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About Anything You Say, Officer: On the Bondage Beat:

However you please, officer, I think to myself as he plants one of those powerful hands on each of my legs and flips me. Face down, face up, naked, handcuffed, blindfolded, helpless in any way you want. Just keep taking me.

Becky's got herself a thing for men in uniform, and the officer she spots one morning on her way to work hits all the right notes. She has to have him, and she's going to do whatever it takes.

But Becky's about to realize it won't take much at all — and once the object of her lust knows he's in her sights, he's more than happy to introduce her to his kinky predilections.

This erotic short features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, and a whole lot of hot action. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Do you have anything on you that I should know about?” he whispers into my ear while grabbing my hips and moving his hands up my sides to my ribcage before, finally, taking a firm grasp of me.

I throw my head back and moan, barely able to contain myself. I want to reach back and grab him, but the idea of having to be obedient to this man is torturously hot and I refuse to back away from it.

“No, officer,” I'm barely able to gasp out as he fondles me hard. It sends small jolts down my body, and my legs quiver with anticipation.

I'm putty in your hands. You haven't cuffed me, but I'm completely helpless. Do what you will, officer.

He notices my trembling.

“Is there a reason you're nervous?”

I stammer, but I'm unable to come up with a suitable answer with one of his hands still pinching my nipple and the other hand running up and down my torso.

“Well miss, if you're not going to cooperate, I'm afraid I just don't have a choice,” he says, reaching down and grabbing my arms to pull them behind me.

I hear his handcuffs jingling, and it's a struggle just to remain upright.

He cuffs my hands behind me, pushes me forward over the car— again, forceful but gentle — and lifts my dress up over my hips.


~1~

The first time I see him, he's waving traffic through a construction zone I pass by every day on my drive to work. In that tight black uniform with his badge shining in the sun, one hand down by his belt with his thumb pulling his waistband down just enough to pique my curiosity, he's everything I've ever fantasized about.

I don't know what it is about men in uniform. I've always been that kind of girl, I guess: Cops, firemen, soldiers — oh do I melt at even just the thought of soldiers — men in uniform have been a focus of mine since I first hit puberty, and now only a decade removed from those formative years I've found myself lusting after them with regularity.

Sometimes I capitalize on it, sometimes I don't. A number of them have been ready to throw down without much convincing — though having legs that reach the sky and a yoga body have certainly helped my case — and the times I've had with those men have been some of the hottest and most arousing in my young life.

This one in particular, though … I don't know what it is about him, but the moment I see him I'm convinced I'll let him do whatever he wants to me.

He's got sunglasses on, so I can't see his eyes, but that night when I picture him entering me and thrusting wildly from on top I imagine they're a dark brown, almost matching the color of his eyes.

I run my hand through my folds and over my hot-to-the-touch body, exploring myself and imagining my hand is his, wondering what his tongue would feel like caressing every inch of me, wondering how he tastes, wondering what kind of things he'd like to do to me if I gave him the opportunity.

The next day, I stop and grab two coffees on the way to work — before I pass the construction site. When I get to the site, I pull over near the spot where he's positioned and step out of the car, walking over to him with a coffee in each hand. He notices my approach, but doesn't seem concerned. 

After all, I've got a coffee in each hand. How threatening could I be?

As I get closer and closer, I realize he's so much more attractive than I ever could have noticed from the road. His skin is tan, his jaw is square, his hair cut short. He's got a mild stubble going.

And his arms, oh his arms. You can just see from the way he carries himself and the way his sleeves struggle to contain his upper arms that he spends a good amount of time in the gym down at the precinct. He's got one of those powerful bodies that reminds me of a coiled snake.

“Good morning, miss,” he says with a wave, and I do a sort-of wave by raising one of the coffees.

His voice is deep and authoritative. I'm already getting wet. 

“Can I help you?” he says.

I shake my head. “No, actually, I just figured you could use an early morning pick-me-up. I saw you out here yesterday morning and you looked pretty tired.”

“Oh, thank you very much,” he says. “I appreciate it, miss.”

“It's Becky,” I say.

“Tim,” he says back, taking a sip of the coffee and using one of those massive arms to let a pedestrian know they're okay to cross the street.

Tim, I think, rolling it around in my head. Timothy is a pleasant, powerful name.

I stare at him as he stares out into the intersection, and it's a few seconds before I realize I should say something. I've been too busy picturing him looking up at me from my crotch, that square, stubbled jawline clenched firmly between my thighs as he licks me for hours.

There's no way he doesn't notice me staring like that. I gulp.

“So,” I start, “do you—”

“Actually, miss, I'm afraid I can't talk while I'm doing this sort of thing,” he says, cutting me off.

“Oh, I'm sorry, I'll just—”

“Don't be sorry,” he says, and I just now notice he's looking me up and down.

Work lets me wear just about anything I want, and this morning I just so happened to have chosen a particularly revealing sundress. From the look in his eyes — his sunglasses are dangling from one of the pockets in his shirt — I can tell he's picturing me without it on.

“I will be out here later on tonight to keep people away from the construction site, though, if you'd like to drop by again,” he says, an eyebrow slightly raised.

I could throw him down and mount him right here in the road. I don't care. I have to have you.
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We don't talk much longer — after all, he's a man in a uniform and he has important things to do — but I didn't need much more than that invitation of his to spend the rest of the day in an aroused haze.

I lost count of how many times I slipped off to one of the private bathrooms in the office to pleasure myself. Four before lunch, at least. I'd lean back, close my eyes and picture those thick arms holding me up against the wall and fucking me hard into it, thrusting over and over.

I pictured him biting my ear, caressing my breasts, running those strong hands of his between my thighs and prying apart my folds to slip a few fingers inside. I wanted him to taste me, to make me taste myself, to bend me over the hood of his car and fuck me from behind until I came so hard I couldn't walk.

I stay very late at work, partially so I can get some more time in the bathroom but mostly so I know it will be late enough to have Tim's full attention when I get to the construction site.

Before leaving work, I throw my panties out in the bathroom garbage can, covering them with a few paper towels so the janitor won't see. They're way too soaked to be of any real use to me now.

And besides, I'd like as little as possible to be between me and my target.

The drive to the construction site feels like the single longest drive home I've ever experienced. It's normally twenty minutes with traffic. Because I'm leaving so late, there's hardly any traffic — but it still feels like a full hour before I'm in the area.

My heart's pounding. My skin's on fire. I'm quivering — actually quivering — with anticipation. I hadn't worn a bra under the sundress, and the feeling of the fabric against my nipples is both torturous and heavenly. They're throbbing in that most pleasant of ways as I finally — finally — turn the corner and get within view of the construction site.

As I'm driving up to the site, I notice I don't see his car anywhere. He told me he'd be parked nearby.

I'm considering pulling a u-turn and trying to look again when suddenly my rearview mirror is flooded with red and blue flashing lights.

Instinctively, I look down at my speedometer. I was going well under the limit so I could more easily spot Tim's cruiser, why would I be getting—

A smile crosses my face. I pull over into the construction site itself, stopping just inside the entrance.

I hear the loudspeaker on the cop car crackle to life, and a very familiar voice booms through.

“Driver, pull forward,” Tim says. “Deeper into the site.”

Clever guy. I smile into the rearview mirror, though I know he probably can't see it, and pull forward, forward, forward — until we're both well into the construction site itself, a wall and a good amount of space separating us from streetlights and the prying eyes of the road.

I stop and place the car into park as he turns the flashing lights off and steps out of the car. I'm watching in my side view mirror as he walks up, both hands at his belt.

I'd like to have both hands at your belt too, officer, I think. I roll my window down as he approaches.

“Good evening, miss,” he says, in that classic officer tone, his grin as wide as his face.

I'm back to quivering. I'm breathing heavily.

“G-good evening, officer,” I stammer. Even if I didn't have a conversation with this man earlier in the day that clued me in on his being ready to fuck, I'd still be melting. But I did have that conversation with this man earlier in the day, and so I'm hoping I can restrain myself enough to avoid grabbing his cock and rolling my mouth over it right out my car window.

“Do you have any idea how fast you were going?”

“No sir, no I don't,” I say innocently, my sundress pulled down about as far as it can go without revealing my nipples — which makes me only more desperate to free them so they can feel the night air and be properly fondled.

He stares down at my chest, those dark eyes of his taking everything in. I can see he wants to bury his face into my tits. I picture him running his tongue over my nipples, and even in my seated position I have to brace myself.

“I'm going to have to ask you to step out of the car, miss,” he says, and stands back, arms folded.

I'm lucky if I don't explode on contact, I think to myself, and open the door to step out of the car.
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I approach him, staring up from that massive chest of his. He grabs me by the arms and pulls me in close, and I gasp in surprise and arousal. He could pick me up and throw me if he wanted. I'm a toy. I'm a plaything. I'm anything he wants me to be, and he knows it.

I stand up on my toes to try and kiss him and instead of our lips meeting halfway he tightens that grip on my arms and spins me around. 

I gasp again, my sundress barely keeping up with me. He pushes me up against the car, and I instinctively put my hands out to brace myself against it. It's not violent, but it is forceful.

Holy shit is pretty much the only coherent thought my mind can put together as he begins patting me down. It's almost impossible to believe we've escalated this quickly, but it's also — already — one of the hottest encounters I've ever had.

I can barely keep my breathing under control. My heart's trying to pound its way out of my chest. I'm beginning to sweat lightly, just enough to be sticky and sweet in the warm night air. My pussy is wet and aching for his touch, my breasts heaving and sensitive. I want more than anything for him to just reach for one of those areas and do what he will with those big hands of his. I want him inside of me.

He's pressing up on me from behind, his body against mine as he continues to pat me down, and I feel his cock struggling against the fabric of his pants. It's pushing up against my ass, and I think about how much I want to turn around, unzip his fly and take him in, feel his cock thrusting in and out of my mouth, roll my tongue over his head and run my hands up and down his shaft.

“Do you have anything on you that I should know about?” he whispers into my ear while grabbing my hips and moving his hands up my sides to my ribcage before, finally, taking a firm grasp of my breasts.

I throw my head back and moan, barely able to contain myself. I want to reach back and grab him, but the idea of having to be obedient to this man is torturously hot and I refuse to back away from it.

“No, officer,” I'm barely able to gasp out as he fondles my breasts hard, squeezing them through the sundress, finding my nipples — now hard as rocks and absurdly sensitive — and running his thumbs over them, pinching them.

It sends small jolts down my body, and my legs quiver with anticipation.

I'm putty in your hands. You haven't cuffed me, but I'm completely helpless. Do what you will, officer.

He notices my trembling.

“Is there a reason you're nervous?”

I stammer, but I'm unable to come up with a suitable answer with one of his hands still pinching my nipple and the other hand running up and down my torso.

“Well miss, if you're not going to cooperate, I'm afraid I just don't have a choice,” he says, reaching down and grabbing my arms to pull them behind me.

I hear his handcuffs jingling, and it's a struggle just to remain upright. I'm so turned on my juices are dripping down my leg.

He cuffs my hands behind me, pushes me forward over the car— again, forceful but gentle — and lifts my dress up over my hips.
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“No underwear, miss?” he says. “This must be humiliating for you.”

I want to respond, but I'm in an entirely different world. With my arms pinned behind me and his hand on my back as I stand bent over in front of him, half-naked, I realize I've never been so fully at the mercy of someone else — and it's so unbearably hot I'm ready to faint.

I've got my chin resting on the car and my eyes clenched tightly shut as he urges me to spread my legs.

I hesitate just slightly, and he responds by smacking my ass. Hard. I yelp, then bite my lower lip. 

I stop hesitating, and spread my legs. He's now got a perfectly clear view of my neatly trimmed pussy, if he so desires. It's dripping in anticipation, just waiting for his touch. I'm trembling, and it's impossible to hide. 

He runs his fingernails up the back of one thigh, then the other. I gasp, and my legs twitch involuntarily.

“I love the way your ass shakes when you do that,” he says, and smacks my ass hard yet again. I don't yelp this time, but I do bite my lip.

I hear him moving around a little behind me, and I turn to look but my view is obscured. I don't need to see what's going on, though, because only a second or two later I hear his fly unzip.

I'm about as ready for a hard fuck as anyone has ever been, but when he takes me from behind — with no hesitation — I am catapulted from pure animal arousal into the mindless madness of orgasmic bliss. 

I didn't see his cock, but it feels massive inside of me, thrusting hard and repeatedly with a confidence I would expect out of a man in uniform. Just because I expect the confidence doesn't mean I'm prepared for the feeling of him actually entering me, though, and despite my best efforts to stifle myself, I cry out in pleasure.

“Do — you — like — that?” he grunts, slamming himself inside me, forcing me harder and harder into the car, grabbing my handcuffed wrists and pulling on them. 

“Yes! Yes!” is about all I can muster. My hair is in my face, I'm sweating from the exertion, and I can barely keep my moans from graduating into screams. 

His torso slams against my ass, rhythmic and slapping as he enters me over and over, pulling hard on my arms and pushing hard into my endlessly grateful cunt. 

My shoulders burn from the strain, and it makes me wince. Either he sees this or just wants another angle, because that's when he pulls out — much to my protestation — takes off his shirt, and begins to flip me over onto my ass.

However you please, officer, I think to myself as he plants one of those powerful hands on each of my legs and flips me. Face down, face up, naked, handcuffed, blindfolded, helpless in any way you want. Just keep taking me. 

I'm on my ass now, my legs spread and glistening wet pussy ready to be fucked all over again. I'm still handcuffed, but now my arms are bent at the elbows and I'm propping myself up with my bound hands.

He lifts the sweaty and worse-for-wear bundle that is my sundress up over my head, having to maneuver it a little to get it over my shoulders because obviously my arms aren't going to cooperate. He slips it down my arms all the way to my wrists.

“Is this where you thought you would be when the morning began?” he says, his voice a low and husky rasp. 

For what I realize is the first time in a while that I've been able to say anything coherent, I manage to flip the damp hair out of my face and say, “It's where I wanted to be.”
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He's fondling my naked breasts as I say it, toying with my nipples, pinching them lightly. It's sending throbbing jolts throughout my body, and I'm barely able to take the anticipation of having him inside me again.

I realize now this is the first opportunity I have to see his cock. I look down and take it all in, my eyes widening at the size of it.

That was inside me? I think to myself. No wonder I felt so … full.

It's huge, bigger than any I've seen before. I have no idea how he walks around with it, much less how he uses it with such proficiency. He catches me looking down and reaches under my chin with a single finger, lifting my eyes up to his level again. He doesn't say anything — just smiles.

Then he leans in and bites down lightly on my nipple while reaching around me with both arms and pulling me forward, directly onto the massive, throbbing cock I'd just been admiring.

I throw my head back and moan, my eyes shut, my chest heaving. The force of it, the feel of skin on skin, our sweat and hot breath smashing into one another as he enters me from the front with just as much force as he did from behind … it's almost impossible to take. I'm dizzy.

I'm already almost on the edge of coming when I notice the pressure on my arms isn't as great as it was only a minute ago — and it's only then that I truly notice he has picked me up, is holding me aloft, all of my weight held only in his arms and resting on his pelvis. I wrap my legs around him and grip tightly, using the extra leverage to pull us together even more tightly.

It forces a moan out of him, and that's when I start to reach the point of no return. Hearing that large, authoritative man moan because of something I'm forcing out of him, combined with the fact that I'm both much, much smaller than he is and handcuffed but still hold power here, is just too much for my body to take when it has already been on edge since he pulled me over.

It hits me in waves, the first taking me by surprise with its intensity. I'd been pleasuring myself all day, but comparing that to the opening salvo of this particular orgasm would be like comparing a puddle to the ocean. I saw stars. My heartbeat feels like a muffled machine gun in my chest, and I can feel my pulse throbbing in my temples. I'm dripping in sweat and juices, gasping for air, my mouth and eyes wide open.

The waves are quick, strong, and unrelenting, coinciding with how hard our bodies are coming together as he fucks me savagely. I feel each and every inch of him, feel every bit of his skin on mine.

I don't know how loud I scream as the orgasm rips through me, but it's loud enough to get him to put a hand over my mouth. It doesn't stop him from holding me up — with just one arm now, as if he weren't impressive enough — and fucking me, and at this point I'm so sensitive I feel like I may pass out.

When he takes his hand away, I try to gather my breath and say, between his grunting thrusts: “Put me down. Do not uncuff me. I want you to finish in my mouth.”
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His eyes are intense, his skin glistening. I can tell he's thinking about ignoring my demand. I'm not about to tell him, but I'd be perfectly okay with that as well.

He sets me down onto the car, my hands still cuffed behind me, and then helps me get down onto the ground. The dirt of the construction site feels rough on my knees, but I savor the way the grit feels under me — just another bit of delicious pain I'll be feeling in the morning, on top of the muscle soreness. Physical reminders of this night that I'll carry for the better part of the week.

As I get onto my knees in front of him, he gets into position himself and I'm finally face to face with his huge, erect rod. It's even bigger up close. I can see my juices glistening all over it, and I begin to lick them off of his shaft.

He moans with pleasure, and grabs my head in his hands. I fucking love it when they do that.

I move back and forth along his entire length, running my tongue up and down the piping hot shaft, feeling whatever ridges or bumps in the skin I can, taking every single detail in.

I lean down slightly, craning my neck so I can get all the way under his cock, licking from the very base of his shaft — right above his balls — all the way up, up, up, just shy of the tip, and then pull back. He groans in frustration and looks down at me, then grabs my head in his hands again.

I don't need to be forced, though. I know what to do.

In one fell swoop, my bring my open mouth down directly onto the head of his cock and slide down it, feeling it fill all available space in my mouth. I slide further and further, feeling it go deeper and deeper, wondering how much of this tremendous size I can actually take in.

My eyes are wide in a mix of disbelief and uncontrollable arousal. In that moment I want nothing more than to have my hands free of the cuffs so I can be stroking him with one hand and pleasing myself with the other.

I don't think he'd listen, though, and I wouldn't want him to anyway.

That's right about when he starts to grunt a warning that he's going to come. It's a low, barely discernible slur of words, spoken hastily in the rush of pleasure and exhaustion I can sense is overtaking him.

I'm undeterred. I begin to stroke him even faster with my mouth, up and down, my tongue pressing hard against the underside of his cock.

Do it. Finish into the back of my throat. Make me taste you, make me drink you in.

He grips the back of my head hard and forces it down, and that combined with the helplessness of my situation is enough to have me almost coming yet again. I slam my eyes shut and moan hard, mouth still rapped around the officer's cock.

He groans and forces himself forward hard, pushing against the back of my throat. When he comes, the load feels like a sticky, hot shotgun blast. It's salty and bitter and every bit as powerful as the man it just came out of, and I'm doing everything I can to avoid choking on his length as I swallow what he gives me.

He pulls back, obviously more sensitive to the touch, and I refuse to let it go — moving forward along with his cock and licking what I can off of the shaft, getting just a little bit more, just a little bit more.

He removes himself from my mouth, and I lightly rest my chin on the head of his still very hard and throbbing rod. I look up at him with a smile, panting heavily, sitting right on the precipice of another orgasm.

“So am I free to go, officer?”

He smiles down at me. “Not just yet.”


~7~

He lifts me up off my knees and stands me up. I try to push in close to him, to feel his body on mine once more, but he spins me around and pushes me forward — bent over the car again.

He smacks my ass one more time and I'm way too far gone into another dimension of carnal satisfaction to even respond with a yelp or bite of my lip.

When his fingers enter me, they move with every bit of the determination his cock did, and it's practically seconds before I'm coming yet again, my legs shaking and threatening to collapse under me, my head rested firmly on the car, my eyes shut.

He's pulling up on my arms, using the handcuffs as leverage. It hurts, but only in the way I love — and he's figured that out. The burn in my shoulders only adds to the symphony of feelings rocketing up and down my body, and as the second orgasm rips through me in those same unrelenting waves I lose all control of myself and my knees collapse.

He keeps me upright, though, pressing against me with his own body. I can feel his cock, slightly less erect than it was before I sucked it dry, pushing up against the skin of my lower back.

Were I only a little less exhausted, I'd be turning around for round two, I think to myself.

“Oh, don't worry about that, Becky, there are damn sure going to be more opportunities,” he says with a chuckle.

I look back at him as best I can. “Did I say that out loud?”

His chuckle turns into a laugh. “Wow, you really are out of it. Let's get you out of these cuffs and settled down a bit.”

I hear the jangle of keys, and just like that my arms are free again. I let them settle back into position slowly, knowing it's going to hurt. It does, but I realize I couldn't care less.

I spin around, leaning back on my arms, hair sweaty and dangling in front of my face. My sundress is on the ground, sweaty and covered in dirt. He's pulling on his shirt and re-buckling his pants.

“You know,” I say, looking down at the dress, “I can get away with not wearing that on the drive home, but if I go getting out of my car naked, there's a chance one of your partners is going to be taking a call.”

“Maybe, but I think I'll be offering you an escort,” he says, and instantly my mind is reeling with the number of things we could do to each other if I invited him inside.
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