

Futa Cop's Road Trip Brat

Jocelyn the Wicked


Copyright © 2024 Jocelyn the Wicked aka Jocelyn Saragona

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: @evulart
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

1 - Hose them Down!

2 - A Natural Fuck Buddy

3 - An Unnatural Captive

4 - This Horny Brat

5 - Let me touch you, boss

6 - My unnatural Body

7 - What Sister Lily Did

Books By This Author


1 - Hose them Down!

My squad car pulled up to the county jail. Behind me lay a half-passed-out woman in a cocktail dress with eyes bloodshot. She fumbled, waking up to her loss of dignity.

“Ooooh fuck,” she stammered.

“Yeah yeah, here we are,” I said.

“Nooo….” She muttered through the head pains. “Where’s Tommy?”

“That’s your boyfriend?” I sighed. I stepped out of the car and opened the door. She squirmed against the cuffs.

“Yeah,” she said.

“The paramedics took him. He was breathing when we left and they headed right to the ER.”

I pulled her out. She had to be what? Twenty-three? That probably put her a few years younger than me. I did a few dumb things around that time, but I never woke up in a squad car with a hangover. Dumb things I did were on the job and for the job too. Not some hallucinogenic party complete with eighties metal hair.

“They said your vitals were okay,” I shined a light in her eyes. Got her to track them, and checked her pulse under her clammy wrists. “Remember what happened?”

“Where’s Tommy?”

“He’s going to the ER,” I repeated, emphasizing every word. “We got a call from the Roosevelt Hotel. Something about the banshees in the hallway…?”

She squinted against my light.

“I swear there were banshees.”

“Nope, you were the only banshee that night. You and your boyfriend and two others having a fun time, running up and down the halls screaming. We stopped you before you jumped from the fifth floor.”

I hefted her out by her arm.

“You wanna tell me what you all took? Because if I gotta drag you to the ER, too, I guess I’d have to.”

She rambled off two of the substances the other offices already confirmed at the scene. It was at least honest. Maybe dumb honesty to mutter that to a cop.

“Tommy, he take anything else?”

“Uhhh…. He had umm… mead?”

“Mead?” I said.

“Yeah… our friend Kendra? She made some homemade mead…”

I stopped her and radioed the other offer. I informed them we’d confirmed some moonshine.

“Is he going to be okay? Wait… am I getting arrested?”

“He’s in good hands, and you are too. But you can’t sleep anywhere else tonight, okay?”

“Oh no… I can’t go to jail. I’m supposed to…” Her words trailed off into some ramblings of a script read. I grabbed the back of her hair and drew her upwards. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted to yell at her. I wanted to rub her stupid face in the tiny mark of vomit she left in my car. I had a sense that this was the kind of person who deserved to be punished, but I couldn’t quite do it. She was dumb, she wasn’t dumb on purpose, no matter how angry and annoyed she made me.

“Okay…. Well, you’ve got a night to figure out what day it is. Come on,” I dragged her along.

I hate late-night beats like this. Sure as shit, you get some action and I can get off on the adrenaline. It was still coursing through me. Nice to have a badge, a paycheck, and a gun, but sometimes I wish I could just have a nice night out, fuck a few strangers at the Roosevelt Hotel like these weird people, and call it a night before I went to whatever a normal nine to five is.

Normal. Yeah, I’m anything but normal and my confused and sometimes unpredictable vagina always reminded me of that.

“Officer Shelby,” said the guard at the station as I dragged in my still tripping, but no longer mumbling, suspect with me.

“Hey Brad,” I said. “I got a disorderly kicked out of her hotel.”

He looked at my captive and handed me a tissue. I wiped some dried blood from her nose.

“What the hell is she on?”

“It’s all in my report,” I said showing him the pad. Brad looked it over. I’d written about the woman screaming at banshees but left the controlled substances of the scene out of it for now. Someone else can fill that in later if they need to.

“So she’s not on anything?” Said Brad skeptically.

“She’s fine. Needs a place safe to sleep. Didn’t hurt anyone, Brad.”

I gestured to a free cell.

“Give her a night in the drunk tank. Release her tomorrow.”

He grunted and nodded and took her over to a cage, it was good seeing her out of sight, but I still thought of smacking her. Wouldn’t be professional of me to do that though. Cops have rules, or at least public scrutiny.

I grabbed myself a small cup of the shitty station coffee. You can’t get worse than station coffee. It’s the kind that like crude oil mix with cold ash and then reheated. Enough to keep me up for the next five hours. Brad came back as I was finishing it.

“Well Shelby, if you’re interested in playing the good cop tonight, there was an APB put out just a few minutes ago.”

He showed me the message. Female officers only. Need compliance with ordinance HN89. No other guards are available. Report to LA jail at 08:30.

“What’s HN89?”

“It’s the old-fashioned prison shower. Except that guards must be of the same gender as the prisoners.”

He meant hosing prisoners down.

“New warden, old habits, huh?” I said.

“I mean, they don’t have to get their ingest shower, but we just transferred six over there who honestly smelled pretty bad. Do it for the hygiene, Shelby.”

It was never about hygiene. It was about having fun. Fun on the part of the guards. I know because I used to date one. Alright. I’d never done it, I’d had an annoying night, and if I didn’t do it, who knows when they’d get clean.

“Fine, send a reply for me. Those girls are mine.”

“For hygiene.”

“Always.”

The end of my night shift and I still had jitters from that coffee. More chatter on my radio appeared about the overdose guy at the Roosevelt. Doctors had stabilized him, and he was alert, conscious, and still paranoid. Alive and stupid both he and his girlfriend. I considered heading back to the jail to tell her the glad news, but she was probably out cold on the bench right now.

Besides, if people are going to make a mess of their lives, and bother others, I think it’s only fair that they suffer a little uncertainty. Better than going to actual lock up. That was my next stop, as the sun shone through the skyscrapers. The guards, all men, walked me in.

“You’re telling me that there isn’t a single woman here who can do this?” I asked.

“Not today. Out sick tonight,” said one. “Truth is, we didn’t think anybody would bother to answer the APB.”

“So why did you put it out?”

“Compliance.”

◆◆◆

You can’t get worse than not bathing at all in prison. What I encountered as they showed the captives surprised me. Most of the time in Los Angeles a group of women getting all taken in at once is either the black or the brown having gotten arrested all at once. This group was different. The only common color here was the dark jeans and cargo pants they wore. Otherwise, this looked like a diversity hire collection of rioters. I noted two white girls -one with a tiger tattoo on her neck- someone who looked mixed race. Three black girls. Two Hispanic. One was definitely Vietnamese. Looked aged mid-20s. All of them.

Their shirts had sprayed-on symbols and it made me glare. I recognized these from 2020. I hadn’t worn the riot gear right then, but I’d seen cops who did. None of us got killed. But I remembered three outside of Los Angeles who did. A Denver police station got shot by these people. We know because the shooter had that symbol. Some officers died.  I don’t care about politics. I just don’t want people to be crazy.

Maybe now I’m getting why the warden does this. Fine. It might feel just right to take these girls down a notch. Also, Brad was right. They really did stink.

“Ladies, you smell like you’ve been living out of a moldy school bus,” I sighed. “What’s the matter, don’t like soap?”

None of them responded.

“From what I hear, you get an intake before a trial. You really want to be this dirty before they lock you up with your new neighbors?”

“Let us take a fucking shower,” said one of them.

“You’re getting one. Right next room over,” I gestured to the gang shower room, with long calcified shower heads behind a glass door. I had the keys. The usual processing buckets for their personal effects stood out for them with mechanical indifference.

“Okay I’m first,” sighed one of the girls. She removed her clothes in haste and dropped her clothes into the bucket in front of her. I did nothing. She gestured towards the door, “You gonna let me in or what?”

“Everyone all at once please,” I said.

“Why?”

“Prison rules,” I said cooly. “By the way, this is the nice way of doing it. You’re getting processed one way or another. Stripped one way or another. Changed into orange one way or another.”

I pointed to the door.

“This way, you’re at least getting cleaned up before all that happens,” I said softening my tone a little. “So what’s it going to be?”

One more shrugged her shoulders, turned from me, got out of her clothes, and covered her chest. Okay, her back had that athletic glow of sweat and grime to it. Now, my inconsistent vagina got wet. I hoped it would be only wet. I didn’t need anything to change, and I was as tired as these rioters.  The others fell in line, including the tiger neck tattoo girl, who had more art over he should and cresting down over her shoulder blade.

I opened the door for them and their bare cold feet splatted against the tile. No one noticed the hose. They all went to the wall of shower heads and the liquid soap attached to them. They turned the faucets and nothing except a cold trickle came out.

“Hey? Where’s the water?” Said one of my captives with annoyance.

“Right here,” I sprayed with a cold cone from that hose, and her hands went up in shock, and her face contorted in disgust.

“Bitch, can’t you keep it warm?” She shouted.

I turned the nozzle to a sharper point and got her in the face. Okay this, is kind of fun.  They did deserve it. They organized against us and looted. Most likely anyway. Still, I gave them a small benefit of the doubt and warmed the house as they shirked at the water and then hurriedly scrubbed themselves before I rinsed them. I loved seeing them get wet, get mad, and get soaked underneath my capricious hose. It got me hard.

Dammit, it got me hard.

I’d gotten so excited, that I almost didn’t notice. My girl cock showed itself, inflated with blood, and rubbed against my inconveniently tight uniform pants. That bulge had to look as ridiculous as a tight-pants rock star. That tattoo girl glanced at me for a half second.

“Hey, who are you eyeballing?” I snapped.

“Eyeballing you,” she sassed and put her hand on her hip. She stepped toward me.

“Eat hose,” I muttered to myself. I sprayed her, made it colder, and she pranced around like some extra in musical. She even whipped her hair, flicking water in my direction. She dampened my uniform. It disgusted me and got my girl-cock throbbing. Okay, I wasn’t having it, and the last thing I needed was a taunt from her. I had cuffs behind me. I could put them on her and chain her to one of the pipes to keep her squatting. I could hose her as long as I pleased. I reached for them, and she demurred away from me, eyeballing me one last time before she rubbed the last suds off in my hose stream.

“Alright! That’s all done now,” I declared. I opened a cabinet and tossed them each a towel, then marched them to the other guards to get into the jumpsuits. My intrusive erection didn’t go away until I took a breather in my squad car. By the time I got back to my station, I was a normal woman again.


2 - A Natural Fuck Buddy

I had one last thing to do after all that. I made my weekly or at this point three times weekly booty call. It had been three days since the last of my getting fucked. That’s why my dumb girlcock had shown up. There isn’t another way to manage it. I’ve been trying for nearly two years.

My hook-up buddy had a name. It’s Cody the ER nurse and we met when I brought in a gunshot victim about six months back. Had been a hard night for all of us, but his team helped the bystander come through. This was after two others had died making it a bitter win, but Cody hadn’t seen that way, and I liked that about him.

Liked his abs too.

We fucked away the stress in an ambulance, and ever since then, we’ve been fucking away the stress on the regular.

I met Cody at his apartment. Around 10:15. I’d be sacking out soon, and he’d be going to work, so we got things efficient. He had his scrubs nicely laid out and was in loungewear when I found him. We kissed, and then looked at the time.

Losing my heavy police belt relieved me so much right then. Once my tools were safely on an end table, I discarded my clothes to the floor. After a steaming shower, I wandered out in a towel and let him take over from there. We made out on his couch, and it wasn’t long before our movements knocked that towel off me. He then brought down his lounge pants and presented his beautiful cock to me.

I’m weird about doing oral. Used to be something I’d enjoy. I still sorta do. Though it sometimes gets me feeling awkward. Cocks are for one place, my vagina. That’s the idea, right? Sucking cock can cause trouble. Believe me, I know. But Cody likes it for sure. His whole body reacts to it. He gets hornier and that’s when I get the fireman carry into his bed.

I got tossed down, flipped over, and took a fucking. He had the exact energy I needed. He had a body and stamina honed from years on the job and the urgency of a life-or-death occupation. He fucked me with that same, precise, frantic, and no-nonsesne kind of way. When he brought me to come for a third time, I had to beg for relief.

Then he moved his hips to my face one more time. We were both on the clock somehow and I knew it. I sucked him again. Still, I can’t get quite used to it. I used to slurp down cum like that but I can’t do that anymore. So I took him to his back, mounted him, and showed him what I could do.

Cops have to stay fit too, and I rode his cock with the same determination that I chase suspect. He burst his load inside. That there right there? That’s what I’m fine with. I hadn’t had to worry about babies since my undercover work sometime back.

We cuddled each other, and I sighed in contentment. That sex energy would keep me good for at least two more days. Most importantly, I’d find doing this with him kept my confused vagina… well… only my vagina.

My next two beats were mercifully uneventful. Only a break-up of two rowdy patrons at a mid-city bar, and then an initial report on some guy who had his car stolen. I got a call up from my Captain the morning after my next shift was opening. Damn bad timing on his part. Cody had literally sent me a text that night and I was horny too.

“Reporting sir,” I said entering his office.

“Shelby, coffee?” He said.

He had his own pot behind his desk. Brewed single cups of whatever exotic brand he ordered for. Perks of having your own office.

“No need, sir,” I said.

“Are you sure?” He said pouring some of the steaming brew into his own paper cup. “The little pot here brews just enough for two, and the rest of it is going to go to waste.”

It definitely smelled good.

“This stuff comes from Bolivia this time. Might be some of the last of this kind we get for a few years. Fires out there burned some of the coffee trees.”

“Okay, I’ll take some, sir. Thank you,” I said. You only live once. He gave me some in a standard office paper cup with a lid. The coffee tasted like black cherries mixed in with bitter chocolate. Delicious.

“Sugar?”

I shook my head, as I had indulged enough, and took another eager slurp. I didn’t know what they do in Bolivia, but I could drink this coffee all day.

“Now, you’ve been doing the night beat for almost twenty-six months. Ever since your undercover work.”

I’m young and can look younger if I try. I’d been assigned to a series of music festivals and rave events and got in with one of the promoters, who promoted some bad party drugs that had killed four people. He called it ‘mindvoider’. That shit was about as bad as it sounds, something I regrettably know from experience.

“That’s right sir,” I said.

“And you’ve asked, six times for a change?” He raised his brow skeptically at me. I nodded.

“You also know that due to cuts, we haven’t been able to train enough out of the academy,” he grumbled. “Luck you, though.  Looks like I have something that might work.”

He explained the scenario to me. A high-profile, nonviolent witness needed a ride. Specifically a ride to Boulder, Colorado. Some lawyers had decided this would be best because flying the suspect would alert authorities at ICE. Apparently, this ‘nonviolent’ witness had been involved in an arson job that destroyed three of their buses. But now, local prosecutors had agreed to drop charges in exchange for other testimony that would strengthen Colorado state’s law enforcement? It was all the poker room dealing, frustrating, parts of the law that usually just kept people from doing their jobs. Then again the only thing worse than a confusing system is no system at all.

“What about interdepartmental communication?” I said.

“Civilian authorities,” clarified my Captain. “This concerns Daniel McKerman.”

I stopped mid-sip.

“Councilmember McKerman, of Denver,” my captain emphasized.

My eyes widened. I whipped open my phone and found a news article. It showed a photo of him in a hard hat, and a dress shirt, speaking before the skeleton of in construction high rise. My Captain nodded in confirmation. Councilmember McKerman sided against the police. He had the nerve to rally with protesters during the worst of 2020.

“This suspect has something to do with him?”

“Yes and her defense attorney is tight-lipped. You’re to transport her and her belongings, by car, over a two-day trip between here and Colorado. Unmarked squad car. There will be stations you can meet at along the way.

“I wanna know what I’m getting into before I agree, Captain.”

“Thought you would. Can you stay on a little longer and meet her and her attorney?”

It would have to do. I’d already sipped too much of the coffee. I texted Cody we’d have to meet some other time. He gave a sad face emoji in reply.


3 - An Unnatural Captive

At the prison meeting, the suspect’s attorney introduced herself as Marina Campos. She had black hair, with a few stray grays, and carried herself with a friendly, though wearily routine, proceduralality.

“Now my client has been promised not only immunity in this crime, but also that charges are dropped for some other misdemeanors,” Marina explained. “Equal and fair treatment on her transport. You seem to be okay with that?”

“Misdemeanor charges?” I said in annoyance. “I heard of arson.”

“Misdemeanor vandalism now,” replied Marina. I wondered if she felt smug underneath that routine. “And her testimony will be important in Colorado. The DA agreed.”

“Agreed to what?” I said as Marina opened the door and motioned me into the room.

“The misdemeanor charges and the importance of her testimony.”

Evasive.

“What is her testimony?”

Campos pretended not to hear me and buzzed in the speaker. A guard walked in and a woman in orange… and fuck. It was that same tattoo on her neck. The tiger. She had her light brown hair tugged back in a ponytail. Somehow, she’d managed to get dark eye shadow while locked up. She smirked as soon as she saw me.

“Hello officer,” she said. “Do I smell better today?”

Campos looked back and forth.

“She helped me shower on intake,” piped tiger girl.

“I see,” said Campos. “Then what we can do is get another officer…”

“No need. Let’s just talk,” she turned to me. “I’m Viv. Who are you?”

“Officer Shelby,” I said.

“Nice to meet you. Properly,” she said. She shook at her chains. “They think it’s best if I’m like this. But I’m not violent.”

“You and your friends tried to burn down a yard full of empty ICE busses.”

I glowered at her.

“That was vandalism.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Fine. Vandalism and now you need a two-day ride out from here to Boulder,” I said. “Because why?”

“That’s a deal I made with the DA. I have important testimony.”

“Against one of your own?” I couldn’t forget the liberal anarchism graffitied on her clothes and her those of her fellow travelers. Her bubbly mood dimmed.

“One of my own? What do you mean by that, Officer Shelby?”

“Come on, Councilmember McKerman had a viral moment. He had a video with rioters -same people that had the same sign you had that night you got your intake. People recognized him in his mask. Like the flu was the worst thing while Denver was burning. ”

“Oh please, there was like one fire at an empty lot.”

I thumped my fist on the table to get her attention.

“There was also that little urban terrorist they caught in Denver. A carful of semi-automatics? A drive-by at a police prescient? Shot two officers? You remember him?”

Viv blinked in confusion. Then looked at her lawyer.

“I believe the officer is referring to the Eddie Roney incident,” Campos said. Viv nodded in quick understanding. Campos then looked down at me, “Which later investigations showed had nothing to do with the political organizations my client may be a part of.”

“Yeah, that went viral too. But that guy? Not one of us. He was a pure fascist, doing what fascists do. Flood the zone with shit, and violence, and then blame it on their enemies. Don’t fall for it. They’ve been doing it since the 1930s.”

I made a mental note to check in on that.

“Okay… that still doesn’t answer my question…” I said. “Why are you going against Daniel McKerman?”

She gave a performative shrug.

“Oh… well, I’m in such a bad spot, I guess I had to make a deal.”

“Must be something really good to get the deal you got.”

She couldn’t hide a smile.

“Well, you’ll just have to agree to peacefully escort me to Boulder to find out.”

“Vivian, as your attorney,” interjected Campos, “I cannot advise you to travel with this officer.”

“Oh it’s no big deal,” she said. “So she sprayed me with cold water once. Who cares? No, I think I’d be quite happy to travel with and get to know, officer Shelby better.”

The lawyer sighed. I understood it as a ‘so be it.’

“So when do I get my regular clothes back? And when do we leave?”


4 - This Horny Brat

Waking up with the sun rising, instead of driving home in it, felt right. At those silly music festivals, fans had a ritual of watching and howling at the sunset. Morning rituals came too, usually in the form of a yoga or dance tent. Doing that helped me get rapport in the communities, to eventually get in good with the party drug folks. Turns out it had been Doctor -and I use that term loosely- Rodney Holleran and his partner and publicist Sister Lily. She ran several of those morning yoga and meditation tents. Always warm, kind, and spoke with a sincere desire to see people connect. We’d look into one another’s eyes and mediate until the namaste point or whatever.

I fucking hate sister Lily. I hated her about as much as I hated the night beat, but at least I had a way out for a few days. My transport would be an unmarked, Police SUV and my outfit would be civilian clothes with a concealed arm holster under my jacket. A red scarf could keep me warm if needed. Shotgun in the truck and a badge in my wallet in case I needed them. Viv exited the woman’s prison with a purple suitcase and sweatpants as if she was about to get comfy on a flight.

“Hey there, partner,” she said. “Looking good. Love the moto jacket.”

I said nothing.

“She’s in your custody now, officer,” muttered the guard escorting her out.

“That’s right,” I said. “Viv, you’re still in custody. You understand?”

“Means you’re the boss,” she said with a floppy hand salute.

“Yes, I’m the boss.”

“And you can do whatever you want with me, as long as it’s within the confines of my agreement with the DA,” she gave me a look square in the eye. She was right, and that’s fine. I’m a police officer. Police officers have rules. I’m taking someone in to take down Daniel, ‘defund’ McKerman.

“Wouldn’t dream of crossing that agreement,” I said. I’d read my part to the letter. “Now, we’re traveling in this today. If anyone asks, what’s our story?”

“Two girls from Los Angeles going back to Alma Mater,” she said. “I can help you with the cover story if you need it.”

I popped the back trunk and motioned for her to throw her bag in.

“UC Boulder,” she explained. She tossed her luggage in, “2020 was my Junior year. Had to do that one from home.”

“Fascinating, Viv,” I said. Then I indicated to my bags at the edge of the curb. She hefted it up and placed it next to hers. “Anything else I can do for you, boss?”

“Just get in the car,” I said as I shut the trunk.

“Shotgun!” She got in and we were off.

The clustered knot of downtown highways guided us to long stretches through suburban sprawl. Eventually, we left Los Angeles county altogether. The stretch of the high desert above  San Bernardino is where boredom and tiredness start to kick in. Driving toward the sun might not be my favorite, but it forced me to concentrate on the road. The utter dullness though did eventually get to us both. Viv didn’t say anything, but crunched away at the case of pistachios, cracking the shells before she tossed them. Loudly.

The finest four years of college could get you.

“Okay, so fine. Why?” I said.

“Why what, boss?”

“Why are you doing this? Why are you selling Councilmember McKerman out?”

“He deserves it.”

“But he’s one of yours,” I emphasized it. “He’s giving you what you want. Why screw him?”

She waved a dismissive hand.

“He’s not one of us.”

“He’s as liberal as Colorado gets.”

“I’m not a lib.” She looked at me again. I felt curiously scrutinized. “Why are you a cop?”

“To protect and serve,” I said automatically. She caught up on that without missing a beat.

“That’s not a real answer. Come on, when you were a kid, did you watch police on TV and think ‘I wanna do that?’ Did you have it as a family tradition or something?”

“No. It wasn’t,” I answered.

“So, what was it?”

It had been a billboard that advertised over eighty thousand a year for a few weeks of paid training. It had been knowing that I could do a few years at the LAPD and then try for a nicer city. It had been a campus cop at my high school, who said he managed to keep the same job for over fifteen years. Much longer than either of my parents at any particular place. God, I hated how often we had moved.

“It’s a good living, to protect and serve.”

“Glad you have good work, boss,” she said. “All other working people should be so lucky.”

“‘Working people’?”

“Yup. You. Me. Everyone who trades their time for a paycheck,” Viv answered to my annoyance. I might prefer the endless highway to her prattle.

“You spent four years at a University and you talk about working people? How much in monthly checks did you get from mom and dad?”

That took down her curious chipperness harder than I intended. Her face darkened for a moment, and she looked hurt.

“I was emancipated from my parents at sixteen, boss,” she said. “Still managed a 3.8 GPA with Honors classes. All that and some recommendation letters got me into UC Boulder.”

She crossed her arms and looked at the endless road ahead.

“You bet I worked my way through those four years,” she declared.

Okay, so I’d been a little harsh. Whatever her motivations, she was helping the police and I guess I didn’t need to treat her like the wayward little anarchist she obviously was.

“Hey… okay. I’m sorry, that was pretty awful of me to assume like that,” I said.

“No problem,” she said softening her composure.

“You said that you worked all the way through college…”

“Yup.”

“Well, you know what I do as one of the ‘working people’….”

She relaxed at that.

“My job was… well still is… pretty easy. I’d hop a plane on weekends from Boulder to Nevada for a few days and come back with enough to cover all expenses.”

I sighed.

“Vegas dancer.”

“Oh no, boss, what I do isn’t actually legal in that county.”

I drove on trying to figure it out. Then it hit me.

“Prostitution.”

“Sex work, yeah,” she said.

I shook my head. Things were making sense now. Would make a lot of sense if a whore would throw one of their own under the bus. If you sell sex for money, everything becomes transactional. No wonder she’s ready to throw another liberal under the bus. If you sell yourself out…

…oh no.

“So… you have sex for money,” I said.

“Lots of it.”

“And how do you know McKerman?” I said suspiciously.

She looked away, with a practiced innocent smile that I’d seen before.

“Don’t the whores have a code?” I said. “Don’t you worry about finding your next set of men after you rat him out?”

“That’s a harsh way to use the word, there.”

“Word?”

“Whore,” she said. “Why do you hate the work so much?”

“I don’t hate the work,” I said. I’d busted working girls for sure. And their johns. And their pimps. It’s not something that happens often. They don’t like us for it, and no one holds grudges like the escorts of Los Angeles. Break up an off-the-books sex party one night, and they all refuse to cooperate with police when we’re after other sexual predators. You’d think they’d care enough about their lives. “I don’t like the workers. They’re the last people to be counted on to help us, even when we’re trying to help them.”

“What makes you think they need your help?” Said Viv. I could feel a little tension in her usually demure voice.

“How about catching abusive johns?”

She shook her head.

“In Nevada, the community filters out assholes,” Viv started. “We have a literal list. Networks. Stuff like that keeps the dangerous guys away.”

She leaned in for the next point.

“California had a whole webpage for this same thing. It worked fine until certain laws shut it down,” she said.

“Laws protect the whores.”

“We protect ourselves,” said Viv. “There are more ways to protect people than a badge and a gun.”

“But you’d call us if you need us.”

“In Nevada, sure,” said Viv. “But workers in California are going to think twice. You have to at least have a few ideas why right?”

The last whore I tried to help, refused to name the asshole who had bruised her. ‘He was fucking lawyer, you bitch’ she had said to me. ‘What the hell are you going to do?’ I didn’t have an answer then. My emotions of the time came back. Frustration. Rage. Shame. Why the hell did I feel shame? I wasn’t the one who got smacked around after fucking a stranger.

“We don’t need to talk about this,” I said raising a finger. Viv gazed out the window at the flat desert highway, its pavement glistening with heat as it meandered over hills so barren that even the Joshua trees looked bored.

“So what can we can we talk about, boss?”

“We don’t have to talk at all.”

That began at least twenty minutes of awkward silence. The road’s path swayed between a mind-numbing straight and a slightly more alert curve. One car wooshed over us in a passing lane. That had been the only reminder that we truly moved at all. Woosh. Another went by later. Woosh. Then moan. Wait, a moan? That was a soft moan. I glanced from the road to Viv in the passenger seat. She had slumped down in her chair, one leg extended, and had one hand down her sweat pants.

“What are you doing?” I said.

“Nothing, boss.” She followed that with another soft moan.

“Stop it.”

“Why?”

“Because.”

Viv ignored me and only rolled her hips against her hand. Probably pushing into her palm. Then maybe pinching and rolling her outer lips. Then her hand made moved in circles under the sweatpants. I didn’t need this. I hadn’t fucked Cody before leaving.

“Viv, this isn’t the place…”

“Oh please, like you haven’t seen me naked,” teased Viv. “There’s no one else around.”

She wasn’t wrong. She continued to pleasure herself right there right next to me.

“I’m the boss. Stop it.”

“Make me.”

“Viv. I’m serious. I can cuff you.”

“Hmmm…. Rules said you can only if I’m violent,” she muttered. She unthreaded the tie at her sweatpants. She’d already gotten Juicy. Dammit, I could smell it. I do not need to get hot right now. Her stupid antics had me ready to bind her hands and stuff in my truck, and my girl cock would probably like that idea.

“Viv!” I grunted.

“Can’t stop now,” she said. “Too far into…”

I swerved into a turnout and parked. I stepped out, came to the passenger side, and opened the door. Viv smirked at me, hair half over her face in her naughty self-satisfaction.

“Back seat, Viv.”

“Oh, you going to nightstick me?” She jeered.

“Nope. This is a solo show,” I said. I unbuckled her seat belt and tugged at her arm. “Twiddle all you want, but can you try to keep it down?”

“No promises, boss.”

“Just fucking…” I grunted in exasperation. Dammit. My girlcock had popped up. Its head pressed against my fly and I probably made a nice tent. Goddamn it. “Do it back there. I’ll drive. No more talking.”

She stumbled in compliance and took the back seat. All of it. She laid down on it like it was a couch and closed her eyes. I wiggled my waistband and took the driver’s seat and hit the gas further down the road. I couldn’t see Viv in the review, except for the half minute when she kicked her legs in the air to get discard the sweatpants completely. After that, it was just hearing her. Smelling her. I paid mind to my own breaths as we drove. Timing each exhale like a march to keep my concentration where it fucking mattered, while Viv panted with what I could only guess was orgasm number two.

At least she got quiet the rest of the trip. I had to roll down windows to get the scent to dissipate. Shuffling in my front seat, I could keep my rule-defying sex organs -yes organs two of them right now- out of her sight.

Fucking in cars. I couldn’t keep that thought out of my head. Also fucking for money. Is it different when fucking for your job, and fucking specifically for money? When I was undercover, there isn’t an expectation that I would romance anyone, or sleep with anyone. It didn’t mean that it didn’t happen. What started as a rote set of actions to gain trust, turned into a perk of the job on those circuits. One of the festivals ended, and during the clean-up, sister Lily and Doc Holleran invited me to their car.

I made out with Doc Holleran He had a hairless, flexible body. He wasn’t bulky, but once you touched him you could feel dense muscle disguised under his skin. Sister Lily watched. I needed to gain their trust. I needed to prove I had no wire. What better way than getting naked? So I had gotten fucked in that oversized SUV they drove. I’d become a little bit of whore and I came.

Doc Holleran trusted me after that. Not too smart of him though. I got close enough to him to see some messages and names pop up on his phone. It’s different than what Viv does. This wasn’t a transaction. This was law enforcement. This was important work.

“Can you roll up the windows now boss?” Said Viv. She shuffled back there getting her sweatpants and back on. “It’s getting chilly.”

“Air still feels like sex,” I said not complying.

“Please? I’ll be real good! No more touching myself the whole way.”

The sun had nearly set now and the temperature dropped in the desert pretty fast. I smirked and kept going.

“How about you tell me what you have on the McKerman, finally?”

“Huh?”

“Come on, it can’t be that you’re just going to testify to him being one of your johns, right? The jury isn’t going to take that alone,” I said. I rolled up one of the windows slightly. “If I’m taking this trip all the way, it better be good. You better have something good.”

“What do you think, I got on him?” Viv said crossing her arms over her chest against the cold air.

“I want you to tell me.”

“When we found out about Regrow Denver District Two, I had to do something,” she said. “I got a tape of him. Old-fashioned beta max. Pretty unimpeachable. Almost three hours in my room.”

“Plying your trade? You know recording without consent isn’t going to get far in courts.”

“DA still agreed to it. Can you put up the windows now?”

I rolled the window up until they were almost completely up and then stopped. I hesitated. This isn’t my business. I don’t need to care about what she’s doing to some defund-the-police councilman…

“All the way up, please boss?”

“I wanna watch it,” I said.

“What?” Said Viv. Sparkles in her eyes glinted in my review mirror.

“When we get to the hotel, I wanna watch it. Agreed? Or it’s desert cold for the rest of the drive.”

“Oh yes, boss. I’d be happy for you to see it.”


5 - Let me touch you, boss

We arrived at a hotel on a chilly road. The New Mexico and Colorado border had passed somewhere under our tires maybe back a few miles. Maybe about the time my girlcock deflated and Viv took a nap in the back. Mountains loomed ahead and beyond them a cloudy sky that obscured the stars from us. I had to throw on my scarf.

I woke Viv up.

“Hey, we’re stopped for the night,” I said.

“Where are we?”

“Here,” I gestured to a sign. “It’s called Mason’s Roadside.”

It’s an affordable one. The kind that has been used by my team and criminals probably hundreds of times. I escorted Viv to the desk, checked in, and then we retrieved our bags together. Once inside I dropped them down and secured our door key in the cheap auto safe in the closet. The pair of queen beds could have looked more inviting.

“Go get a shower, Viv,” I said.

“By myself boss?” She chided. “I could escape you know.”

“I doubt it,” I said. Viv undid her top, her sweatpants, and stripped right in front of me. I turned away casually, not giving her the satisfaction of a stare. Still, her playful nudity distracted me enough that I could pretend to fumble with my own gear for only so long. It wasn’t hard to imagine her making money through sex. Her body, -like my belt, my uniform, my car- showed all the care that comes only when it is a means to a living. I liked the way her weary strands of hair fell over her shoulders and over her chest. She made an extra effort of placing her clothes on the bed next to the one I’d claimed, and leaned over. Her tiger tattoo had to have been done by a master. Viv then went to clean up.

I wonder how much she would’ve charged a john just for that show she gave me. The boss.

When she finished giving herself a blow dry, she came out having claimed a towel. She looked, relaxed. Pleased. It occurred to me that they don’t blow dry anything in prisons. She reclined on the bed, and casually flipped on the TV.

Took me less than a few seconds to handcuff her wrist to her bedpost.

“Hey, you can’t do that unless I’m resisting, officer.”

“I need to shower too. Can’t let you try to run off,” I said.

“Oh, but we haven’t watched my tape yet. You made me promise,” she said.

“Plenty of time tomorrow. I’ll shower now.”

I stripped in the bathroom. The hot misty sprinkles of the water-efficient shower head must have felt luxuriant after the few days she’d been in the pen. It refreshed me too. The cheap hotel soap could be the same prisoners used though. It’s the sort that sticks to her skin after the first since then you have to rub that invisible waxy sensation off of yourself with another once over the thin watered shower spray.

But yeah the shower felt good. I reached for a towel and found an empty bar. Darting around, I found another one. A large hand towel. I rubbed my hair with it. That worked, but…

“Viv?”

“Yes, boss?”

I found a washcloth. It got me slightly drier.

“Where is the other towel?”

“Oh boss, I’m sorry. I don’t think I saw another one.”

“This better be a joke.”

“We can share, boss. It’s a big towel,” she said, her voice in an annoyingly pleasant, musical tone. “I’d love to bring it to you… but I’m handcuffed to this bed.”

Why did this make me hot?

I marched out of the shower and stood between the beds, overlooking Viv. I held out an impatient hand. She paused. She looked over my body, and her eyes landed on my pelvis for a split second longer than the rest of me.

“Expecting to see something, Viv?”

“Should I see something, boss?”

“What…” I stopped myself before I completed my thought. She only looked up at me with her eyes attentive, curious, and even a little hopeful. Her lips split slightly open.

“There’s nothing I got that you haven’t seen,” I said. She smiled at that. I tugged the towel off of her and turned around and dried myself with that warm humid towel.

“All cops keep themselves that fit, or is it just you?” She said.

“Nothing you haven’t seen,” I repeated.

“Oh everyone’s unique, boss,” she said. “That’s what you learn in my work. Everyone has their quirks. Their inconsistencies. Their contradictions.”

I turned my head at the way she pronounced that last word. Her free hand had wandered below her navel.

“Viv, do you ever stop?”

“Stop what, boss?”

“Being horny.”

She arched her shoulders and rolled her hips. Her thigh opened and she covered her pussy completely with her palm.

“Boss, you had me more than a little turned on when you hosed me down that first day we met. First thing once I got processed, was to find a corner in a cell, and then think of being your special prisoner,” she said. “I didn’t expect it to be you on this trip. I’m grateful you’re here.”

I hung the towel over my stomach like a drape. Things got hot in my pelvis, and that feeling that I get, right before my girl cock extrudes, was happening again. Dammit, Sister Lilly. I once made a deal with a contradiction. I’d been fucked by contradiction. Now, I am a contradiction.

“I came twice today,” she cooed. “When was the last time you came?”

Fuck me. My girlcock grazed the rough cotton of the towel.

“We’re not doing this, Viv,” I said and turned away. Viv’s hand touched my hip mid-turn.

“It’s okay, boss,” she whispered. “You can show me. I can see it.”

Before the smarter part of my brain could stop me, I dropped the towel. Taking a deep breath, I rotated my hips back towards Viv. Her eyes looked with a benign, kind, fixation on my inconsistent, forbidden, girl cock, pointing high in an obstinate erection.

“Will you move closer, boss?” She said. Her mouth parted open more. Her lips. She touched her upper lip with the tip of her tongue. It drew me in. What was I doing? I shouldn’t be doing this. My thoughts received an overruling. Viv kissed the tip and I whimpered at it. I’d never even touched that erroneous thing myself, and suddenly this felt so goddamn good.

“You have a beautiful cock, Shelby. Does it feel right when I do this?” she said. Her free hand stroked my quivering lips, then up that shaft. It felt… it felt like it was supposed to feel. She stroked both of them again in a unified pet, and I forgot I was in charge.

“Yes. Now open up,” I said. Viv closed her eyes and wagged out her tongue. I moved towards her sliding over it. Fuck. She took me in whole and then reached down and touched herself again. The scent. I caught it again and my girl cock got harder for it. She bobbed up and down over me, and the slipping inside and on her lips had me getting stupider with pleasure. I didn’t care though. For the first time since I’ve had this contradiction, I loved my contradiction. Viv loved it too. I could see it in the way she watched me as I reacted to her suckling, kissing, and teasing.

“Fuck!” I wrenched. She’d been swirling right around the tip, a torment of overstimulation.

She changed her paces chortling me in deeper, slower motions, and moaning against her self-stimulation. My cock got thicker. She hummed, closing her eyes, reading my body better than I did. Spasms came. Each juicy shot triggered a druggish tingle right up to my head. I had no idea it could spurt that match. Some landed on Viv’s check, and she wiped it off and slurped it down with the rest.

I dropped to my bed. Dizzy.

“Thank you, boss. I love your cum,” Viv said. She looked over at me. “You a little woozy?”

I nodded.

“Can I ask something?”

“Yes, Viv,” I said. I knew what her question was, “that’s the first time I’ve used …it… with anyone.”

“I’m honored, to be your first oral,” she said. “Hope there are many other firsts for us soon.”

She touched me with her juicy hand. Then rolled to her back, and touched herself once more. Her motions lacked the hurried frenzy they’d had in the car. Not this time, she massaged herself with light touches, and pinches of her fingers. She closed her eyes and breathed in slow bliss.

Fuck it.

I took her naughty, masturbating hand and cuffed it with her other on the bars above the bed. She gazed expectedly at me and opened up her legs. My breast touched hers when got on top of her. I kissed her like it was a bite. She accepted that. Her tongue softened to accept mine. Then, I took hold of my cock, found her wet entrance, and watched a look of tension and pleasure cross her face.

Damn, so that’s what it felt like to be inside someone.

“Fuck me, boss,” she said. “Please fuck me.”

I slipped in and out of her, with a frenzied energy of a sunken cost. Cops might fuck their prisoners, but not little anarchists like Viv. So if I’m paying that moral taboo, I’d enjoy every second of it. As I did, I watched her face and listened to her moans and the rattling of cuffs against the headboard. It’s fun to fuck a prisoner. I hurried it. Almost nearly coming again, then slowed down because Viv got so loud.

“Oh, you think I’d let you tease me, boss?” Snarked Viv. Her hips bucked and rolled against me.  My legs held rigid and held my upper body up on my elbows. A soft, warm wetness, squeezed the tip of my girlcock. It made me shiver with delight. “Your cum is getting inside me tonight one way or another. You going to give it to me, or am I going to take it?”

I didn’t answer, but deep down, I wanted her to keep going until I came again. I can hold my body in this position for a good long time. I’m not weak, but her breathing in my ear and the pleasure she gave me broke my concentration at last. My body’s formation broke and regathered my senses and took control. My face nestled right near the tiger tattoo I first noticed her by. Slamming into her once more, I made her make more noises. I let the whore enjoy it.

I watched her face as she came. She was beautiful, especially when she was punished with pleasure.

“Gimme your, cum, boss,” she whimpered. Her pussy rolled against me again, my thrust collided in rhythm. Damn, every spasm felt great as I fired into her. I withdrew from her, overstimulated and exhausted, then I kissed my cuffed fuck toy of a captive once more. She relished the sensation with me. I didn’t want to get off of her and rolled to her side, and we breathed in recovery.

“I can’t touch you, boss,” she said. I had to think for a split second. I wasn’t supposed to want her to touch me. I didn’t care. I grabbed the keys and released the cuffs without so much as a stern warning. Viv took hold of me, and I took hold of her, and we snuggled together. She touched my chest, took one of my nipples in her lips, and suckled. It had me under some kind of weird spell that I went beyond forgetting how crazy this all was and went right up into embracing it. I touched one of her free hands and guided her down. It found my juice-glazed shaft and played with it.

We cuddled together like that the whole night and slept under the same sheets together.


6 - My unnatural Body

The radio alarm woke me. Something about snow shovels and plows. The cold air vented into a space between my upper back and the covers. Tugging some covers over me tighter, I drew Viv closer to me. The radio alarm chimed in static. Snow chains now. Cold mountain air still invaded my blanket and I wiggled. Something wiggled tighter and something wiggled back. No wait… part of me wiggled back.

I reached over to my upper back. Oh god. My hand touched something unfamiliar, yet unmistakably part of myself. My fingers touch my own wing.

No dammit. I can’t have this. I can’t have a pair of demon wings sprouting out of me. Not even these small ones. Short wings, even if they were shorter than my arms length, they’d grow. I didn’t need this.

I pulled the cover over my body and wrapped myself in it. Viv groaned and the radio chattered something about the next two days.

“Shelby? Huh? Hey...” Objected Viv.

“I need these blankets,” I asserted. “I’m still the boss.”

“I know you’re the boss, but….” She said rolling up to me. Then she looked up, cocked her head to the side, and offered that look of unflustered curiosity she’d given my girl cock the night before.

“What?”

Viv tapped the upper corners of her forehead. My heart went into a red liquid panic. After I dashed to the bathroom mirror, I saw them. Two small pointed horns, almost as long as my index fingers, had budded out from under my skin. I’m becoming a monster, just like that bitch Sister Lily said would happen. I paced around the hotel room, hopelessly keeping my horns covered with a hand, and the blanket covering my newly sprouted overgrown bat wings.

“Shelby…”

I tried hard to wrap a shirt over them. No matter how I folded them, they couldn’t be hidden. Lumps always gave the wings away. What was I supposed to do with the horns?

“Don’t ‘Shelby’, me,” I said. “We need to get going. You’re getting to boulder, and then we’re never talking about last night again.”

“We can’t.”

“We can. We can just forget about all this…”

“I mean we can’t get to Boulder,” said Viv. She turned up the alarm radio. We both heard the report. Everything between our little roadside hotel and Denver had been hit with an overnight blizzard. Sounded as if half the year’s snowpack fell in one night. Even some of the snow drift fences had broken. Planes were grounded. Highways were closed.

I peeked out the curtain and the offensive bright sparkles of light bounced mounds of virgin snow.

We were stuck.

I needed coffee.

I needed some way to cover things.

“Soo… things are a little different. I like the new look,” began Viv.

“It’s not a new look. I need… a huge sweater. A parka,” I said tossing my moto jacket aside.

“You don’t need anything, boss,” said Viv. She walked to me, wrapped in the sheets I had left her, and touched my hand. It calmed me a little, but I still kept my horned face away from her. “Look at me, Shelby. It’s okay.”

I could throw her into the squad car and be done with it. I could have called in a helicopter and gotten us transported that way. There were probably emergency vehicles that could get us to Denver. My radio still worked.

But I turned my face to Viv instead, and let my hand off my forehead. She cradled my head and then kissed each one. Wow. I didn’t know that horns were that sensitive.

“We’re stuck inside here for at least a day, right?” She said. “You have nothing to worry about, boss.”

I sighed. I knew she was right.

“I still need to fulfill my promise from yesterday too,” she said.

I blinked. I didn’t know what she referred to.

“My video.”

“That’s right,” I said. “Yes. Perfect time to see it.”

I relaxed, feeling how hungry I was too. The radio announcements continued their apocalyptic updates on the blizzard. Was there even going to be hot water?

“I’m pretty famished after last night, Viv,” I said. “Aren’t you?”

“Definitely.”

“Okay, well you shower now. Then me. Maybe we can figure out a towel situation to cover my horns…”

“Boss, I can get us whatever we need for the day,” she said. My folded-down wings lost tension as she touched one.

“Don’t be stupid. You’re the prisoner. I can’t let you just drive off. Definitely not with a police vehicle.”

“It’s not marked. No one will know,” she said. She looked down and up at me. “And after last night, you still won’t trust me to come back?”

“Viv I…” I knew she was a professional. Hell, I guess in my own way I’d been a professional at this too. Fucking for your job, to get what you want and get the job done. What did she want? Out of all this? The way her shoulders slumped down as I questioned her had me thinking -if even for a short moment- that was beyond a whore’s performance.

Make the most of your mistakes, Shelby.

I pulled her in for a hug. It startled her, and then we kissed. It felt as real as last night.

“Okay, Viv. Drive slow. Don’t get caught. Don’t fuck up,” I said. “You’re still taking the first shower though.”

◆◆◆

After Viv got herself cleaned up, I wrapped her neck in my scarf. Viv opened up her bag and passed this old small video tape recorder to me. She gave me an adapter to connect it to the hotel television’s port.

“Thanks, boss. Enjoy the show,” she said and kissed me on the cheek.

A gust of sharp cold air drafted in as she exited. Crazy thing I did there. Letting her go like that. That kind of thing could cost a badge if it went bad. Weird that it didn’t feel wrong. I clicked on the room heater, flipped on the television, and finally watched a whore’s hidden camera.

I’d seen plenty of surveillance recordings and done exactly one stakeout. The tedium does set it, yet I built up a nice tolerance for that. Watching this hidden camera, mounted in an air vent in a room corner felt exactly like that. An empty room. An empty room. Then a door opens. I could hear the click of it. Hadn’t expected a microphone.

In walked Viv dressed for work. The dress had a vibe of a lonely singer in an old detective film. The kind with a single suggestive slit ran up from the base of the long dress and up over her leg. The brazen neckline showed off her tattoo, and her hair was up showing her back too.

She’d be unforgettable in that outfit, and that ink.

She didn’t seem to mind.

“Smoke first, Daniel?” She started. Their voices! They were crystal clear. This wasn’t just a smut tape. This kind of recording is a prosecutor’s dream. Crisp. Clear. Static-free. He accepted her offer and she brought out a hookah, they lit it together and shared puffs.

Weird, the way these paid liaisons work. They hadn’t even gotten to sex for a solid hour. Councilmember McKerman, between drags of a hookah pipe, talked with Viv. He referred to her as Cadie. So I guess sex workers of all types change their names, and who can blame them? She had asked him about how his work had changed since getting elected, and he would go on about getting a condemned building sold, so it could be reconstructed. Some kind of urban development thing? Regrow Denver District Two?  I guess it would get the hobos out of Denver before they freeze. He said something about not needing so much police after it was done, but who did he think would keep the hobos away once you built the new buildings? Police. Lots of us.

I left it playing in the background while I paced around the apartment, taking inventory of all my gear to make sure nothing had gone missing with Viv. The droning conversation about staying elected and keeping quiet about the drag queens and everyone else confused about their gender. When I had counted all my bullets, I found the fast forward. Viv finally doused the hookah and moved down the council member’s pants. I wonder what his wife would think.

Cadie - I mean Viv - got to her real work. Her hair obscured his dick from view, and I remembered how great she had felt on mine the night before. Her head movements had a smooth pulsation to it. In and out, like an indifferent tree swaying back and forth with the wind. The condoms probably taste bad. I wouldn’t know.

But I had sucked dick on assignment once. I had sucked dick to get the job done. It had been a deal to get that honest police work completed and catch the criminals. The job that I did was for money.

“I’m ready for you now, sir,” she said getting off his cock and rubbing it. “Wouldn’t you love to take my pussy now?”

I didn’t say stuff like that on the job. Ever. No definitely not. McKerman followed her to bed, where she got more naked, and presented herself to him in doggy. Sure enough, he slipped into her and the fucked hard. Viv looked at the wall in front of her through it.

He’d be ruined for this for sure. His wife would probably divorce him for it. He’d likely damage his career too. Maybe totally ruin it.

Dammit. I’d gotten hard thinking about all that. I’d caught myself touching my horns too. What was I going to do? My stupid wings chaffed against my shirt. What if they got bigger too?

Sister Lily knew how to control them. She said she’d be ready to meet me when this happened. I didn’t care. I’m not invoking her yet. I switched off Viv’s little porn show and changed to the local news. Nothing except reports on the white-out blizzard that kept me stuck here.

◆◆◆

The front door creaked open, and Viv stepped through, fumbling with a collection of large bags in one hand. My wings arched up like an animal reflex at the sudden surprise of her entrance.

“Viv?” I said reaching out to the plastic bag she handed to me. Smelled like salami and roast beef. “What’s this? You were supposed to get food.”

“You didn’t say only food boss,” she smirked. She dropped one of the larger bags on the bed and a heavy coat and dense winter cap tumbled out. “We’ll be on the road again soon, and I thought…” She pet my wing. I folded it down. It felt too nice when she did that. “I thought these should be only for us.”

I covered my horns and looked away.

“Boss, you have nothing to worry about with me. This is for you to be safe outside, okay?” She took the heavy winter hat, complete with its ear flaps, and placed that fuzzy thing over my head. Those short little horns poked against the wool interior. I could feel them. When I looked in the mirror, I saw what others would see. They’d see a normal, hornless, person.

It was the right thing to hide them, or at least it was the necessary thing to hide them. Humans aren’t supposed to have horns.

Viv offered me either of the sandwiches, and I took the one with the salami. She microwaved herself a hot cocoa packet and offered me one as well. I pointed to the warm hat she got.

“I’m warm enough,” I said. “Also thank you.”

“You’re not burning up wearing that in here?”

“Yes. I’m warm,” I said. I supposed I’d have to get used to wearing heavy hats for a while.

“I thought you’d only need it for outside,” smiled Viv. She ate her sandwich and sipped her cocoa, then took off her sweater. “I like your horns.”

She brushed my hand as she touched my wing. I did not recoil right away. Holding her hand felt nice, and I remembered what she was.

“You’re a professional. A worker,” I said. I aimed the words like a bullet. Her breathing slowed and she smiled in a coy way. The insult seemed to have been missed.

“I’m a whore,” she added. “You like calling me that, don’t you boss?”

“It’s true. Just a fact of what you are.”

“I’m a dirty whore,” she teased back. “What else am I?”

I leaned towards her.

“A fucked up little mess,” I spoke again. I glanced at the beta max, “a devious, little sex addict.”

She moved her face more towards, her eye contact unbroken and her nod subtle.

“A fuck hole for cop-hating council members.”

“And cops too,” cooed Viv.

I wanted to pull away because I didn’t know what she was planning. I refused to back down.

“What do you want, Viv?”

“Want?”

“Why did we fuck so hard last night?”

“Boss, I told you: you turned me on the minute you had me stripped and hosed down.”

I couldn’t stand that I believed her.

“What do you want now?” I repeated.

“To see your horns boss,” she said. She glanced over to the beta max next to the TV. “Because you’ve seen a lot of me.”

My free left hand move to the hat’s brim before I fully realized it. I could have stopped myself, but I didn’t. I dropped the cap to the floor, and then closed the gap between my lips and Viv’s. Maybe she was playing me somehow, but the way she touched my horns and my wings were no lie. She’d been the only person to see them, and the only person to see my girlcock too. Not once, not even for the tiniest of seconds, did she ever flinch.

I held her cheek in one hand, as we pressed our foreheads together. One horn touched her.

“It’s warm,” I said.

“Yes.

“I’m the boss, and I say you don’t need your clothes,” I tugged off the scarf I’d lent her. Before long, Viv undressed before me, turned her backside to me, held up her hair, and let me see. I’d grown wet, and only my belt held back my girlcock. I released it because I knew I could do whatever I wanted to her. My pushing Viv to the bed knocked the wind out of her as she landed with her chest down on the blankets. She turned her head towards me, and this quaking excited look in her eyes invited me as her hips moved up toward the air.

I got on top of her, rolled her to her side, and held her. My cock rubbed against her backside, and my fingers explored her clit. I waited to enter her and instead listened to her whimper and wince while I pleased her exactly as it pleased me. After she came once, I shoved her back onto her stomach and spanked her. That’s when I stripped myself completely. On top of her back, I whispered into her ear, “What do you want, whore?” She already arched her hips, the sweltering, steamy, sensation of our mutual wetness made me throb. “I want you, boss. Fuck me. Please fuck me.” I slipped inside her. She tensed, then relaxed around me. Pushing and pushing out, with her prone beneath me, uncovered so much about her, and then about me. I’d been so fast and hurried last night. This time, savored each push and thrust. I learned how every last nerve of my cock felt against her. My cock. I knew I was going to own that thing now. I wouldn’t ever let my girlcock confuse me again. It would live alongside my pussy and because that’s what I am.

That time on the bed started our afternoon sex-a-thon. Viv took my cum right at the start and then craved more climax for herself. When that needed a break, she spread my legs and pressed her fingers inside me, finding my g spot, while licking my shaft. I experimented with eating her out too. Oral sex came as naturally to me that afternoon as had me getting on top of Viv when this all started. We turned down the hotel room heat and relaxed in a mostly naked state in between fuck sessions. I did look at my badge at one point, and for some reason wasn’t the least scared of losing it.


7 - What Sister Lily Did

When we had finished one quick session, Viv rubbed my back. The pressure of palms and fingers around the roots of my new wings had them fluttering up and about. I stretched them wondering how they’d grow.

“Are you going to tell, Shelby?” Said Viv.

“Tell you what?”

“Why you’re such a magical contradiction?” She kissed the tip of my wing. I’d forgotten, for so long that I was transporting a prisoner, and had gotten this way because I did my job as a cop. Would there be harm in her knowing? I’m not allowed to tell in any case. I folded my wing downwards.

“What?”

“Viv, I wish I could tell you,” I said. “Thing is, even though this was fun, this was still all messed up and I’ve got to figure things out for myself.”

“Boss…” she said. “Nothing about you messed up. I want you to tell me.”

I turned around to my back and sat up looking her in those curious eyes. I knew she was my captive, and I couldn’t feel that she was that at this moment. Yet she still called me boss.

“Tell me something first,” I said. “Tell me how you got out of the house at sixteen.”

She looked bashfully away. Considered it, then looked back at me.

“You promise boss? You promise to tell me your story after?”

“I do.”

“Okay, it turns out it was like this right? Do you remember around 2007 and 08? The big housing crash?”

I nodded.

“Not to say too much, but my dad lost both his job and something went wrong with the house too. I didn’t understand it at the time, but he had to sell it for only a little over half of what he owed.”

She paused.

“We moved around a lot after that. I hated it,” she said. “We settled in a trailer park where my mom still lives right now.”

I knew how much moving sucked.

“Dad drank a lot. Hit my mom. Hit me sometimes too,” she continued. “I knew that I had to get out somehow. So I found a way to make money…”

My eyes widened.

“Viv you didn’t start…”

She shook her head.

“It was just delivering cannabis for a local dealer,” she explained. “Yes, I got caught and then into a temporary group home… which I hated. I just knew things would suck until I got out of rural Colorado. So I got some help and petitioned for emancipation.”

“Teacher? Cop? Someone helped you?”

She bit her lip at the irony.

“My youth pastor,” she chuckled. I laughed a bit too. Viv continued, “and then I made my way to Denver and lived with a tribe of squatters and finished school as fast as possible. Worked one year as a server, and then I was off to Boulder.”

“You lived dirt poor like some gutter punk. That sucks.”

Viv shook her head.

“Wasn’t like that at all. The building we have in Denver District Two is six stories tall, and the tenants have been in control of it for years. Sure, it looks like a slum from the outside, but inside we had made it cozy.”

She rolled to her back next to me and looked up.

“That was the first family I ever had, and I’m grateful for the time I spent there.”

“Denver District Two….” I said. Viv nodded. I pondered it for a few minutes. “Is that why you’re going after McKerman? Because of his building plans in that area? Is that why you’re threatening his marriage and job?”

Viv nodded.

“He’s not married, but yeah,” she explained. Some of those people have squatted there for over a decade, and they’re doing just fine. We’re not letting him destroy a building -a building we fixed up ourselves- in order to fight homelessness. You see the irony in his plan right?”

“I do…” I conceded.

“Yeah, I don’t care if he resigns. There will just be another like him,” she said. “He needs to either change his vote, section off our building, or reach a deal with the tenants who live there. The video is going get me all the leverage I need.”

I thought about what she was doing. The only law she seemed to have broken was an illegal recording, which my team does all the time, and squatting as a teenage run away. All she and those people wanted was a place to live.

“You can’t tell, Officer Shelby,” she said.

“Don’t worry I won’t ever.”

“I trust you. Now it’s your turn, demon wings,” she chided.

“Okay. I promise is a promise,” I said. “Do you know the name Doc Holleran?”

She nodded.

“Doc Holleran of the Purple Alchemy?” She said. “Nearly fried my brain on that myself once. Never again.”

“You know what happened to him?”

“Got sold out by one of his own distributors and FBI shut down the silo he can’t cook anymore. Now we get cleaner stuff from better chefs.”

“Well… it was just one of his distributors,” I said. I shared my undercover work. I told how I followed music festivals, and new age retreats around the country posing as an open-minded trust fund baby. I shared how I gained his trust by fucking him in front of his business partner, Sister Lily.

“She was the one who caught me sneaking around,” I admitted. “I’d gotten careless, in gaining their trust, and was tripping one night myself. Drugs hit me harder, but I still have this job to bug his hotel room, right? I thought it was vacant…”

Viv nodded.

“I ran into sister Lily right there that morning. She could tell I was out of it, but then she pulled my trespassing ass into her and kissed me. Put me in weird state of trust and half-soberity. She had me scared, but safe… and before long I was babbling about everything I was doing.”

“Fuck, boss, you blew your cover…”

“I sure did. But this Sister Lily? All she said was that she was in this room, contemplating her boredom with Doc Holleran and his little drug empire. She offered me a deal: she’d help me out. Then someday I’d become like her. Or she’d rat me out that afternoon.”

Viv pondered what I’d just said.

“I agreed to her terms. Then she introduced me to her weird girlcock,” I stopped right then. “I did what whores do, and she said I’d be changed afterward.”

“Oh… I see…” gasped Viv. Uncertainty crossed her face.

“No Viv, it’s not like us,” I continued. “There was the whole weird ritual that Sister Lily performed first. I wouldn’t even know how to do all that. I hardly believed that I’d start growing a girlcock too afterward, but about six months later it showed up. All of this?” I gestured to my wings and horns. “This is just this weekend.”

I rolled my shoulders, and my wings with them after sharing all that. Viv asked more about it, and I shared what I could. Sister Lily kept her promise and my cover. She helped me do my part in taking down Doc Holleran’s organization. She then disappeared but left me a scroll, that I’d long kept hidden away, to summon her when I needed her too.

“She knows how to shift. How to hide. How to keep the wings and horns away,” I said. “Sister Lily might be treacherous, but she’s the only person who can teach me how to do the same.”

“Treacherous?”

“How can I trust someone who betrayed her business partner?” I said.

Viv nodded at that. Then she snuggled next to me. I rolled to my back as she cuddled closer. My girl cock grew ready for another round. Viv turned her face to me and we kissed.

“Shelby, whatever you do, you’ll come to find me after?” She said.

I smiled.

“Wanna get hosed again?” I said.

“Stop it,” chided Viv. “I like you. We can have a lot of fun together.”

“I’d be sneaking around with a suspect…” I said. Somehow, saying that made me hot. Viv’s mischievous smile showed me she liked it too.

“Once you learn how to hide,” she said. “You can always find me.”

She kissed my chest. Then my breast. I felt the heat of her body on top of my demonic phallus.

“And then you won’t have to hide with me at all.”
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