sort of things that will leave his backside aching for more.
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