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CHAPTER 1 - SHOTS FIRED
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I have left Gregg the rookie in the Leutenant's office to 'zip-up' and wonder about his feelings for me, which he didn't share with me by the way, not until just now as I 'heard' the word 'love' in my vagina, so to speak, as he ejaculated deep inside me. His and Jeff's sperm trickle out of my vagina along with my pussy-goo and pee into the toilet bowl and I suddenly realise a very important aspect of my psychic vagina: I do not have to cum myself while a man squirts his penis empty inside me in order to 'hear' what they try to hide, or happen to think of while fucking. Oddly enough they do not always seem to be thinking of the vagina their penis is fucking and I try to remember whether or not I have always had this particular 'vagina-ability'.

Gregg is waiting for me at the motorpool by our unmarked, plain clothed and vest and so am I. I'm Sally Hopkirk by the way, though behind my back they call me 'Hopskirt', because I love to show upskirt and really, really love to fuck anything with a dick. Not for promotion or such mundane desires, but because my vagina needs filling up and needs hot and horny orgasms. Unfortunately the plain clothes and vest I have to wear, given the danger we might be facing, forces me to wear long pants, which procludes upskirt obviously, but I do know my ass looks great in those pants. Like the duty officer just confirmed while he groped my ass with his big hard hands and I get behind the wheel.

As usual the anticipation of probable 'action' makes my pussy wet, apart from the hot impulse of just now having had my ass groped and I think of Gregg's huge hard penis as I start the engine. Everyone has been briefed, radio silence is enforced and only two unmarked will at first converge on the corner of Lion and Cougar where my vagina has told me the two criminal gangs have planned to fight out their differences. If need be some three black and whites will be on standby in side streets nearby, including a SWAT team in case things get really bad and the thought alone makes my vagina ooze horny-moist, especially as the agreed upon code to put out over the radio to get into action is: "Shots fired, repeat shots fired."

For a minute, earlier in the ladies bathroom I considered putting one of those little vibrating 'eggs' deep inside my vagina to add to the heat, but I can feel I don't really need it as we pull out the motorpool. Gregg maintains silence beside me riding shotgun. Quite literally as he has a shotgun lying between us on the floor of the unmarked. I peak between his legs, yet can't detect any indication of male arousal and if I'd be wearing a short skirt I'd spread my legs to show him the wet spot in my undies. Maybe Gregg can smell my horny-moist and I turn left onto Cougar Ave.

Our destination is 3 Lion Place, a building which used to house a post office, now empty except for the lanky youth, whose sperm betrayed his gangs plans as he ejaculated it deep inside my cumming vagina. I can just see him entering the forementioned building. Probably joining other members of his crew and Gregg suddenly breaks the silence and softly says: "I'm sorry Sally." For what and I say so. "Well eh just now... I mean yeah I was fucking you, but... but also..." "Making love." I finish his sentence for him. It is actually kinda cute, I must say and I feel like touching myself, because it is also very, very sexually hot.

"Hmmm, yeahhh." Gregg admits timidly as I park the unmarked near a tall oak tree a good distance away from the former post office and I say: "You know me Gregg I don't do... Love and the whole she-bang and like now, maybe going into action I'm horny and wet, yet the 'making love thing' ehhh fffff...does sound really very hot." I check our surroundings, the time on the clock in our car, two-thirty and I pull down the zip of my pants that give enough room for me to shove my right hand into my undies and I touch my clit.

"Quickly Gregg." I sigh as the 'clit tickling' makes my vagina cramp. "Show me your penis." "Tjeesss Sally." Gregg protests, yet his zip does go down and there is his beautiful long and very hard fuck-pole. Of course he's horny and in love. The object of his affections sits right beside him, masturbates and of course he wants to put his long hard penis in me and fuck me and I feel my vagina-heat rise as he shoves his foreskin down.

"Just saw two more guys enter the building." Gregg whispers and he can't help himself. He simply has to masturbate as well. "I wanna see your pussy." He grunts ragingly horny. It's kinda difficult wearing pants, but I do succeed to pull the front of my undies down far enough so Gregg can see my naked vertical 'smile'. I shove a finger in, Gregg cums in his hand, foreskin up so as to not 'soil' the car, I tickle my clit for a long minute and orgasm sighing deeply. Gregg cleans his penis on his handkerchief, I zip up and we both asume pretended postures of decent professionality. Except for Gregg who softly says: "I wanna fuck you Sally."

Of course he wanted to say 'make love to you', yet he didn't and I'm grateful. I just don't need the complication of emotional entanglements with him, or any one else for that matter and the second unmarked trundles onto Lion Place from the opposite direction. In these rare occations the Loo joins in, I spot him behind the wheel and I know, because he told me, he will have a boner of epic proportions at the possibility of 'seeing action' and I'm still horny as hell and wet as a shower.

"Wonder where the others are." Gregg 'polices' as he refers to the opposing gang to the ones that have gathered in number three and I quip: "Guess I shoulda have one of them fuck me and cum inside my vagina to know where they might be hiding." Gregg laughs. I love that sound, oops, was that an 'L-word'? And Gregg breaks the spell by saying: "O my god Sally I'm hard again." I almost ask him to show me his hard penis, but events are taking shape.

An old VW van turns onto Lion Place coming from Cougar Ave, pulls up in front of number three and I shake up as the windscreen of the van scatters into a million little shards of glass before I hear the shot. Gergg's on the blower: "Shots fired, repeat shots fired." Sirens blare, tyres squeel, I start our car and move slowly closer, the Loo gets out of his car with a bull-horn in his left hand, his gun in his right, three black and whites race onto Lion Place, windows down, guns sticking out, Gregg has his shotgun at the ready and my vagina erupts an avalange of sex-slime. I actually orgasm as the van returns fire, or rather the guy next to the driver gets only two shots off, the bullets of which break two windows of the building and a loud voice booms: "This is the police!..." And only one guy in the building returns fire.

It took all of five minutes and two large police vans to gather up all the guns and suspects. No gun battle, no one got hurt, only broken windows and I feel oddly disappointed. Or rather my vagina does and I'm grateful for Gregg who has his huge hard erection sticking out of his pants for my pleasure and his of course, while we drive back to the 'shop'. "Tjeess Gregg, can't wait to put a short skirt on again so I can show you mine." He looks over at me, points at a small parking lot to my left and says: "Pull in, park and suck my cock, I need to cum."

Yum and I still have the taste of his sperm in my mouth as I enter the Leutenant's office for my 'de-brief'. For which I'm wearing a totally against regulation very short skirt I quickly put on in the ladies and I left my undies off. A de-brief is hardly necessary, but as indicated by the closed blinds over the windows of the Loo his office, something else is. He is sitting in his office chair, naked from the waist down, I lift my short skirt, spread my legs over him and orgasm gently as I slither my soaking wet vagina all the way down over his huge hard penis. He grabs my bare ass with his warm hands and pokes his penis up hard. His large penis-tip rips into my cervix, I move up a bit so he can fuck and while he moves inside me he grunts: "O that was hot, almost wished for more violence and bullets flying, man it makes me horny." "Me too." I just manage to sigh, because that huge penis of his inside me always makes me cum and cum and again as I feel his hot cum splash up in my vagina.
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CHAPTER 2 - A CONDEMNED MAN'S LAST WISH?
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The next morning the duty officer tells me the Leutenant wishes to speak to me. For a morning fuck I hope? I do wear a somewhat less short skirt than yesterday and no telling my surprise as I find the Leutenant in conversation with the chief of police Barker. Not Lex, though his looks and stature very sexually pleasant remind me of the famous actor in his best years playing Tarzan and I wish I'd left my undies off, which I actually usually do. Ah well, it might give me something to take off. Slowly, if the situation demands.

Barker clears his throat, offers his right hand for a shake with mine, I spot a huge bulge in his pants, then notice the blinds are closed again and he says after releasing my hand: "Officer Hopkirk, so nice to finally meet you... hirgm eh... I've heard good things about you." Just like me, my 'Hopskirt reputation' has been passed around, no doubt and my pussy gets very wet as he, without mincing words, gets right to the point. "Ehmm, Loo tells me that you eh have a somewhat out of the ordinary eh well eh psychic ability, which eh... Involves, well to put it bluntly: sex?" "Fucking you mean?" I ask equally bluntly as I can feel I'm gonna need clean undies. "Erm yeah, same difference." Man he sounds horny and I explain: "Well, 'tis like this, dunno if I always could, but yeah... Like I don't even have to cum myself, but when a man ejaculates deep inside my wet vagina, my vagina sortof 'hears' what the guy is thinking about at that moment. Could be peeling potatoes, but so far I've noticed it's something at the front of their mind they're trying to keep secret."

"Wow, that's quite something." The chief sighs and the bulge in his pants moves. "Cumming in my mouth doesn't do the trick." I add with horny relish. "It has to be in my vagina." I love talking about my vagina with men and make them crazy horny in the process and I add: "We tested it with the Loo and Jeff and Gregg, like eh... ask them what I should try to 'hear' with my vagina while they squirt their moving penis empty deep inside my vagina and so I immediately found out who Jeff was dating... for instance."

Both men fall silent, I can see their huge erections aching to get out of their pants and into mine, so to speak, so I lift the front of my short skirt and say: "I'm sure you'll want to find out for yourself Chief." "Erm wow, eh yeah eh..." He prevaricates, though it's clear he'll take me up on the offer, by adding: "We could put it to good use eh... your eh psychic vagina?... Like maybe with suspects?" Hmmm, strange criminal men fucking me and giving away their truth as they cum inside my vagina and still holding up my short skirt I rub my 'hotspot' with my right hand.

My Leuntenant gets up, moves to the door of his office and leaves saying: "I'll leave you two to it." Though I never really mind an audience while fucking, I do thank him silently and as he closes the door behind him I say: "Could you please get all naked... sir?" Because o my god do I hope his body is as beautiful as that of the forementioned Tarzan actor and the Chief is all too happy to oblige and we slowly strip in front of each other.

His muscles bulge like Tarzan's, his penis is beyond compare and can easily compete with the Loo's, I move toward him, slide the foreskin of his penis down with my left hand, exposing a slightly egg-shaped glans, I bend over and eagerly take it in my mouth. He sighs deeply from sexual joy, fundles my naked breasts with both hands, my vagina opens, hot slime trickles out and he slides his right hand between my legs.

He 'tests' the waters in my vagina with two fingers and if he goes on with that I'm gonna cum. He pulls his penis out of my mouth and the Chief whispers hoarse with sexual heat: "Turn around." "Yessir!" His penis stands to attention, my vagina is at the ready, I lean my upper body on the Leutenant's desk and say: "What should I 'hear' with my vagina when you cum inside my vagina... ahhrggg." O his penis is so big, feels so hot and hard as he penetrates me, making me wonder what Lex Barker might have had under that loin cloth and he says: "O officer Hopskirt you're so wet... O hmpfff eh, what I had for breakfast?" He fucks me slowly, I gently orgasm and mumble: "Corn flakes... make it some secret?" "Hrgmmm ahhhh, your vagina gets so tight now I'm ehhh... ok, who am I gonna fuck tonight?"

Probably the conversation earlier with my Loo has made the Chief already very horny. On top of that the preamble with me must have made this gorgeous hunk of a man even hotter and I can feel he's there. "O yeah, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me... harder, deeper." I whisper, whipping him and myself further up the sexual ladder, I orgasm shaking all over and feel him ejaculate an almost biblical flood of sperm straight through my wide open cervix. A name, a face, a naked body and a location 'talk' loudly in my vagina, straight up into my mind and as he pulls back slowy and gently, I say: "Never guessed you are bi-sexual... sir."

"Tjeess." He utters surprised. "It's real, it's true... heh, a psychic vagina... whoda thought." "His name is Jerry Jones also on the force, just as beautiful as you and you'll meet him tonight at the Baker's Motel... eh... eightish." No question, just a stament of fact and my Chief simply stares at me and says: "I wish I'd still be hard so I can fuck you again Sally... tjeess, best vagina ever and well...Might as well tell you how much I love the guy."

There's the 'L-word' again and I almost wish I'd desire the feeling, almost. We dress in front of each other, which is oddly enough just as arousing as stripping and I leave my undies off, they need a wash anyway. A soft knock on the door announces my Leutenant's return. He takes one look at us and says merrily: "Well, that musta been a really good fuck... And it's true, right?"

"Yeah." The Chief sighs and we all sit down, something's coming, I can feel it. Of course I sit in such a way the gentlemen can freely look up my short skirt, because it makes me so horny showing men my naked vertical split and I spread my legs very wide apart. And they surely don't even try to pretend to ignore seeing my naked pussy and my Loo pitches the first ball: "Sally eh... we're thinking of promoting you to detective...Firstly 'cause you're a good cop and then well...Unofficially we'll call you our 'vagina-detective' and..."

Waving his right hand my Leutenant gives the Chief the floor and he says: "It'll always be your choice Sally, because you'll have to let total strangers fuck you... And how that's gonna work we're not sure... You know...Practicallities and such, but we might have a first assignment for you in your new capacity as eh...'Vagina-detective'." I'm not just a little bit pleased at the promotion, nor just a little bit curious and most certainly quite a bit fucking horny.

The man in question is on death row as it turns out and like any condemned man he will be granted a last wish before... I'm not in favour of the death penalty, mainly because it's very hard, if not totally impossible to correct any mistakes and trust me, mistakes happen. "He has always been adamant he is innocent of the crime he's convicted of... Sometimes very loudly." The Loo fills in the picture and the Chief adds: "He told the priest to fuck off and one guard he sometimes talks to reported that the guy's last wish is not a fancy meal or so, nor a last cigarette eh well eh... he actually asked for a prostitute."
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