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About Anything You Say, Officer: Detained:

Just take me here and now. I don't care that all these people are around. Hell, I want them around. I want them to see it when you rip off my blouse and hike up my skirt and screw me into submission. I want a whole crowd gathered to see it. That's what I want. What are you waiting for?

Becky's thing for men in uniform has only accelerated since that hot night she spent with Tim, the police officer, in a construction site not too long ago. She had to have him, and she did — but now she wants more.

And the officer, of course, is up to the challenge. In no time at all, he's got her all to himself in a locked office in the middle of a public place. Moreover, he's looking forward to using the cuffs all over again.

This erotic short is the second part of the Anything You Say, Officer series. It features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, and much more hot, steamy action. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

He stands back up and grabs the cuffs from off of the desk, where he'd placed them as I was taking his pants off. Quickly, he starts looking around for places where he might use them.

I'm intrigued. Each new place he looks gives me another handful of ideas as to what we can do. Does he cuff me to the chair? Sit me down in it, secure me to it, and go down on me until I'm crying for him to let me come? How hard would he take me then?

Or maybe he wants to cuff me bent over the desk, like I'd been thinking before. My heels, my long legs, my powerful ass, all of these things and more, available to him, open to him. I'd spread myself for him, let him take whatever he wanted.

Finally, his gaze settles on the shelves attached to the wall. They're thick and sturdy, and I know for a fact he's thinking what I'm thinking.

He grabs my arm in his hand and walks me over to the shelves. When we're there, I hold out my hands to be cuffed. He grabs one wrist and holds it up far over my head, through the slats of the shelving, and clicks one of the cuffs shut around my wrist.

I inhale sharply. He looks at me quickly to make sure I'm okay, then grabs my other wrist and brings it up to meet the other through another gap in the shelving slats. The other cuff goes around that wrist and clicks shut.

Just like that, I am naked and helpless, once more at his mercy.


~1~

It's hard for me to truly express how difficult it is to walk by him during my daily commute without thinking about that scalding hot night we shared in the construction site.

Tim. Such a simple name, Such a simple act. And yet, the consequences have been endlessly complex.

It used to be I could simply wander past his intersection on my way to the office without a care in the world beyond the day's duties. Now, I find myself distracted. I find myself getting into my office, shutting the door, and immediately settling back into my chair to touch myself, to relieve even just a little of the tension that has set in over my commute.

I've taken to keeping extra underwear in my purse, knowing the ones I wear to work may be too wet by the time I get to mid-morning. I haven't had to resort to them too often just yet, but I feel like there's a breaking point and I feel like I'm approaching it rapidly.

It would be easier if I could just forget about him. Ignore him, even. Put that night we spent in the construction site out of my mind and never think of it again. But it happened. It can't be undone, and now I have to spend every waking moment knowing there is, out there on the street, a cop who would be more than happy to fuck my brains out.

A part of me thinks maybe my obsession is rooted in the fact that I haven't actually pursued him past that initial night. He never called me, and I never called him. I don't approach him at the intersection anymore. He waves every once in a while, and of course I smile back, but that's about it.

But I've fallen behind in too many meetings and been caught too many times staring longingly out the window to ignore it anymore. I have an itch, and it must be scratched.

Those are the circumstances that put me where I am, here, about twenty feet away from the intersection, carrying two coffees.

It worked last time, right? No reason it couldn't work again.

When he sees me, he waves. I smile back, and start walking over to him.

He's keeping an eye on the traffic the entire time, and I'm practically next to him before he even glances in my direction.

“Good morning, officer,” I say with a smile, holding one of the coffees up for him to take.

He does, and sips it gratefully. “Good morning, miss,” he says, his eyes warm. He waves some more traffic through the intersection, then looks back at me.

I'm staring up at him as if I expect him to throw down and fuck me right here. I know that's not what's going to happen, but I'm biting my lip and praying for something that simple, damn the consequences of it. 

Just take me here and now. I don't care that all these people are around. Hell, I want them around. I want them to see it when you rip off my blouse and hike up my skirt and fuck me into submission. I want a whole crowd gathered to see it. That's what I want. What are you waiting for?

Tim knows exactly what this is about. I can read his face very, very easily, just like I know he can read mine. He grins, and stares off into the distance.

“Can I help you with something, miss?” he says, and I'm both confused and profoundly disappointed.

“Oh, I was just ... I was just wondering if you're going to be around the construction site later tonight,” I say. “I was wondering if I might be able to pay you a visit.”

He sips the coffee, then looks at me again. Just talking to him has me so flustered and wet that I simply don't know what to do with myself. I shift my weight from leg to leg, trying to take my mind off the warm tingle between my thighs.

“Oh, I'm afraid not, miss,” he says. “Memo came down from up high that I've been assigned elsewhere in the evenings. Going to be keeping an eye on the train station.”

I do my best to avoid looking despondent. Or desperate. One of those long “d” words.

“The train station, huh?” I say. “That's a shame.”

“Oh, it's not so bad,” he says. “It's certainly busier than the construction site, but it's a perfectly good place for a man to get a little privacy. Especially around the 34th Street stop.”

I perk up. He sees my eyes widen, and he winks.

“I see, officer,” I say. “Well, I hope that beat treats you well.”

“Oh, I don't doubt it will,” he says. “Now if you'll excuse me, miss, I have to pay attention to this intersection. Gotta make sure folks don't go getting themselves into trouble. You have a safe day, now.”

I thank him and go on my way, my hands shaking almost too much to actually hold the coffee.

By the time I get into my office, I'm practically a puddle. I'm so worked up I touch myself and get off almost before I even have the chance to enjoy things. As the orgasm rolls through me like a slow train and I feel the muscles in my pelvis clench and unclench, I sit back in my chair to bathe in the afterglow and think about how pitiful — how quick and businesslike — that orgasm was compared to what I'm in for tonight.


~2~
 

I couldn't even begin to tell you most of what happened during the workday. I mean, I know what meetings I showed up for and what reports I filed, but if you asked me about the actual contents of those meetings and reports, I'd be forced to shrug and tell you I haven't the slightest idea.

It was all a blur. Everything that happened after I clocked in and got to my office was just in the way of what was to come after work let out.

The clock has never moved so slowly.

Just to tease and test myself, I decided not to close my office door or run off to the bathroom unless absolutely necessary. Knowing those options were available to me but refusing to take advantage of them was a tremendous rush. People would come by and talk to me about the latest numbers or whatever and I'd be looking them in the eye, but in reality I was miles away, my mind racing with thoughts of what officer Tim might have in store for me this evening.

The clock strikes five, and I'm out of the office so quickly my chair is still spinning as I close the door.

The walk to the train station at 34th Street is maybe five minutes, but five minutes has never felt longer. As my heels click and clack on the sidewalk and my long legs move as quickly as they can carry me, I think of all the things I've wanted to do to my officer friend since that night we spent at the construction site.

I imagine him cuffing me to a fence along a road a nearby county, placing me on my knees and having me suck him off. I imagine him taking me from behind while I'm bent over a desk in the station, the hour late and the place deserted, and leaving a pair of my soaked panties on his boss's doorknob.

I wonder if he's thought about these things, too.

As I finally get to the train station, I'm struck by two things: One, there aren't nearly as many people here as I thought there would be; and two, none of the people who are here appear to be my officer.

My officer. Fuck, I like the way that sounds.

Like most train stations, this one has two parts: above ground and below ground. The one above ground is small enough for me to be able to tell pretty quickly that Tim's not up here.

I slide my metro card through the turnstile and make my way down to the below ground part of the station.

It's nicer than most underground stations I've seen. I wouldn't call it spotless, but it's certainly clean. It stretches a few hundred feet in either direction, tracks running along either side. In the very middle are five staircases, each with the space underneath it walled in and used for storage or offices.

I walk along one side of the track — the entire length of the station — and don't see him anywhere. There are more people down here than there were above ground, and one or two stare at me as I wander, my eyes open, clearly distracted.

I get all the way to the end of the station and turn around to walk along the other side of the median. I make it maybe thirty feet before, without warning, I feel a powerful grip on my arm.

“And where do you think you're going, ma'am?” Tim's voice says from behind me, and suddenly my knees are weak.

People are staring. It's getting me hotter than I already was. I can feel the skin of my face go a deep shade of red, and I wonder if the people around me realize it's more from arousal than embarrassment. 

I turn around to look at him and play along. He doesn't let go of my arm. “Oh, I was just—”

He pulls hard on my arm again, and I almost have to catch my balance.

“I don't want to hear excuses,” he says. “You know what you did, ma'am. I'm going to need to talk to you.”

“But I don't—”

“Over here, ma'am. Now.”

He pulls my arm hard again, urging me back toward the very end of the platform. There's a door to an office there that I hadn't noticed on my trip around, and with a bunch of commuters watching, Tim opens the door, leads me through, and shuts it behind us.

The office is remarkably clean, small, and nondescript. There's a desk with a phone and computer, some shelves attached to the wall, and not a whole lot else. On the back wall, a clock ticks away over a poster of the various train schedules.

I walk over to the desk and spin around, sitting on it as Tim locks the door. He looks just as incredible as ever in his uniform. So authoritative. So domineering.

I wish he'd have bent me over and fucked me in front of everybody on the platform. Make a mess of me. Let the whole world see it.

“Sorry for the theatrics,” he says, turning around. “This office doesn't get any use at all, so if we don't have a reason to use it, it raises a few eyebrows.”

“Not a problem,” I say with a smile, secretly wishing the theatrics had been even more, well, theatrical.

He walks over to me and sweeps me into his huge, powerful arms, and I gleefully melt into him. I smell the workday on him, his uniform, the sweat of a hard day wafting into my nostrils and forcing a warmth through my loins.

I kiss him hard, grabbing his face in my hands, and he digs his fingertips deep into the meat of my ass. It hurts, but so beautifully, and I moan in a mix of pain and arousal.

I reach down and flick at the cuffs dangling from his belt. They jingle lightly. Such a pleasant noise for such a powerful tool.

He pulls back from my lips and smiles at me. I smile back, and reach my arms up over my head, reminding him of what I look like at my most vulnerable. Reminding him of what he had once and will have again.

As he starts to pull my blouse up over my head, I'm reminded of what it was like to be under his control.

It is a wonderful thing to revisit.
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My blouse comes up over my head in one smooth motion, my hair falling back down slowly over my shoulders and back. I shake it once, to get it out of my face, and he sweeps the rest into place with one large hand.

I'm unbuckling his trousers and he's unbuttoning his shirt when I grab his hands in mine, look him in the eye, and tell him to leave the top of the uniform on. He raises an eyebrow at me, but obliges.

He grabs the cuffs off of his belt just before I'm done unbuckling it. I let it go gently to the ground — it's heavy, and again I find myself marveling at his power for acting as if it didn't weigh anything — and soon have his pants down as well.

Now that only his boxers stand between me and that huge, throbbing cock, I'm able to take in the length of it once more. Part of me thought maybe my memory had enhanced it a little, that with my overactive drive I'd imagined it to be bigger than it actually was.

I most definitely had not.

It stretched the boxers to their limit, sticking straight out and nearly hitting me in the face as I knelt to bring his pants all the way down.

I wanted to let it slip through the fly in his boxers, see it again up close, take it in my mouth and suck him until he begged for me to let him come. Then I wanted to stop, to let him cuff me, bend me over the desk and fuck for his reward. I wanted to be helpless again, under his control again. I wanted to feel him dominate me like he did that night.

He slips his shoes off, and his pants come with them. Then, he begins to work on my skirt. He unzips it in the back and it slides down my legs gracefully. He traces its path with his fingers, down the back of my thighs, down my calves, and I'm tingling all over. Were it not for my now very soaked panties, I'd be dripping, glistening for him.

We're standing in front of each other, I down to nothing but my underwear and heels, he down to his boxers and uniform top.

He steps forward, his body against mine, and I feel his hard cock pressing into me through his boxers. He kisses my neck as he unclasps my bra, slipping it off my shoulders and down, pulling it out from between us and letting it drop to the ground. My breasts are pressed up against his uniform now, and I can feel each and every fold and crease in the material. My nipples rub against it, intensifying my desire, demanding we do something about the tension building within me.

He moves from kissing my neck down to kissing my shoulders, my breasts — stopping to nibble lightly on one of my nipples, making me gasp in pleasure — and down my tight, quivering stomach. As he gets to my panties, he pulls them down slowly, kissing along my newly exposed and shaven pussy as he does.

He smells me, buries his face in me, and I hold it there lightly with my hands, throwing my head back and inhaling deeply.

He stands back up and grabs the cuffs from off of the desk, where he'd placed them as I was taking his pants off. Quickly, he starts looking around for places where he might use them.

I'm intrigued. Each new place he looks gives me another handful of ideas as to what we can do. Does he cuff me to the chair? Sit me down in it, secure me to it, and go down on me until I'm crying for him to let me come? How hard would he fuck me then?

Or maybe he wants to cuff me bent over the desk, like I'd been thinking before. My heels, my long legs, my powerful ass, all of these things and more, available to him, open to him. I'd spread myself for him, let him take whatever he wanted.

Finally, his gaze settles on the shelves attached to the wall. They're thick and sturdy, and I know for a fact he's thinking what I'm thinking.

He grabs my arm in his hand and walks me over to the shelves. When we're there, I hold out my hands to be cuffed. He grabs one wrist and holds it up far over my head, through the slats of the shelving, and clicks one of the cuffs shut around my wrist.

I inhale sharply. He looks at me quickly to make sure I'm okay, then grabs my other wrist and brings it up to meet the other through another gap in the shelving slats. The other cuff goes around that wrist and clicks shut.

Just like that, I am naked and helpless, once more at his mercy.

He stands back and admires my tight body, and I lick my lips slightly. I've always thought having my arms above my head made my tits look fantastic, and it's clear to me that Tim agrees. He's also staring down at my naked pussy, my juices now too much to be held in place by my folds. A small drip makes its way down my inner thigh.

He steps forward and kneels down in front of me, prying my legs apart slightly, and licks my inner thigh clean. The feeling of his warm, wet tongue on one of my most sensitive stretches of skin is almost too much, and I moan in appreciation, tugging hard on the cuffs.

He keeps licking, slowly making his way up my thigh until he's just an inch or two shy of my pussy. I know he can smell me now, smell my arousal and how wet I am for him, and I thrust my hips forward gently, nudging him into the shaved skin of my mound. His nose bounces off it gently, and he looks up at me with a smile on his face. I smirk down at him. 

He stands up, body once again pressed into mine, and I feel him line up his rock hard cock — still trapped in the boxers — with the apex of my thighs. Its warmth is indescribable, even though the fabric, and I groan at the frustration of not feeling the skin of it, feeling it inside of me. I know that is to come, though, and I try my best to be patient. 

He reaches between my arms and grabs my head, pulling my face into his and kissing me hard. Our tongues dance over each other. I bite his lip. He bites mine, and pulls hard. We gasp onto each other, our breath hot and sticky, the heat of it warming us further. 

“Fuck me,” I whisper into his mouth, and our eyes lock. “I want you to fuck me hard.”

Harder than you've ever fucked anyone. I want to hurt in the morning. Every time I sit down for the next two days, I want to be reminded of how hard you took me here, in public. Make that happen.

He lifts my one leg up, holding it in the crook of his elbow, and uses his free hand to slip his cock through the fly of his boxers. It springs out, the flesh dark and pulsing with his arousal, every bit as incredible as I remembered.

As he slides it into me quickly and without hesitation, I gasp loudly. My moan turns into a groan and then a scream as he jumps right into thrusting as hard as he can, his torso slamming into me with such foxw that even with him holding my leg I feel as if I might lose my balance or go flying backward into the wall. 

He is hot inside me. Every button is pressed, every nerve on fire. I savor every inch of him as it slides on and out of me, looking down at the movement between bouts of clenching my eyes shut.

He thrusts a few more times as I scream through the ecstasy and then suddenly he stops and pulls out. I look at him, confusion and anger on my face. 

“You're a little too loud, he says, and I'm about to get frustrated by his chastising me in the middle of what we were doing when he reaches down and takes his boxers off. He wads them up and holds them in front of my mouth. I obediently open up, and he sticks them in. 

I taste everything. The sweat, the precome from how much work his dick was doing before he actually started fucking me, and, most arousing of all, I taste my own juices. I taste myself from when he was just slamming into me. 

My eyes roll back in pleasure, and I moan into the boxers. I can taste him. I want to taste more of him.

I will taste more of him. 


~4~

The boxers sit in my mouth, soaking, as he slips back inside me and keeps fucking, just as hard as before. I'm beside myself with pleasure. The weight I'm putting on my one foot while he holds the other and thrusts into me over and over is a distant discomfort right now, something I will worry about when my brain is not floating in orbit.

He radiates through me, fills me to the lip. I feel the cuffs dig into my wrists and I cherish the pain of it, every single feeling now only contributing to the overwhelming wave of sensation powering its way into my veins and along my spine.

He licks his free hand and proceeds to start rubbing my clit, and that's when the dam can no longer hold. I come, and come hard. Harder than I thought possible. It shoots through every nerve like a backdraft, engulfing me. My muscles tense. I yell, the boxers barely doing anything to stifle it. My fingernails dig hard into my palms, my toes curl in so far I begin to feel my arches cramp.

It is an orgasm worthy of the anticipation I have created for myself today, and as my brain dumps heaps of calming chemicals into my body I feel my heartbeat drop into something more sustainable and relaxed.

Tim, however, is not at all done fucking.

I get maybe a few seconds of respite and repose. He lets me enjoy the feeling of that orgasm, sink into it, savor the sensation of it.

And then he resumes. And for every bit as spent as I thought I was, for as sensitive as my clit and tender cunt have become, I welcome it yet again. The soreness is a trophy, and I will carry it with pride.

But staying upright at the moment is a challenge. I'm sinking down, my arms growing more taut, my wrists getting more and more sore from the cuffs pulling to keep me upright. He notices this, and pulls out.

After letting my leg drop to the ground, he walks over to his pants and belt, and I take a mental note of his cock bouncing with his step. He grabs the keys to the cuffs and walks back over to me — what a messy, sweaty wreck I must be — to uncuff me. The wrists slip out gratefully, one by one, and I immediately lean into him, feeling his strong posture propping me up.

“You poor thing,” he says, and pulls the boxers out of my mouth. “Are you too spent to go on?”

I look up at him, fatigued but with a fire still burning.

“You're going to cuff my hands behind my back,” I say. “You're going to lay me down on my stomach, on top of the desk, and you're going to fuck my mouth until you come all over my face.”

He stares at me, as if he can't process the direction I've just given him. “Are you sure you're up for that? You seem a little wiped.”

I look down at his cock and grip it hard in my hand. He flinches, and inhales sharply.

“You're not done,” I say. “So I'm not done.”

And with that, I let go of his cock and turn around, placing my hands together behind my back.

There's only another second or so of hesitation before I hear the cuffs clink and feel them wrap around my wrists, locking into place.

I walk over to the desk and maneuver myself onto it, sliding on my stomach until my head is nearly hanging off the edge. He walks over to where my head is, and I realize I'm going to have to prop myself up on my elbows to actually maintain the height necessary to properly suck this officer's cock. With my hands cuffed behind my back, it's going to be nearly impossible.

And then, finally catching onto the fact that I'm willing to do anything to make this happen, Tim reaches under my shoulders with his hands and lifts me up, arching my back so my head's now level with that massive, throbbing dick of his.

I look up in gratitude, open my mouth wide, and sink down onto him. He gasps in pleasure, moaning from the moment my lips reach halfway down his shaft.

My neck does all the work. I'm already extremely tired, and I'm not sure I long I can keep this up, but I have promised myself I will not stop until I've made this man come without the use of my hands. I need it.

Within seconds, the muscles in my neck are burning hard. I'm sweating profusely, and it drips into my eyes as I bob up and down. For his part, Tim's thrusting his cock further and further into my mouth. It pushes my tongue down, taps the back of my throat, and I gag on it, coughing once or twice. Tears form in my eyes, a reflex and nothing more. He looks down at me briefly, but my persistence tells him everything he needs to know about whether or not I want to keep going.

It isn't long before he's starting to moan louder and louder, breath harder and harder. His thrusts get quicker and sharper. He's sweating now, too, and I wonder how he plans to work the rest of his shift knowing he's got my pussy and his come all over his cock.

The thought of that alone is enough to make me reach back as far as I can with my cuffed hands and feel around for my pussy. It's wet, no doubt, and I want nothing more than to feel my own fingers inside of me. I want to tease myself as I finish him off.

Alas, it's not to be. Maybe next time.

As I begin to taste more and more precome leaking out of the tip of his cock, I look up to see how he's handling the end of this blowjob. His eyes are clenched shut, and it looks like he's flexing every muscle as he continues thrusting.

Finally, I hear it: a mumbled “I'm gonna come,” just barely audible over the noise we're producing. I suck harder, dive deeper onto him, take more of him into my mouth than I even thought possible. As the last loud groan escapes his lips and drags itself out, I pull off of his cock and shut my eyes, bracing for his load.

It hits me in the face, a hot, sticky rope of come that lands between my eyes and then down my left cheek. It feels scalding hot, even in our overheated state. Some of him drips down toward my mouth, and I do my best to grab it with my tongue. It's salty and bitter. It's wonderful.

He takes one hand out from under my shoulder and strokes himself a few times, breathing slowly and deeply, and I lick the tip of his cock. He flinches at first, too sensitive to be touched, but then he welcomes it, welcomes my eager tongue lapping up the remains of his load.

He lets the other shoulder go and I'm flat on the desk again, the muscles in my neck on fire from the stress. I lay there, hands cuffed behind my back, barely able to catch my breath, as he stands over me, his entire body spent.

I roll onto my side and look up at him, smiling. I still have most of his come on my cheek.

“Well, officer,” I say, trying to shake my sweaty hair out of my eyes and failing miserably, “am I free to go?”

He smiles down at me and runs a finger down my cheek, collecting what remains of his come. He slips that finger into my mouth, and I suck it clean.

“I think you're free to go, yeah,” he says. “But I think I'm going to be calling you downtown for another interview at a later date.”

I let his finger drop out of my mouth. It pulls my lower lip down before it clears, and my lip snaps back up into place. “Is that so, officer?”

“You can count on it,” he says, and I'm already making a mental list of the positions I want to try next time.
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Her Bondage Punishment, His Pleasure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U2NFSNY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U2NFSNY

The Delivery Girl's Bondage Adventure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Tie Game

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Working for It

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!
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