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The noise I heard coming from downstairs caught me off guard. My pants were already tossed across the room and my cock was hard as it could be. This was my one day off. Why the hell was someone interrupting my one day to truly enjoy myself?!

I shot out of bed and pulled my panties back up and grabbed my pistol out of my nightstand. On the way out of my room, I grabbed the pistol’s clip and loaded it. I chambered a round and continued downstairs slowly to not make any sound. Whoever was in my house most likely didn’t think I was home, otherwise, why would they have broken into a cop’s house?

As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I quickly cut around the corner and started making my way into the living room where I heard the last sound. I expected a lot of things to possibly be in my living room, but what I saw made me chuckle.

A petite woman with black hair sat on my couch with her legs crossed holding onto a bag of my chips as she flipped through the channels of my TV. With the gun still leveled at her, I cleared my throat, “Excuse the fuck out of me?”

She looked at me and sighed heavily, “Pull the trigger or put that thing down. I’m not cool with guns.”

The balls on this chick! If her jeans weren’t so damn tight, I would have been sure that she was hiding a bulge. “But you’re fine with breaking into my house?”

“The door was unlocked,” she said.

“That doesn’t make it any less illegal. Now, get off my couch and get on your knees.”

She chuckled, “So you can put that cock down my throat? Seriously, I don’t know what’s more uncomfortable, having a gun pointed at me or seeing your cock poking out of your panties.”

Still, she slowly slid onto her knees and looked over at me, “Better?”

“A little. I’ve got to figure out how I’m going to get you to the station though. I left my phone upstairs. If you have yours, I recommend you put it on the table now.”

Her eyes widened at the mention of being taken to the station, “W-Wait, what?”

“What did you think would happen? You break into my house on the one day I’m off work. My fucking birthday,” I said. For the briefest of moments, I saw her hands start quivering. “Don’t worry. I’m sure they’ll just call it a misdemeanor.”

She slowly pulled her phone out of her back pocket and put it on the table. I expected her to say something sassy, but her soft sobs tore my heart apart.

“Now what?” I asked, trying to keep up my tough front. She didn’t deserve my sympathy. But I couldn’t deny that I was starting to feel pretty shitty about this ordeal. It’s not like she was trying to be a pain in my ass, she just grabbed a bag of chips and started watching TV.

“I-I’m going to get a record… That’s going to ruin my life,” she said through the tears.

I sighed and lowered my gun. “You really shouldn’t have decided to sneak into someone’s home.”

The crying got more intense and I could see her black eyeliner running down her pale cheeks. I couldn’t deny that she was a beautiful woman, but damn, what was I supposed to do? Slap her on the wrist and tell her not to do it again?

Maybe that tight ass of hers, but not the wrist.

That perverse helped cut through my tension a little. She continued to weep while I thought about what she said a few moments ago. She wasn’t afraid or even surprised to see my cock. Most men and women that found out I was trans flipped their shit.

Maybe I could let her find a way to make me turn a blind eye to this crime.

“What’s your name,” I asked.

“Ella.”

“Ella, I’m going to put my gun down. If you move, I’m going to take you down and probably hurt you a little doing so. Is that clear?” I asked.

“Y-Yes, ma’am.”

Funny how respectful someone could get when they realized it wasn’t a game. I released the clip and cocked the slide back to send the round flying from the chamber. If she did try to get feisty, I wasn’t going to leave a loaded gun just sitting around for her to kill me with.

I put the gun down on my bookshelf and walked towards her. Sitting on the couch behind her, I put my hands on her shoulders and gently rubbed them to try and soothe her, “Why did you break in?”

She took a second as a wave of tears flooded from her. “I was hungry, ma’am. I’ve been trying to find a job and a place to sleep, b-but no one wants a high school dropout.”

“And how old are you?” I asked. She looked to be in her early twenties, but I couldn’t be sure.

“N-Nineteen,” she called out.

I sighed and pulled her gently back against my legs, “So then, Ella. I need to know something. If I were to make you something to eat, what insurance do I have that you wouldn’t try to do something stupid?”

She looked back at me and her light green eyes melted my heart. Ella didn’t seem like the kind of woman that really wanted to throw her life away, but hard times did horrible things to people. Why the fuck was I letting myself feel sorry for her? Maybe the guys on the force were right, I was too damn soft for this job.

“W-Why would you help me?” she asked.

“Because you might be able to help me. Look, I’m not here to offer you charity. If I help you, I expect you to help me. So before any of that, I need to know your living arrangements, if you have any prior history of crime, and what you’re interested in doing for work,” I said.

Ella sighed and shook her head, “I don’t have a home. My parents kicked me out when I failed out of high school. Overstayed my welcome at a few friends houses. As far as crime, this is the first time I’ve done something like this. I guess you can see how good I am at it.” She let out a deep breath and I felt her weight pressing against my knees. Hopefully, she was relaxing. “I don’t have a skill set. But I’m not picky.”

“Would you pass a background check if I ran one on you?” I asked.

She didn’t hesitate to respond, “Yeah. I really haven’t run into trouble with the law.”

“Well, you did today. So you’re going to have to understand that I’m a little thorough. Now, there are twelve cameras in my house. Four on the outside. Do you know why I’m telling you this?” I asked.

“To scare me?”

“Sort of. It’s to make sure that you know that if you did something, I would know. Now, I’m going to ask you once, really nicely to stand up so I can take you upstairs,” I said.

She stood and I put my hand on the small of her back and got off the couch. “Why are we going upstairs?”

“So I can get dressed. Do you really want to see my cock again? Trust me, I’m fine with being naked in my own house,” I said teasingly. Ella wasn’t a bad woman. I could judge character pretty well, she was down on her luck, that’s all.

She shrugged her shoulders, “It’s a nice one, so I don’t mind.”

I chuckled and gently pushed her towards the kitchen, “Nearly naked it is. Do I need to go get a pair of handcuffs or can I trust you to sit at the table and wait for me to make us something to eat for lunch?”

“I won’t do anything stupid. You’re making food, that’s kind of all I really wanted,” she said and then paused for a second. “A-Am I still going to jail?”

“That depends on you. If you don’t turn into a problem for me, then I might be willing to help you. I’m not the enemy, believe it or not, most cops aren’t out to make people hate them. I want to make the world a better place and right now, that means getting some food in your stomach and figuring out what to do to keep you off the streets,” I said.

I opened the freezer and pulled out a bag of pizza snacks, not the healthiest thing around, but quick to make. She reminded me of some of the younger women on the force. Then again, maybe I was just jealous of her youth. I’d just turned forty a month ago and I already felt like I was rolling downhill.

She smiled at the bag and called out quietly, “Could you go put your gun up while those are warming up?”

I tapped my fingernails on the countertop for a few moments. “Please don’t make me regret this, Ella.”

After I put my gun away upstairs, I came back down to the kitchen. She still sat in her seat and at a glance, it didn’t look like she got up and got a knife or anything.

The microwave beeped and I split the pizza snacks up onto two plates and put them down on the table. Before I sat down, I grabbed us both a bottle of water. I smiled at her, “So what do you think you should do to make up for breaking in?”

She smiled back and shrugged one shoulder, “Finish that bag of chips and be the small spoon for you tonight?”

At least her attitude was coming back. That was a good sign, even if she was being a little angst ball. “I don’t like those chips anyway, but you probably shouldn’t make an offer like that. I’m not exactly out of my prime.”

“That’s one way to say that you’d end up rubbing your hard-on against my ass,” she said and then popped a pizza snack into her mouth.

I chuckled, “Well, I was trying to be a little less obvious about it. Sometimes a little tact can go a very long way.”

She swallowed and picked up another, “Don’t. I think women that know what they want are sexier by far.”

“I love how you go from being terrified to being a bit of a tease in the span of a few minutes,” I grumbled.

“Food is the way to a girl’s panties, don’t you know?”

We finished our food and I tapped my fingernails against the hardwood table. “On a more serious note, Ella, I don’t know what to do with you. I don’t want to take you to the station, but I don’t know how I’m supposed to trust you while you’re here.”

“Baby steps? I promise that I’m not going to do anything. As long as you keep me fed, I’ll be a good housewife, I promise,” she said with a coy grin. “Besides, I don’t mind sleeping with cuffs on.”

“You’re joking, but I’m not. If I had to cuff you to the bed with me until I woke up, I would,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders again, “Who said I was joking? If you’re really thinking about letting me stay the night, why the hell would I complain about cuffs? Besides, how many chicks can say they’ve been cuffed at a policewoman’s house for fun?”

I chuckled at the comment and crossed my arms under my breasts, “Who said it would be for fun?”

“Aw, so you wouldn’t make me do some community service for you?” she teased.

“Depends on what kind of community service,” I said.

She wasn’t exactly the type of woman I pictured myself with, but then again, I didn’t get the chance to date much at all. Most people I found to be appealing were too worried about my line of work to devote to a relationship. I could understand it, but that didn’t make it any easier to deal with the loneliness.

“How about letting you rub that hard-on against me with no complaints?” she asked.

The bluntness of her statement caught me off guard. I should have expected it from Ella by now, in the half hour I’d known her, she was already showing her colors.

If she was going to tease me, I might as well have a little fun in return. “So what happens if you’re cuffed and I do that? Would I have to stop?”

“Then you pull my panties to the side and do what feels right,” Ella said without missing a beat.

“And how do I know that you’re not just saying that right now because you’ve got a stomach full of food?” I asked.

She stood up slowly and unbuttoned her pants. Ella slid them down her thighs and then pulled her panties down a far enough to show me her glistening slit and wet panties, “Trust me, when it comes to sex, I don’t joke. You’re offering me a place to sleep and you’ve got no reason to. Don’t think I’m stupid. If you like what you see, you might as well enjoy it, right? If you don’t, someone else probably would when I sleep in an alleyway.”

The cold reality that she presented me took away the excitement of seeing her trimmed pussy. The light patch of blonde hair did make bring a faint smile to my lips. She had her hair dyed black. That shouldn’t have meant anything to me, but it just proved to me that she was having an identity crisis.

With a nurturing hand and some understanding, she would probably end up being a very sweet woman. I stood from the chair and walked towards her. The bulge in my panties grew as I got closer. My eyes didn’t tear away from that delicious looking pussy until I finally got within inches of her. I pressed my hips against her and felt my cock rubbing against her shirt, “How do you feel about cooking and cleaning?”

She cocked her head to the side, “I show you my snatch and you ask me about cooking and cleaning?”

“Answer the question.”

Ella huffed and rolled her eyes before saying, “I’m a pretty decent cook if you’re not looking for something fancy. Cleaning is easy, but I’m not doing it without gloves.”

“So how does one fifty a week sound?”

“For what?”

“To cook and clean for me. It’s only six hundred a month, but I’m a cop, not a rich CEO. I can offer you a place to sleep and food, but don’t expect me to buy you a car or anything,” I said.

Her eyes lit up for a moment and before I realized what happened, she had her arms wrapped around my shoulders and her lips pressed against mine. I tensed up for a moment before putting my hands around her lower back. I kissed her softly, unsure as to what I should feel right now.

She broke away and a warm blush lit up her cheeks. The mess of makeup she had staining her face barely detracted from how cute she looked right now. Ella kicked her jeans the rest of the way off and whispered, “And what happens if I ask you to fuck me right now?”

The sweet little girl had teased me enough. If she wanted to know what I’d do, she was going to find out. My right hand slid further up her back and I stepped to the side and forced her to bend over my heavy kitchen table. As soon as her torso laid flat, I pulled my cock out of my panties and pressed it against her entrance.

“Don’t tempt me, Ella. I’m trying to do the right thing, but you’re a sexy woman. If I fuck you, it’s not going to be soft. It’s not going to be because I love you. It’s only going to be me fucking you raw until I’m coating your ass with my cum. Are we clear?” I growled.

She turned her head to the side and called out, “Do it, pussy. You won’t.”

I could tell from her tone that she was being playful, but I’d had enough. While I wasn’t angry, I certainly needed to show her that I wasn’t playing games.

My hips surged forward and she let out a loud gasp as my thick crown pushed into her wet folds. I slowly pushed the rest of my cock into that warm, tight snatch of hers. Each inch that disappeared into her was met with a soft groan from her and when my hips finally met with hers, I let out a deep sigh of relief. It felt too damn good to put this girl in her place.

I gave her a moment to adjust to my size. She opened her mouth to say something that would probably get her spanked, I pulled out and roughly slammed back into her, “Shh. You can talk when I’m done. Not a second sooner.”

She nodded her head and planted her hands on the table. Ella got on her tiptoes and started pushing against the table to try and take more of my cock. Poor thing, I wish I had more to give her, but I’d break her if I was much bigger.

Instead, I started hammering into her core. She was too wet for me to worry about hurting her. Each time my balls slapped against her, I was reminded of just how soaked she was. Her thighs were already starting to glisten from her juices trickling down them. The panties that were still taut between her thighs occasionally slid a few inches down.

When they finally did reach her knees, one of the sides ripped and they fell down to her ankle. Her nails clawed at the table as she let out loud moans. I almost expected her to be mad about the panties, but hell, I didn’t think she even noticed.

As comfortable as she had been when it came to bending over this table, I had to assume she liked to get fucked. My hands fell to her ass and I spread her wide as I continued to use her pussy like a toy. For the first time while fucking someone, I didn’t care about her pleasure. All I wanted right now was to coat her tight little ass with a load of my cum.

While her pleasure wasn’t a concern of mine, I wasn’t all that shocked when I felt her pussy grip my cock. She let out a high-pitched whine and started crying out, “Oh my god! Oh my god!”

I groaned as I leaned over the table so I could work my cock into her even harder. The leverage with the added tightness from her convulsing pussy was all that I needed. A few final hard strokes into her was all it took to finish me.

My balls tightened up and I let myself enjoy one last painfully hard slam into her before I pulled out and used my hand to stroke my cock while my orgasm rippled through me. Her already pale ass was made even whiter as my hot cum rained down on her. By the time I finished, I’d impressed myself with just how much I came. Then again, she’d unintentionally edged me when she broke into my house.

If this all worked out, I wouldn’t have to worry about jerking off again. My little emo trespasser might just end up being my live-in housemaid. If her sex drive kept up… Oh, the fun we could have together…
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