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Chapter 1 – Stake out.

The arms
of the little clock on the dash board slowly creep past midnight as
we sit in the dark and in comfortable silence in our un-marked. A
car I think that still looks conspicuously inconspicuous, but in
the dead of night, parked in a row of other cars it probably
doesn’t matter that much and nothing has moved behind the windows
of the house we’re watching, not since the lights went
out.

Another
pair of uniforms is watching the back and what does move are my
partner for the night Jeffrey Black his eyes. Out the window, to my
bare legs, out the window and back again to the hem of my uniform
skirt. It rode up a bit as I moved to ease the pain in my ass these
car seats cause and I don’t mind. Stake outs can be boring like
hell and nothing much else is worth watching and I quickly sneak a
peek between his legs, but his uniform pants aren’t tight enough to
show a give away bulge of possible arousal.

I’m Sally
Hopkirk, a name the other cops of our precinct quite quickly
changed into ‘Hopskirt’, presumably behind my back and because I’m
suspected of trying to fuck as much of the brass I can to get a
quick promotion. Not true, it’s because my lieutenant has a really
big hard penis and his own bathroom and just like now I don’t wear
anything underneath my uniform skirt, makes a quicky quicker and
panties are only needed when it’s that time of the
month.

There are
more reasons for my nudity underneath. Contrary to what one might
read or see in tv-shows or movies, cops do not drink large amounts
of coffee while on an over-night stake out. It makes you needing to
piss way too much and urgently, real pros make sure all things
‘toilety’ have been taken care of so one can stand six to eight
hours sitting in a car and fast.

Doesn’t
mean nature never calls during these late hours and maybe it’s
because Jeffrey keeps looking at my bare legs under my skirt, rode
up enough to make it more than just a little bit sexy, my naked
shaved pussy makes itself felt. I’m not getting wet, oddly enough,
I just suddenly really need to pee. Getting out of the car and
squatting and peeing on the side walk isn’t an option.

The lights being off behind those windows doesn’t mean
no-one’s awake and maybe checking the street with the guilty
conscience of the criminal and here’s the other reason I don’t wear
any undies under my uniform skirt. I’m behind the wheel, push my
seat back as far as it goes and whisper: “Sorry Jeff… I’ll be
quick.” I reach behind me, grab a small bucket with a lid off the
back seat, slide my ass, which everyone says is sexy-hot, to the
edge of my seat, pull up my skirt with my left hand, spread my legs
while sliding on my knees, there’s just enough room, my firm tits touch
the wheel, I position the now lidless bucket between my legs and
let go of my need, getting weirdly excited because Jeffrey
watches.

I know Jeffrey has made similar provisions in case the same
need would arise for him and I can hear him swallow hard as I dry
myself. There’s after all only one way I can do that in this car:
sitting back, legs spread wide apart, skirt up, tissue rubbing my
naked shaved pussy-lips and I leave my skirt up just a little bit longer than needed
as I drop the wet tissue in my little bucket.

My eyes
move all by themselves to Jeffrey’s crotch as I slide my skirt back
in place, yet still a very sexy bit up, maybe I’m just really bored
and with Jeffrey there has clearly arisen a totally different need.
His must be really big, because his very obvious erection has
caused a really, really very big bulge in his pants and he clears
his throat in embarrassment.

My eyes
shift to the windscreen, a quick glance, nothing’s stirring, back
to Jeffrey’s need for which he obviously couldn’t have made any
provisions and there something is stirring. In his pants, between
my legs and even in the faint starlight of the night I can see the
burning heat in his eyes as our gazes lock. Of course my little
‘show’ has made him horny as hell, he’s only human after all and I
whisper: “I’m sorry Jeff.”

He clears
his throat again, less embarrassed, certainly horny and he whispers
back: “It’s okay… I… I’m sure you didn’t mean to… to ehhhh…” ‘Make
him horny.’ I finish his sentence in my head. Now the silence is
uncomfortable as his sexual heat fills the car, I can smell his
arousal, I can feel his need, his eyes now with deliberate
sexuality roam my body, the hint of cleavage where the top two
buttons of my white shirt are open, down, down his eyes carress
over the swell of my breasts, to ‘rest’ staring at where my bare
legs show from under my skirt.

Maybe he
should try to calm down, think of other things than the knowledge
my shaved pussy is naked underneath my skirt, but I know that’s
impossible, same as his obvious need is impossible to satisfy, or
not? Look at that bulge, I can see he can hardly resist the urge to
touch it, I understand and I feel my knees and thighs move apart. I
feel his eyes trying to burn their way up between them, again he
swallows hard and he whispers hoarsely: “Sally?”

His
question is clear, my whispered ‘yes’ almost inaudible and
unnecessary as I expose my naked shaved pussy again. Oh, just let
him look, why not, nothing’s stirring except my own hot blood, my
pounding heart and my legs, my hands that pull up my skirt and that
o so lovely hot and wet sensation oozing down in my
vagina.

Horny as
hell showing myself to him, licking my lips as he lowers his zip
and touching myself as he ‘liberates’ his monster of a hard and
erect penis out of his pants. I want it in me and make sure Jeffrey
can clearly see how I shove two fingers into my vagina, making
myself moan softly, he sighs and with his right hand he slowly
masturbates his foreskin up and down this huge big and dark-red
penis-tip of his.

We can’t
fuck in the car, some one has to every now and then at least
pretend we’re working and it makes me ache even more for the
feeling of that huge ‘thing’ moving and cumming inside me. I had my
tubes tied years ago after deciding that motherhood and a career as
a cop wouldn’t mix and I tickle my clit with my right index
finger.

Never
before had I felt myself cum so quickly and Jeffrey sure knows how
to make masturbating a mayor turn on, my thighs tremble, slime
slicks and oozes over my right hand, I squeeze my legs together
very tightly and as I orgasm I quickly bend to my left and slither
my tongue and mouth over his big hard and tasty tip.

“Ohhhh
Sally!” He whispers loudly as I suck his big hard cock and slither
three fingers into my vagina pretending it’s his cock. Jeffrey
thrusts his penis up into my throat in a sex-reflex, wanting to
fuck me, I gag a bit and swallow and swallow as Jeff moans, shakes
and cums and cums and he shoots his big load down my gullet and a
very loud gun-shot rips through the night.

“Oh shit!
Top right window.” Jeffrey sighs still very horny. I can’t believe
he managed to keep his eyes open, let alone some of his wits about
him, I sure didn’t. I wipe my mouth with the back of my right hand
and follow him out of the car, he musta have zipped up and got his
gun out quicker than I could think of it.

His radio
and mine crackle, Jeffrey moves his mouth closer to his microphone
and says softly: “In through the back.” I wipe my pussy-slime on my
right hand off on my skirt and pull my gun as we approach the front
door of the house we sort off were watching. The sound of breaking
glass, I hear my voice call for back-up through my radio, that’s
procedure, Jeffrey kicks in the front door, stands to the side and
quickly peeks into the hallway.

Another
shot somewhere in the house, a muffled scream, the sounds of what
might be a struggle, another shot and I can feel hot and thick
pussy-slime trickle out of my naked shaved pussy. My little lips
have swollen up, I almost had another orgasm while Jeffrye came in
my mouth, almost and I think about his big, his huge penis fucking
my vagina hard and deep as I follow him slowly and carefully into
the hallway.

Adrenalin
and danger mix with horny-hormones in my blood and I mean to ask
Jeff if situations like this give him a hard-on and I notice my
hips sway with lust with every step I take. I breathe deeply, look
at Jeffrey’s tight ass and want to touch myself. “Jeff! Sally!” One
of the other team calls out from the rear of the house as we reach
the bottom of the stairs. “You two sweep the ground floor… we’re
going up.” Jeffrey says softly in his radio, it crackles a soft
yes, Jeff looks up the staircase to the second floor, his right
hand searches the wall for a light switch, gun in his left and I
feel my thighs tremble with sexual heat and the lovely fear of the
unknown danger.

I still
have the taste of his penis in my mouth, close behind him I smell
his heady hot hormones, he puts his right foot on the first step of
the stairs and I whisper: “Shouldn’t we wait for the back-up…
Jeff?” “Maybe…” He whispers in a very strange voice, very distant
sirens warble and Jeff moves his mouth very close to my right ear
and whispers: “I’m hard.”

Upstairs
voices argue, footsteps pound down stairs, another agonised scream
of pain and I whisper back: “I’m soaking wet… and ehhhh…” Super hot
thrills tremble up and down my body, I want him to feel it on his
hard penis, upstairs some one yells in anger, a door bangs shut,
more footsteps on the stairs coming down from the third floor, what
if this is the one with the gun, or are there more armed people up
there and I sigh: “I’ll go first.”
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