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SISSY BEHIND BARS




CHAPTER 1

I caught the blinking red-and-blue lights in my rear-view mirror before the sound of the muffled siren reached my ears through the rock music blaring from the stereo. 

It was almost midnight, and I was heading home from the Italian restaurant I worked at. After working back-to-back shifts in a hot kitchen, I was more than eager to get this over with, though I couldn’t help but feel anxious. My stomach twisted into knots as I slowed down and pulled over to the side, next to a warehouse building, and rolled down my rain-spattered window. The silent, frigid air blowing in almost froze my muscles. I stared at the huddled black shadow behind the wheel of the police cruiser and waited restlessly.

I’m not quite sure what I was expecting—maybe a bald officer with a ruddy face or an old, hairy guy with a baton. Instead, what came out of that cruiser was pure sexiness. The cop’s tight black uniform put her thick hips on display and her beautiful blonde hair swayed loosely behind her back. Even in the dreary lighting, I could see her luscious chest was reaching dangerous button-popping levels.

Her face stooped down and she pointed a flashlight in my face. At that moment, her eyes might mine, and a jolt of electricity ran through me. There was no question about it. She was hot. 

“You have any idea why I pulled you over?” she asked. Her voice was cold but very sexy.

I handed her my licence and registration and cleared my throat. “No, no, I don’t, officer,” I said. 

“You were speeding.”

“I was?” I asked, trying to act dumb. 

Shit, I thought. If only I hadn’t been so distracted by what I was doing…

“Mm-hmm,” she said, her unwavering gaze still on me. “Twenty miles over the speed limit.” She shone her light around, taking in every square inch of my messy car. Then she turned it back to my eyes. I squinted. “Does doing it in a car in public give you a thrill?” she asked.

“Doing what, officer?” I mumbled, but I’d gone numb. 

Her flashlight suddenly fell right on my crotch.

There it was. The cold, hard evidence. My fly was open and the small bulge of my hard-on was so obvious underneath my boxers.

Fuck. I’d been too preoccupied to notice my fly had splayed open again…after I’d tried to button everything up as soon as I pulled over.

The truth was, jerking myself off in the car had become a fun little habit—it was really a means to cool down and relieve the stress during my hour-long commute home, and the bumpy roads of our town often added to the thrill. It wasn’t like I was hurting anyone. Plus, this had been going on for roughly two years and I’d never gotten caught. Well, except for now.

I opened my mouth to spew out a lie, but the beautiful police officer’s face contorted into a furious glare and I clammed up like a shell. Good-looking ladies always made me feel a little shy and self-conscious.

“Does it give you a thrill?” she asked again. This time, there was a hint of a smirk behind her stone-faced expression. I think she’d picked up on how nervous I was.

“I...I can explain,” I said weakly. “It’s not what it looks like.”

“I think I know a masturbating pervert when I see one,” she said. She took a sniff through the open window. “Or more accurately, when I smell one. Are you telling me I’m wrong?”

“N-no,” I stuttered, thinking wildly about what I could say to appease her. “I’m so sorry. Really. It won’t happen again, officer.”

I knew the instant those words left my mouth that it was the wrong thing to say. Probably the worst thing to say.

The officer’s eyebrows narrowed and then she turned off the flashlight.

“Get out of the car,” she spat. “I’m arresting you for public indecency.”

***

My cheek pressed down against my car’s rusty exterior as the icy slink of metal cuffs cut across my wrists. The officer seized my shoulder with claw-like fingers and began leading me to her cruiser. My fly was still open and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. I slunk forward toward the open door and she shoved me into the backseat.

This is it, I thought. This is the end of Caleb. I couldn’t believe I’d just gotten arrested. For public indecency.

I was barely twenty-three and a college dropout, living in a perpetually roach-infested shared house to cut costs while I inched myself above the poverty line. I’d been doing so well too—I’d kept my job at the restaurant for over two years and was working on saving enough money to move out and get a fresh start.

Now all of that meant nothing. 

Two years of painstaking progress. Down the drain. All because I was caught by a cop nutting one out in my car, like a total freak.

What the hell do I tell my parents? 

Can I even get out of this?

The officer didn’t say anything as we drove through the dark, desolate roads. The rain got worse, growing from what was a gentle trickle to a loud downpour. I thought I heard thunder boom in the distance. And as each minute ticked by, I just got more and more anxious until my teeth began to literally rattle inside my jaw.

Eventually, we pulled into the parking lot of a building I could only describe as...ugly. An old, yellowed, rundown police station, practically in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by a clan of menacing-looking pine trees. 

She clicked open the door. “Get out,” she said.

Still pushing me by my shoulder, we went through the entrance and into a dusty reception lit by glaring white lights. I swallowed as I saw the two cells occupying one side of the wall, fronted by thick iron bars. She uncuffed me and threw me inside the one on the left. I stared helplessly as she bolted the door shut and walked over to a stool by the reception.

I couldn’t take it anymore. 

“Officer! Officer!” I called out, not even caring that my voice was high-pitched and shaking. “What’s going to happen to me?”

“It’s Officer Melanie West,” she said coolly, her red lips spreading into a sarcastic smile. “And to answer your question, you’ll get to know soon enough.” She glanced down at my licence in her hand. “My dear Caleb.” The way she said my name made my heart skip a beat. 

I sat down on the hardened bed in my cell, feeling more alone than I’d ever felt in my life. It was as hot as a furnace inside the station, and beads of sweat were beginning to pool together under my pits and across my brows. My mind flitted through the day’s events, wondering once again how I’d ended up in this mess. There was no one who could bail me out, and I realized with growing certainty that my only option would be to beg my way out instead.

I wanted to cry out to her again, plead my case, but my voice didn’t even dare come out of my mouth.

Officer West sat on her stool, her buttocks spilling out of the seat, legs splayed wide, humming to herself while she worked. All pretences of professionalism seemed to have vanished now that we were alone and away from the public eye. Her perfect face dipped down as she wrote something in a notebook and then tapped away on a large desktop occupying the front desk.

After a while, she fanned her face with her fingers, a light sheen of sweat glistening on her forehead. She reached down to unbutton the top of her uniform. A rectangle of soft plump bosom, along with just a hint of a lace bra, peeked through, making my mouth go dry. Even with all the fear and frustration coursing through my blood, I found myself getting hard because of Officer West’s boobs, and I began to imagine what she would look like naked. 

It was the sound of approaching footsteps that snapped me out of my fantasy.

Another female officer strode through the entrance, her tight matching uniform sending my heartbeat through the roof. She was tall with raven-black hair that was tied in a top knot, and she had heavy pink blush streaked across the apple of her cheeks.

If Officer West had looked intimidating, this new officer looked downright scary. 

I saw them sneak a glance at me while they spoke in hushed voices. I strained my ears to listen in on their conversation. 

“He was speeding while jerking himself off in the car?” the new officer asked.

“Yeah. I thought he was a girl when I first saw him,” Officer West said disapprovingly. “Then I saw his disgusting boner. I can’t stand perverts. He could’ve killed someone while driving distracted.”

“Maybe we should teach him a lesson, huh?” the new officer said eagerly. “While we wait?”

I started chewing on my lip, cursing silently. I couldn’t even bite my nails to ease my frantic nerves. 

Who were they waiting for? What in the world did they have planned for me?


CHAPTER 2

After a few tense minutes, Officer West came to my cell and gave me a scathing look. “You. Caleb,” she said, as if I wasn’t the only person in the dingy room. She unbolted the door. “Out.”

“Hands on the wall,” the officer with the top knot said. I could see a shiny name tag pinned to her top. PAIGE STACEY. 

“We need to make sure you’re not hiding anything,” Officer West explained. “This is for our safety.”

A wave of adrenaline surged through me as Officer Stacey slapped my legs apart and began to frisk me. Her probing fingers reached under my arms, down my back, and over my ass. My breath went still as her palms squeezed each of my ass cheeks over my jeans, taking her time with it. Was it just my imagination, or was she secretly enjoying touching my body?

I gasped as her fingers reached up the other side and firmly grabbed my balls. She groped and fondled them from behind, completely unabashedly, like it was standard protocol. Now I was certain. She was definitely lusting after me. My cock stiffened, and I prayed she wouldn’t notice. It was impossible not to get horny when this hot cop was touching me while another hot cop stood there watching with eagle eyes. 

“Turn around,” Officer Stacey ordered.

She was so much taller than me, she was practically towering over me then, smoothing her palms all over my body. She kneeled down and brought her hands down to my hips. Her face was right next to my swelling crotch. I didn’t dare breathe. My boner was painfully obvious through my super-thin boxers, and there was no way she hadn’t seen it.

My suspicions were confirmed when her fingers grabbed hold of my cock with a stern grip and smiled widely, her coral cheeks growing brighter, like she’d stumbled upon a pot of gold. She turned around and nodded to our audience of one. 

Officer West smirked and took a step forward. “You’re going to need to take everything off, sir, for a body search,” she said. I saw her bosom rise and fall, like she was getting excited for some reason.

I went cold. The thought of being naked in front of two gorgeous female officers made me feel…well, I would’ve preferred death if given the choice. “You mean...you mean you want me to strip?” 

“We have reason to believe you might be concealing a weapon, sir,” Officer West said in a deadpan voice. “Get rid of the jeans.”

“I don’t have any weapons,” I said. My voice had gone all squeaky. “I swear.”

“We’ll believe you,” Officer Stacey said. “Once we complete the body search. Now get rid of everything.”

Their stares burned on me as I removed my clothes, one by one, with quivering fingers. First, I pulled down my jeans and stood there in just my T-shirt and boxers. I felt naked already.

Was this really happening? I wasn’t sure if I was stuck in some kind of weird fantasy or a horrific nightmare. As I got rid of my sweat-stained T-shirt, a cool wind from somewhere made me feel a little better. I struggled to get rid of my boxers, but once I was done, I was completely exposed. Cock and balls out, my skinny little body on display like I was in some kind of nude parade.

I thought I heard a giggle, and I grew pink.

This was worse than any nightmare. I was standing there completely humiliated, while they were both probably dying to laugh at my dick.

“Raise your arms,” Officer Stacey said. 

My heart pounded in my ears as I followed her instructions.

“Good. I’m going to need you to turn and spread your legs like a good girl,” she said. 

Girl? 

What was she talking about?

But I didn’t dare talk back. I knew that if I just listened to them and did what I was told, I still had a chance to negotiate and get the hell out of here.

So I turned around and stared at a giant crack on the wall as I spread my legs.

“Now squat really well and cough,” Officer Stacey instructed. 

Oh shit. Did they want to see inside my asshole or something?

I did a squat, trying my best to keep my balance and not stumble over like an idiot. I felt my ass cheeks automatically stretch apart from the motion. I coughed. This time, I knew it wasn’t my imagination. They were really giggling.

“We’re going to need you to grab your buttocks and spread them wide apart,” Officer Stacey said from behind me. “And cough.”

I let out a whimper. Whatever shred of dignity I had left was going to be squashed the moment I willingly exposed my asshole to these cops. I imagined them bending down to examine the dark and murky recesses of my forbidden cavity. Maybe Officer Stacey would put one of her long fingers inside to probe and see if I was hiding drugs or something in there. Surprisingly, I felt my cock rise and stiffen at the thought.

Did I want to humiliate myself right now?

I could’ve just said no. Say that I didn’t consent to the search or whatever it is I had to say. Held my ground. But for some reason, I felt myself surrendering to the erotic fantasies playing in my mind. Maybe it was the weird tension in the room. Maybe it was because I hadn’t cum that day, and my body was expecting some kind of release. Maybe it was the fact that the last time I’d had sex was…god, how long ago was that?

The thing was, I didn’t really know the reason why, but I did know I wanted to submit to these officers.

I wanted to show them my butthole.

So I squatted down a little more and hooked my fingers on my butt cheeks. Slowly, gingerly…I pulled them apart. I felt the coolness touch my crack, and I felt my knot naturally flex and pucker. Thomp, thomp, thomp, went my cock. It was rock hard and tingling now.

The room was silent for a long time.

What were they thinking? My pits got sweatier and my legs started to cramp as I held my ass out and waited for them to say something. Did my hole weird them out? Did they like it?

“Well, well.” It was Officer West who spoke. “Looks like you’re free to go.”

My head snapped up.

Did I hear her correctly?


CHAPTER 3

“I can leave?” I whispered.

Relief flooded my body, and I finally relaxed, causing me to lose my balance and tumble into the hard cement floor. Pain shot through my butt and I cursed. I tried my best to get myself together—I might’ve been naked and bruised with absolutely zero dignity left, but at least I could get out of here, go home, and forget that this entire thing ever happened. 

Officer West extended one hand down to me. I grasped it, and she helped me sit up. I stared into her eyes, totally smitten by her beauty, and her straight face crumbled.

I looked at her, confused. “Why am I allowed to leave, officer?”

“Well, Caleb, based on the strip search,” she said in a sickly-sweet voice. “We know you’ve got a small dick and a huge ass. So we’ve come to the conclusion that you’re a sissy.” She smirked. “And we all know sissies are wimps and they can’t really be any danger to society.”

I gazed up at her, at her blonde hair, her blue eyes, and that sizeable patch of cleavage still threatening to burst out of her top. There was so much…longing in those eyes. I gulped. Should I play along?

“Don’t you agree, Caleb?” she asked me softly. “Aren’t you a sissy?”

I cleared my throat. “Yes, officer. I’m a sissy.”

They both burst into laughter while I sat there going red. Officer West pointed an arm towards the exit, like she was inviting me to go out. 

Hell, I’ll get out of here naked if they let me, I thought, and started to sprint towards the door.

I took two steps when someone caught my arm. It was Officer Stacey. The one who had eyed me so lustfully while she frisked me and got a good feel of my balls and ass. She looked at me up and down with hungry eyes before giving me a smile.

“Mel, I don’t think we should let her go so easily,” she said. “Public indecency with a sissy dicklette is so much worse, don’t you think? Can you imagine how disgusted people would be if they happened to catch a glimpse of it?”

“You have a point there,” Officer West said. She sat back down on the stool and crossed her legs, her face pensive and somber once again.

A tingle of dread crept up my spine. Just two seconds ago, I’d been free to leave. How had it all gone wrong again?

“Back to the cell, I’m afraid,” Officer Stacey said, her pink cheeks bright with hatred. “Stupid little sissy.”

It was a punch right in the gut. I’d been so stupid. How did I even think this beautiful, strong female officer actually liked me? Wanted me? She just wanted to play with me. Bully me. Smush me like putty in her fingers.

Officer West stepped off the stool again, a gleam in her eyes. “Or maybe we can do this another way,” she said, beckoning to me with a finger. “Our way. It’s either a record for indecent exposure or you listen to us and get off here with a much better lesson learned. What do you say, Caleb?”

I looked at her straight in the face and my words squeaked out. “I...I’ll never do it again.”

Officer West sighed. “Is that what I asked? Think before you speak, sissy.”

“I apologize, officer. I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” I said meekly. I had such a big crush on her, I was scared out of my wits. The authority in her voice was making me tremble in my knees. 

“Good. Good girl,” Officer West said. She took another look at my small, puny dick. “You must be cold.” She turned to Paige. “Let’s give the sissy something to wear?"

What Officer Paige Stacey did next knocked the breath out of me.

She gave me a vengeful smile as she unbuttoned her top and removed her belt. She stripped down speedily, revealing flashy red lingerie, a curvy body and a belly button piercing. She hurled her bra and panties at me. 

“Wear these, sucker,” she snarled.

I ogled at her. The shock of seeing her fully naked ripped through me. Her puffy nipples were the color of cream and there was a neat landing strip above her pussy lips. I let go of my hands from my crotch and bent down to pick up the bra and panties. There was no hiding my hard little sissy dicklette now.

“The only thing a sissy likes more than being naked and humiliated is wearing a pair of sexy panties…” Officer West said softly. “And being made fun of for wearing them.”

I gaped at her. Somehow, the way she was saying it was making me feel so aroused…

There was a chorus of laughter as I hovered the red panties inches above the ground so I could step into it.

It was soft and small—so small that I didn’t think I’d be able to reach it up my calves, let alone up my hips. A light, sour smell reached my nostrils. Officer Stacey had probably been wearing these panties for hours now and the evidence of discharge was there, even though I couldn’t see it.

I brought the panties past my knees very carefully, praying that I wouldn’t tear it, and felt the fabric stretch to hug my skin. Just a little further up, I could feel the elastic strain but then suddenly it snapped, right above my hip bone. For a terrified second I thought I’d ripped it, but no, there it was, all in one piece, caressing the entirety of my cock and balls.

I’d been prepared for it to feel itchy and tight and horrible, but surprisingly, they were pleasantly snug. 

That could have gone much worse, I thought. 

I picked up the bra next and looked at it hesitantly.

Officer West rapped on her desk impatiently. “We don’t have much time, Cassie. Get cracking!”

“Yes, officer,” I trembled.

Did she just call me ‘Cassie’?

I forced myself to ignore the shame as I brought the humongous bra cups up to my chest. There was no way they could actually fit me. I wrestled with the bra for a while, like it was some strappy, tentacled monster until I finally had it hooked and tethered appropriately around my arms and shoulders. The cups, however, were still huge. 

I glanced up at the duo. 

Shockingly, the deadpan stares were gone and both of them were smiling. They weren’t sneers either—there was a clear glint of excitement in their eyes, like they were itching to pounce on me now that I was clothed in lingerie.

That made me feel kind of funny. 

“You have the socks?” Officer West asked. 

“Right here, Mel,” Officer Stacey said. She produced two bundles of socks, each wrapped tightly in nude stockings. “And the stilettos.” She handed over a pair of red stilettos. “And the makeup.” A small, dusty bag was passed over. Her breasts wobbled with every motion.

Officer West ordered me to sit down on the stool. I couldn’t stop looking at her—every angle, every curve on her face was the picture of feminine perfection. She dug her hand inside each bra cup, positioning each ball of sock under the base to flesh it out. Her fingernails grazed my nipples and I covered my crotch with trembling fingers. She smelled so sexy, like warm vanilla butter and honey. 

She wiped my now sweaty face with a Kleenex and worked on it for a couple of minutes. With a small applicator, she dusted my eyes with a sparkly eyeshadow and lined them. Then she swiped my lashes with several layers of mascara and carefully applied some lipstick that was the color of red wine. Something smelled off about it, like it had been in that small bag for a hundred years. She dabbed a little bit of the lipstick on the apple of my cheeks. 

I thought she was done when she swung the stool around. But no, she was stretching some kind of stocking over my head, and then something hot and heavy landed on my scalp. Suddenly, I had blonde hair, shinier than Officer West’s but just as thick and lovely. It went all the way down my back, tickling the skin there a little. 

Officer Stacey, still naked, ran a hand down my arm. “Don’t you feel sexy?” she murmured. Once again, I was struck by the lust in her eyes. God, she was giving me so many mixed signals. 

“I do, officer,” I murmured. 

To be honest, I thought I looked ridiculous at first. There was no mirror for me to look into and I certainly felt ridiculous, wearing lingerie and red lipstick and everything else I’d been made to wear.

But when I stared down at myself, I began to feel a little weird. It was a surreal experience to say the least, seeing two fleshy mounds inside those giant red bra cups and then the lacy exterior of the panties. And as I kept looking down I was feeling strangely aroused. More feminine. I wasn’t even standing like how Caleb used to stand. My legs were slightly bent and I was arching my back a little, so my chest seemed even bigger. 

What the heck was happening to me? 

It was just the visuals, I decided. The visuals of seeing sexy breasts and panties and naked Officer Stacey, of course. What man wouldn’t get horny in my position? The fact that I was the one wearing lingerie didn’t mean anything.

At least, that’s what I was going to tell myself…


CHAPTER 4

“Cassie, try these on!”

Officer West sounded genuinely exited as I was finally instructed to step into the red stilettos. The heels were roughly four inches long but felt like ten under my feet.

“Mmm, she looks hot,” Officer Stacey said. 

She disappeared into a side room and came out again carrying another small bag. She unzipped it and took out...two bright-colored dildos. From afar they looked exactly like those cute little sex toys you’d expect girls to pick out to masturbate with, but with a second glance you could tell they weren’t for the weak. They were thick, as thick as the arm of a Sumo wrestler. 

Officer Stacey went on to take out some straps and a big roll of silver duct tape from the bag.

“We haven’t done this in so long,” she muttered.

“Yeah, I’m so excited!” Officer West said. “Can’t wait!”

“Excuse me,” I said, feeling like an idiot for intruding in on their conversation. “But what’s happening?”

They snickered. “Looks like we got a first-timer.”

Officer Stacey came around and slapped me in the ass. “Hard to believe by the size of that hole. Haven’t you ever fingered yourself before?”

“N-no,” I stammered, feeling my ass pucker up at the thought.

A long time ago, my ex-girlfriend had actually rimmed me, but I’d found it a little too intense and never let her try it again. Getting pleasure from someone licking and tasting your ass seemed a little too...I don’t know, gay. Truth be told, I was terrified that I’d start enjoying it a little too much for a straight guy.   

But now that I was wearing panties and a blonde wig in front of two hot cops, I couldn’t deny that the thought of fingering myself was kind of hot. 

Okay, very hot. 

Officer Stacey beamed. “Well, let’s see you do it then,” she said. She dug into the bag and found a pink bottle. She squirted a little onto my fingers. “Go on.”

Finger my ass? While you both watch?

A tingly thrill rippled through me, from the top of my head, all the way down to my toes. I realized I was actually horny. 

“Just rub the outer area first,” Officer Stacey said. “Get it all nice and wet and warmed up.”

I felt a little dazed as I squatted down and pulled a strip of panty to the side. Did I get zapped into some sexy parallel universe or something? First, I get pulled over on the way home. Then I get arrested and thrown in a jail cell. Now I was squatting in the middle of a police station while two sexy policewomen watched and taught me how to finger my anus. 

I would’ve pinched myself if my fingers weren’t going to be so busy. 

I used the pad of my middle finger to rub my outer area like Officer Stacey had instructed. I pressed onto my taint, feeling it get pleasantly soft and wet. Then I started to circle the rim of my asshole. I remembered how my ex had done the same thing with her tongue that night. Without thinking, I let out a moan.

“Mmm, I can see you’re enjoying it already,” Officer Stacey said. “How do you feel?”

“Like my ass wants to open up,” I said. “I think I’m ready to put a finger inside it.”

“Uh-huh,” she murmured. Fuck, the way she spoke was so sexy. “Why don’t you do that? Just the tip. And let me know how it feels.”

I took a deep breath and rubbed my hole from the outside a little more and then inserted a fingertip inside. The pressure in my ass began to mount. I carefully slid it out and tried again. This time, the finger slipped inside more easily. I practiced that motion a couple of times, almost treating it like a massage, flicking my fingertip in and out, in and out. 

“I...I can feel it expanding,” I whispered. 

“Like a flower that’s just about to bloom?” Officer Stacey asked.

I smiled at her. “Exactly. That’s exactly how it feels.”

“Don’t force it,” she murmured, and then she squatted down right in front of me, exposing her pussy. Her hands reached out to stroke my open thighs, helping me relax. “Let it do its own thing, in its own time. It’s a flower. Let it bloom.”

I felt like I’d entered some kind of trance, with her seductive murmurs in my ear, her soft palm on my thigh, as I slowly worked on stretching my asshole. The world almost slipped away—I could’ve sworn it was just me and her in the station, even in the whole universe. And then...it was as if my own ass had submitted to me. I felt my inner muscles give way and then curl tightly around my whole finger. My anus pulsed around it. 

“I want more,” I croaked.

Officer Stacey licked her lips and motioned to Officer West, who responded by stripping down to her underwear.

I gaped at her breasts. They were so big and fluffy. In fact, they were bigger and perkier than I’d imagined them to be when I was sitting in that cell, alone and afraid. Her areolas were darkish and her nipples were the juiciest nubs I’d ever seen. With my finger still wedged in my ass, I started rubbing my dick through my panties. 

The officers leaned into each other and kissed. Just the sight of them exchanging their saliva, their wet pink tongues dancing in front of me made me moan. I hoped they’d kiss me too, but I knew that it was just wishful thinking. Why would any woman want to kiss a sissy?

My dick twitched when I saw they were both now massaging their clits and moaning. They inserted the bulb-like end of the dildo into their vaginas and buckled the straps to their naked hips. They started walking in my direction, their breasts bobbing and bouncing and their colorful cocks poking out like sex batons.

I could’ve splooged right then and there. Hold it in, I told myself. Control yourself and fucking enjoy this.

“Suck my cock, faggot,” Officer West demanded.

I didn’t even care that she’d insulted me as I eagerly took her cock in my mouth. This went far beyond anything I could have imagined myself doing. The fullness in my mouth was so erotic, and the feel of the dildo was hard to describe—cold yet sensual, soft yet hard, all at the same time.

The realization hit me hard in the gut. I was enjoying sucking cock. Maybe I’d always been a sissy and had been hiding my true nature all along.

Soon I was down on my knees, alternating between the two of them. Pink, green, pink, green. I established a rhythm, sucking one while stroking the other so that neither of them would feel neglected. Pink, green, pink, green. My jaw shuddered and trembled with each suck, getting those fake rods nice and wet with my sissy saliva. It wasn’t easy, servicing these two powerful women, and I was using everything I had.

I could tell they were becoming more aroused as the musk of their pussies got stronger and stronger. Their gorgeous bodies shimmered with sweat, and they smelled sweet and balmy.

As I sucked Officer West, she twirled her fingers in my hair like she wanted to own me. I locked my gaze to hers as I savored the flavor of her cock, letting her know how desperately I wanted to please her. 

Then she pulled on my wig and pushed me, making me fall over like a ragdoll.

“Down on the floor, bitch, and ass up!” she barked. 

They placed me on all fours on the floor. Sweat was streaming down my chest and pooling inside the bra as I held tight, my joints frozen in place. The sock balls that were my boobs were already half-wet.

I already had an inkling about what was going to happen, but that didn’t stop me from feeling like a giant ball of nerves.

Were they really going to fuck me? In the ass?

I glanced over to see Officer West rubbing her dildo tip back and forth like it was an actual cock. It bobbed lewdly as she neared me and got down on one knee, the other angled right against my butt cheek.

And that was when I heard it. The rrrriiiip of duct tape being unraveled and torn off. Before I could even think, their fingers tore off a section of panty fabric and gripped my ass to spread it wide open. The tape was pressed tight onto my flesh on either side and went all the up my hip to hold the cheeks open and steady.

“Ungh!” I gasped as a second layer of tape was laid onto my skin.

By the time the third layer was stuck on, my asshole felt like it was stretched open by a speculum.

“Stay still, sweetie,” Officer West cooed. “Take a deep breath. The more relaxed you are, the easier this will be for all of us.”

I let out a high-pitched whine as the dildo pierced through my narrow opening.

The feeling was so wrong. But so fucking hot.

I surrendered my ass to the sexy cop. I just let go. I let my sphincter relax and do its thing, just like Officer Stacey had said. I felt so vulnerable and sexy, dressed in a bra and panties, with my long blonde hair swishing around me as this woman overtook me and my body so easily. 

I moaned as Officer West began to pump inside me. With each pump, her cock went a little further along my forbidden path. Each time I thought the pressure was too much, I inhaled as deeply as I could and instructed my ass to let go. I could hear the officer’s breaths quicken and her fucking become a little more aggressive.

“Looks like you’re enjoying this a little too much, sissy,” Officer Stacey said, as she stuffed her dildo straight into my mouth.

I reveled in the exquisite feelings of having both of my horny holes being filled and fucked. My muffled moans seemed to only be fueling their perversions.

Officer West suddenly poked her fingers into my waist and slammed into me, uttering a long, shuddering moan like she was the devil incarnate. She was cumming, loudly, and it was making the dildo in my ass almost vibrate, making me shiver and tremble all over. 

The cock in my mouth finally slid out and I felt Officer Stacey rustling behind me for round two…

“Come on bitch,” she yelled. “Open up that fat cunt!”

She impaled me with such force that I cried out uncontrollably, but she held me in place and started fucking me. She was strong, so strong.

“Please…please…please…” I croaked. I clawed my fingers into the cement floor, looking to see if there was anything that I could hold on to lessen the brunt, but the stool was so far away. Everything was so far away.

Soon I was being screwed and battered from both ends again like I was a sex doll. It was extremely intense, but still so hot.

I was leaking. And so close to exploding.

So close…

I don’t think I can hold it in for much longer, I thought frantically.

I felt this huge rush start to build and grow inside me, when the sound of an engine being cut off and a car door opening and closing caused our festivities to stop abruptly.

“Ah fuck!” Officer West cursed with her cock still half-way inside my mouth. She looked a little startled. 

“What’s the problem, Mel?” Officer Stacey asked.

Officer West rolled her eyes and groaned. “It’s the Sheriff,” she said darkly. “He’s here.”


CHAPTER 5

The mood in the room shifted in a flash. The officers slid their dildos out of both my holes, leaving me feeling starved and empty.

“Don’t you dare move even an inch,” Officer West barked.

I lay there frozen, my muscles tensed up, still naked and my ass snatched open with tape. I watched as the women got dressed quickly and hastily, buttoning up their tops and zipping up their pants. 

A loud, heaty voice boomed from the front door and made my knees quiver.

“What in heaven’s name is going on here?”

I swiveled my head to the side to catch a glimpse of the newcomer.

The Sheriff was a large man. Potbellied and shining with sweat, he reeked of cigarette smoke and his beefy lips did this weird flapping sound when he spoke.

He peered down at me still shaking in doggy position on the floor.

“Sweet little baby Jesus, what is this? Some kind of lesbian orgy?” He sniffed around the room, his eyebrows wiggling. “Dang it, this whole fucking room smells of sex. Didn’t I tell you ladies? No more fooling around with detainees!”

“Sorry, Sheriff,” Officer West said in a syrupy voice. “We were just teaching her a lesson.”

“That’s a her? Or a him? What the heck is that?” he asked, gazing at me again.

“It’s a sissy,” Officer West said. “Why don’t you sit down, Sheriff, and let me explain.”

He scoffed. “I don’t have time for sitting down. I’m a busy man.”

Officer West traced a finger down his hairy arm. The next time she spoke, I could’ve sworn I was listening to the beginning of a porno. “I know, Sheriff. You always work too hard. That’s exactly why I think you should sit down. Wouldn’t you like to release some steam?”

She unbuttoned the first few buttons of her top again and licked her lips. The Sheriff stared at her lustily. “I’d like to release some steam by motorboating those tits and fucking that sweet cunt of yours if you let me.”

He sat down with a whoosh by the reception desk. The stool groaned.

Officer West laughed and shook her head. Her laughter was forced and I could see she was more than a little grossed out by him. “Not tonight, Sheriff. But may I suggest you an alternative? Our sissy here has been detained for indecent exposure and her boi pussy has been stretched wide just for you. In fact, it’s desperately waiting to be fucked.”

The Sheriff snuck a glance at me, thinking hard. I shivered. I was just about ready to throw up. “She looks like a slut,” he said. “She tight?”

My heart started thudding very fast as I waited for Officer West to respond.

“She’s a virgin,” she said, smiling through her teeth. “And what’s more, we’ve got her nice and warmed up for you. Sissy Cassie, wouldn’t you like to offer your special hole to our Sheriff?”

“Are you kidding me?” Officer Stacey butted in. “Sissy sluts are cum lovers. I’ll bet she’s fantasizing about Sherriff’s load right now.” She knelt down and hovered a finger in front of my mouth. I took it and began sucking. “Looks like she’s horny.”

The Sheriff got off the stool and placed one leg on top of the foot rest. He unlatched his belt and took out his cock. It was fat and meaty and a little red.

“Come here, baby,” he called out affectionately. “Show me what you’ve got.”

The officers lifted me up, all smiles this time around. They were thrilled to be pimping me off to the Sheriff without a second thought. As I knelt down in front of him, his sweaty, musty scent wafted up to me.

I could’ve choked on that smell. 

“Wet panties are always a good sign, baby,” he murmured, his eyes fixated on the pre-cum stain on my crotch. “You wet for me? Go on, have a taste. It won’t bite.”

I took a deep breath through my mouth and plunged in. I tasted his slimy slit and inhaled his musk, and in response he shoved his cock a little deeper in.

A single thought kept running through my mind: I can’t believe I have an actual DICK down my throat.

Could I ever recover from this?

You can’t, a small voice purred in my ear. The moment you accepted that cock in your mouth, you were transformed into a cock-sucking sissy whore for life.

I rose up and squeezed him at the base of his cock before pumping my hand up and down. The Sheriff let out a low, guttural moan. I slurped on his cock again. His throbbing pole hardened and slipped further down my throat, right until he was balls deep and my nose was right in his bristles. I grabbed hold of his hairy plums and moaned like a cheap hooker. I was no longer fighting.

As I kept sucking, I couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to have the Sheriff’s disgusting penis wedged deep in my asshole.

Such a big, fat, delicious cock…

Waiting to spurt all that cum all over me…


CHAPTER 6

Mere seconds later, I could no longer ignore the shameful urge building inside of me. All I could do was picture the Sheriff’s hairy hands groping me from behind, his pecker painfully deep in me, my new breasts bouncing back and forth as I finally got laid thanks to another man’s cock.

“I need it in me,” I pleaded in a polite, feminine voice. “Sheriff, could I offer you my tight little pussy to destroy?”

“Of course I’m going to destroy it,” he said smugly. “Down on the floor, sissy. Right where you belong.”

I heard the officers laugh behind me. They were watching and waiting after having calculated my demise so precisely. They were so smart but so fucking bitchy—but they were also hot so it didn’t even matter.

I gave them a pathetic grin as I took my position on the cold, hard cement floor.

The tape around my hole had fallen off because of my sweating, but Officer West and Officer Stacey were more than happy to participate in my destruction by spreading my ass. Their nails dug into my derrière and I groaned when the Sheriff slapped my ass cheek, hard. His erect cock rubbing up and down my crack made me shiver and tingle all over.

“You ready for Sheriff Daddy to take care of you?” he growled. “Oh I’ll take care of you. Watch and learn, amateurs, how a real man pleasures a woman.”

Beads of sweat rolled down my temples as I waited for the big moment. The head of his cock breached my hole, and I could feel myself opening up to take him in. I think my horniness totally numbed any pain because he went in without a hitch. I felt him shimmy his cock all the way inside—he kept going and going, until I felt his breath warm up my back, and then he stopped. It was funny how his penis hadn’t seemed like it was big at all, but now that it was inside me, it felt like it was the biggest cock on earth.

It felt…amazing. 

“You like that?” he grunted as he began to thrust in and out. 

“Uh-huh,” I said in my own porn star voice. 

Officer West came around and sniggered in my face. “Sissy Cassie, look at you, taking a cock!” she said. “You know our pussies were off limits, right? Sissies take cocks only because pussies aren’t an option.”

I stared open-mouthed at her perfect, beautiful face and I knew instantly that it was the bitter truth. 

Officer Stacey cackled like an evil witch from behind. She spanked me again. “No woman in her right mind is ever going to want to fuck you again, sweetie!” she said confidently. “So you better be happy with nasty, smelly cocks for the rest of your life…”

“Ungh…ungh…” I grunted back at her as the Sheriff’s low-hanging plums slapped into my taint.

I’d never felt dirtier and sluttier and more degraded in my life. Was I gay? I had no idea. All I knew was that a real cock simply couldn’t beat a dildo—it was warm and throbbing and pulsing and stroking my inner walls. I gulped as I realized I was actually enjoying getting fucked by another guy.

It took me a while to understand that the reason I was feeling so weirdly good was because the Sheriff’s cock was violently massaging my prostate. This was different…this was powerful. It commanded all my attention, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I had to go up that staircase to sexual heaven. 

“You have doubts you’re a sissy, sweetie?” Officer West had taken hold of my chin and was sneering down at me. “I’ll tell you how you can find out if you’re a sissy faggot. It’s if you cum when there’s a cock deep inside your sissy pussy!”

By this time someone had come around and was massaging my cock and balls.

“Cum! Cum! Cum!” they cheered.

That was when I lost it. I surrendered completely to the feelings that assaulted my body.

It was like my whole body was orgasming and it would never stop. I was pretty sure my brain was malfunctioning by the amount of pleasure I was experiencing. I ejected ropes of milk as I thrashed about and soared higher and higher until I hit the peak.

“I came, officer, I came,” I groaned as I felt those final moments of ecstasy subside. “I think I’m really a sissy.”

Sheriff kept slamming his sweaty hips and balls into me.

“Daddy’s gonna cum, sweetie,” he growled. “You ready for it, baby?”

“I’m ready,” I moaned. 

I felt his cock squirm like crazy and then his hot blast filled my cavity. He groaned and grunted and squirmed some more before sliding himself out and slapping my ass one last time. His cum was thick and pungent and it slowly began oozing out of my hole.

“What did y’all think of that?” the Sheriff asked.

“I think your wife’s a very lucky man, Sheriff,” the officers volunteered.

He gave them another smug smile and left. 

I rolled over on the floor and closed my eyes, exhausted and totally spent. I listened to the Sheriff’s footsteps as he left the building. When I opened my eyes again, Officer West was in my face again. She bent down and kissed me right on the lips.

I knew she was kissing me only because my ass had hauled her out of a situation, and not because she liked me. But I still melted. Her lips were so soft and she smelled like strawberries.

“You’re even more pathetic than I thought,” she murmured. “But I do have to admit, you make a very cute girl.”

She shoved something into my hands. I glanced down and saw that it was my car keys and documents. 

“Go home and get a rest, sissy,” she said. “You’re going to be sore for a long time.”

***

I didn’t even bother getting my clothes. I stumbled out of the station and into the night air in my torn, jizz-stained panties and bra. The night was cool, and thankfully there was no one in sight.

I spotted my car hidden in the shadows of the unlit parking lot, and staggered inside. I checked the GPS. Sixty fucking minutes.

I couldn’t help it. I blazed through the roads, not even caring about speed limits anymore. I needed to get home. I was exhausted, and part of me still wanted to believe this whole thing had been a dream, but I needed to get to bed before anything crazier happened tonight. 

And that was when I heard it.

That stupid, blaring siren.

I glanced at the rear-view mirror. The blinking red-and-blue lights drifted behind me, attached to a mysterious police cruiser.

“Nooo!” I groaned.

I pulled over and said a few prayers, hoping against hope that the cruiser would spontaneously combust or something and I would get saved thanks to a miraculous intervention.

But I had no such luck. I watched as a handsome officer stepped out and began walking towards me. All I could focus on were his massive biceps, which were bulging out of his shirt sleeves and giving way to a train of bluish-green veins all the way down to his wrists.

He peeked in through my open window and stared down at me.

“How’s it going?” he asked.

He was smiling.

Oh shit, I thought. He thinks I’m a woman.

“Just got off, from, uh, a party,” I squeaked.

“Have you been drinking?”

“Not at all, officer.”

“You were speeding,” he said. “The limit around here is fifty miles per hour. Licence and registration, please. Think it’s time for a ticket.”

I licked my dry lips and stared at him. Was he being serious? I couldn’t tell, but I could’ve sworn he winked.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering in anticipation of what I was about to do.

“Oh, I’d rather not get the ticket.” I said in my sweetest, sexiest, most feminine voice. “You have any other options for me, officer?”

The officer’s mouth twitched, then he flashed me a flirty grin.

“Dirty girl,” he said. “Well, you’re in luck. I’m feeling a little generous tonight.” He opened the car door and unzipped his pants. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

I scooted into the passenger seat and helped the officer take his cock out.

“Cassie…” I murmured. I realized my mouth was already watering.

I could’ve just gotten the ticket.

But where was the fun in that?

I moaned and swallowed the head of his cock. He grunted and pushed it further in my mouth. The taste and fullness of his meaty manhood made me feel high.

As I started sucking, it hit me.

This is it. I’d been completely transformed.

I was a true cock-lover, and this was what I was born to do…suck cocks and be fucked by cocks. And thanks to my encounter with Officer West and Officer Stacey, there was no going back.

I was going to be Cassie the Sissy Slut for life!


THE END


Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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