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      Hunter sat in the passenger seat, rigid and silent. Of course, we both were. The drive home after therapy had become a ritual of discomfort—thick silence, unspoken grievances, and the persistent hum of failure. Couple’s counseling wasn’t doing a damn thing for our marriage, and we both knew it.

      I kept glancing at him, hoping—praying—that his eyes would meet mine. Just once. But they never did. His gaze remained locked on the dark road ahead, his profile etched in shadows from the dash lights.

      “Why do we even bother with therapy?” I asked finally, my voice low, more weary than confrontational. “It’s not really helping, is it?”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him shrug and pull his jacket tighter around his chest like armor. “It takes time,” he said, without conviction.

      “It’d be easier if you just forgave me,” I said, careful to keep my tone soft. “What I did wasn’t that big of a deal.”

      That got his attention. He turned, finally, and fixed me with a glare that cut straight through the foggy silence between us.

      “You were watching lesbian porn, Cassidy,” he said, his voice sharp with disbelief—as if he had to remind me. “And when I ask if you’re open to a threesome, you say no. What am I supposed to do with that? How am I supposed to believe you still want me?”

      “It was just… curiosity,” I replied, too quickly. “You know I don’t like girls. You should know that better than anyone.”

      His lips parted like he might argue, but he only exhaled, his expression brittle. “Is that supposed to make me feel better?” he muttered. “Because right now, it doesn’t.”

      A long pause stretched between us, filled only by the low hum of the engine and the sudden tap-tap-tap of rain against the windshield. I flicked the wipers on, watching the streaks of water smear across the glass like tears.

      “You’re more than enough,” I said at last, the words rehearsed—spoken so many times now they barely felt real. “But… you haven’t really been in the mood lately.”

      His scowl deepened, carving tension across his face. “So this is my fault now?”

      “No.” I shook my head quickly. “It’s no one’s fault. It’s just… something that happened.”

      Colored lights flashed in the rearview mirror—red and blue, blinding against the night.

      “Damn it,” I muttered, pulling off to the side of the road.

      “What did you do now?” he asked, folding his arms, already annoyed.

      “I didn’t do anything,” I said, squinting into the mirror as the officer approached.

      I rolled the window down halfway—just enough to hear and be heard without letting the rain soak the interior.

      “License and registration,” the officer said, her tone firm but smooth. Almost… sultry.

      I blinked up at her. She looked eerily similar to one of the women from that video I hadn’t meant to watch twice. Chocolate-brown hair tucked beneath her cap. Hazel eyes sharp and unreadable. Her figure, too, was uncanny—feminine in that commanding way I couldn’t help but notice.

      I pulled my gaze away, heat prickling my cheeks, and focused on the task at hand. I reached across Hunter’s lap and opened the glove box, fishing out the registration papers. Then I leaned down to grab my wallet from the purse at my feet.

      As I bent over, I swore I felt her eyes on me. My mind was probably playing tricks. Too many videos lately, too many late-night thoughts I hadn’t dared say out loud.

      I handed her my license, and for a second—just a second—I thought I saw her pause as she read it. Her gaze flicked to mine, unreadable.

      “Your taillight’s out,” she said finally. “With this weather, I can’t let you keep driving like that. It’s a safety hazard.”

      “We’re almost home, officer,” I said, trying for a smile. “If you could just let us go…”

      Hunter leaned across my lap, his broad chest grazing mine, and peered out the window toward the officer. At some point, he had shed his jacket, revealing his thick, toned arms beneath the snug fabric of a black T-shirt. The shirt clung to him in all the ways he liked—tight across the chest, the sleeves hugging his biceps just enough to show them off. He turned on that boyish charm I used to fall for.

      “Please, officer,” he said, voice low, almost playful. “We’ll do anything. Just let us get home.”

      I winced. Was he serious? No shame. No filter. I was in therapy for watching a couple of videos online, and here he was flirting with the nearest woman in uniform like it was some kind of joke.

      The officer didn’t so much as blink. “You can wipe that smirk off your face, mister,” she said, her voice firm. “I’m not interested.”

      Hunter let out a sharp laugh and leaned back in his seat. “What, are you gay or something?”

      “Hunter!” I gasped, horrified. “Jesus Christ.”

      “Control your wife,” she said coolly, eyes still fixed on him. “Or I’ll take him to the station with me.”

      “She doesn’t control me,” he snapped, folding his arms across his chest like a sulking teenager. Then, suddenly, something lit up behind his eyes—mischief or madness, I couldn’t tell. He leaned across me again, grinning.

      “You know, if you are gay,” he said, voice laced with sarcasm, “my husband here is newly curious. I’m sure she’d be more than happy to please you real quick in your cruiser.”

      My stomach dropped.

      I grabbed his shoulders and shoved him firmly back into his seat. “Enough,” I said through clenched teeth. “This ends now.”

      But it was already too late.

      “I’m going to need your husband to step out of the vehicle,” the officer said, her tone unreadable.

      “He’s not thinking straight,” I said quickly. “He’s drunk. He didn’t mean it.”

      But that, too, was a lie. He wasn’t drunk at all. He was angry. Raw. And hurting far more than I’d realized.

      The officer leaned down, rain dripping from the brim of her hat, soaking her uniform until it clung to her in all the wrong—or right—ways. Her hazel eyes met mine. “Sir. Get out of the car before I come around and drag you out myself.”

      For the first time all night, Hunter looked afraid. And maybe I shouldn’t have, but I felt a flicker of satisfaction. Serves him right. Still, as much as I hated the drama he’d created, I didn’t want to spend the night bailing him out of jail.

      With a reluctant sigh, he opened the door and stepped out into the rain. The officer circled around the car, fast and efficient, and before I could blink, she had his arms behind his back.

      I climbed out, heart thudding. “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice thin and breathless. The rain soaked through my blouse in seconds, but I barely noticed.

      The officer didn’t even glance my way. “Your husband is under arrest,” she said. “He should know better than to mouth off to a police officer.”

      “You can’t,” I said. My gaze darted to Hunter’s, wide and pleading now. “Please. He didn’t mean it.”

      I hesitated, then added the words before I could stop myself. “I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

      As soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them.

      Her eyes flicked to me—sharper now, assessing. For a moment, just a breath, she paused. Her gaze swept over me, lingering on the soaked fabric clinging to my curves. She swallowed. And for that moment, I wondered if she might actually take me up on the offer.

      But then her jaw tightened. She looked away.

      “That won’t be necessary,” she said curtly. “I’m not that kind of cop.”

      I stepped forward, trembling. “I won’t let you take him.”

      Even as I said it, I wasn’t sure why I was defending him. Maybe it was the look in his eyes. Maybe it was guilt. Or maybe I was still the kind of woman who couldn’t walk away from a bad situation without first trying to fix it.

      “I’m afraid you don’t have a choice,” she said coolly. “And if you don’t watch yourself, you’ll be coming down with him.”

      Her words hit like a slap, sharp and inarguable. I stayed quiet, biting the inside of my cheek as I watched her finish cuffing my arrogant, now very subdued husband. I felt like a coward beside her—small, powerless. But what could I do? She was the law, after all. And he had opened his big, reckless mouth.

      “As a matter of fact,” she added, dusting her hands off like she’d just dealt with a minor nuisance, “I don’t want you driving in this weather. I’m bringing you in too.”

      “What?” I blinked. “Why? I didn’t do anything.”

      “You both pissed me off,” she said bluntly, her gaze shifting to Hunter before flicking back to me. “Do I need to cuff you too?”

      I shook my head fast, lips pressed tightly together. Wordlessly, I reached into the car, pulled the keys from the ignition, and closed the door with quiet finality. Then I followed her, my steps squelching against the wet pavement as she led Hunter toward the back of the cruiser.

      “You can ride up front,” she said, not unkindly. “You’re not under arrest. I just don’t want you on the road tonight. Your husband, on the other hand, is about to give me hours of paperwork.”

      Hunter shot me a pleading look, as if expecting me to spring into action—to tackle the officer, hijack the car, or pull off some Bonnie-and-Clyde-style jailbreak. I knew that look too well. She’s just a girl, he was probably thinking. But he was forgetting something important: she had a badge, a gun, and absolutely zero tolerance for bullshit.

      I wasn’t about to take my chances for him.

      The drive to the station was quiet—eerily so. I stared through the windshield at the dark road ahead, the sound of rain filling the silence between us.

      It didn’t take long before the building came into view, squat and unassuming at the edge of what I now realized was a very, very small town.

      “This is it?” I asked, eyebrows raised as we pulled into the lot. “This is your jail?”

      “This is it,” she replied. No hint of irony.

      I glanced over at Hunter, cuffed in the back seat, and felt the smallest flicker of guilt. He looked so lost now. So different from the cocky jerk who’d made everything worse. I turned back to her, took a breath, and decided—against all logic and better judgment—to try and make this right.

      “My husband was right,” I said softly. “I’ll do… anything to keep him from getting a record. So will he. If that’s what you want.”

      Even as I spoke the words, shame bloomed across my chest like a bruise. I’d just offered myself. And now, I was offering him. To her.

      The officer’s eyes locked onto mine. Cold. Sharp. Hard to read.

      “I told you to keep your mouth shut,” she said, voice low and unyielding. “That’s it. You’re both staying overnight.”

      “Overnight?” Hunter asked, his voice cracking for the first time all evening.

      “Yes.” She smiled then—slow, sharp, and unmistakably cruel. “Don’t worry. It’ll just be the three of us here.”

      A chill prickled down my spine.

      “Officer, please,” I murmured, desperate now, but uncertain for what exactly—mercy or clarity.

      “Don’t make things worse for yourself, Cassidy,” she said, her voice like velvet over steel.

      The sound of my name on her lips sent an involuntary shiver straight to my core. I clenched my thighs together, confused, ashamed… and more turned on than I should have been.

      “Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, finally yielding.

      She stepped out of the cruiser, her boots splashing in a shallow puddle, and I followed her across the cracked pavement as she led my husband toward the squat jailhouse. The building looked more like a converted maintenance shed than an actual law enforcement facility. No sign of another officer. No receptionist. No front desk.

      Inside, the air was thick and stale, the office space dimly lit and cramped. Faded paperwork littered the desk. A single fan turned lazily in the corner, doing nothing to stir the heavy humidity of the storm. She tugged Hunter down a narrow hallway without a word and flung open a cell door with a rusty creak. Before he could say anything smart, she shoved him inside and slammed it shut with a metallic clang.

      Then she turned toward me.

      Her hazel eyes held mine for a long moment—too long. Something unreadable flickered across her face. Then, without warning, her fingers wrapped firmly around my upper arm.

      “What—?” I gasped, but she didn’t respond.

      She opened the cell again, pulled me in behind him, and shut the door. The sound of the bars locking echoed like a gavel.

      “You two have fun in there,” she said with a smirk before walking away, the click of her boots fading down the hallway.

      Hunter scowled as the silence fell. “Great. Just great.”

      I crossed my arms. “What exactly are you mad at me for?”

      “You just followed her back here? Just let yourself get arrested with me like some loyal little sidekick?”

      “I wasn’t arrested,” I snapped. “She didn’t even cuff me. And you’re the reason we’re in this mess, not me.”

      Before he could retort, the officer’s voice floated in from the front office—sharp, amused. “Do I need to come back there and reprimand you two?”

      I straightened instinctively, my cheeks flushing. “No, ma’am.”

      The words left my lips before I could stop them. And there it was again—that strange flutter in my stomach every time I called her that.

      Hunter rolled his eyes. “So what now?” he muttered. But I had no answer. I just shrugged, exhausted by it all.

      Then, to my complete confusion, he started laughing.

      I turned to him slowly. “What the hell is so funny?”

      “You actually said it,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. “You actually offered to do anything. So tell me—what were you more excited to do? Lick her pussy? Or let her fuck you with one of those thick strap-ons you watch in your little videos?”

      A surge of rage rose in my chest so fast I didn’t have time to check it. I grabbed the front of his shirt and shoved him hard against the cinderblock wall.

      “You need to stop this,” I growled. My breath was ragged, my heart pounding. “Right now.”

      But he just laughed again—lower this time, more smug than before. “Where was this fire earlier? When she was threatening to haul you in? Where was this aggression when you were too busy eye-fucking her badge?”

      “Smart,” came the officer’s voice again, laced with ice. She was behind us, just past the bars. “Unlike running that smart mouth of yours.”

      Hunter’s eyes dropped instantly to the floor, his grin faltering. I stepped back from him, ashamed. My body still trembled with adrenaline, but it was shame now, not anger, that made my hands unsteady.

      “Sorry, officer,” I said, voice small. I didn’t dare meet her gaze, but I could feel it on me—hot, direct.

      She didn’t speak right away. Then, evenly, she asked, “Why are you so angry with your wife?”

      Hunter hesitated. And in that pause, I could see the truth: he didn’t know how to answer.

      “We’re in couple’s therapy,” I offered. My voice was steadier now, though my pulse hadn’t slowed.

      “And he doesn’t want to be?” she asked, tilting her head.

      “Who knows?” I said, glancing between the two of them. “He’s mad at me, and I swear he’s using therapy as a form of punishment.”

      “I am not,” Hunter said, his jaw tight, but his eyes were gleaming with something else—defiance, or maybe pride. “If you must know, officer… my wife has a thing for watching women fuck each other. I don’t approve. Hence the therapy.”

      The officer arched a brow, then smirked.

      “Unless, of course,” she added dryly, “it’s a way to get out of jail.”

      Hunter glared at her but didn’t respond.

      And I? I couldn’t look away. Not from her smirk. Not from the way the rain had dried across her uniform, leaving the faintest outline of curves that had been burned into my brain the moment I saw her.

      Hunter’s cheeks flushed a soft pink, the kind of embarrassed hue that crept in when he wasn’t sure whether to feel humiliated or turned on. The officer didn’t give him time to decide. With a swift movement, she unlocked the cell and stepped inside, swinging the bars shut behind her with a loud metallic clang.

      My heart kicked up a notch.

      Nothing good could come from her being in here with us. Not with the look in her eyes. Not with the charge already hanging in the air like static before a storm.

      She moved toward me, slow and deliberate, her gaze dragging across my face like it was searching for something. “Is it true?” she asked, her voice low. “Did he catch you watching lesbian porn?”

      I opened my mouth but said nothing. I only shrugged, the shame of it washing over me in fresh waves. My body trembled, and I instinctively stepped backward—until my spine met the cold concrete wall. She kept coming, closing the space between us until I could feel her breath, warm and slow, brushing against my cheek.

      She didn’t break eye contact. “Is this what you wanted to see, Hunter?” she called over her shoulder, sharp enough to sting. “Is this what you wanted to fucking see?”

      And then she kissed me.

      Just like that.

      Her mouth claimed mine with no hesitation, her lips softer than I’d imagined, yet insistent. She kissed me like she’d been waiting for it—like she already knew how I’d taste. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, teasing, unhurried, but sure of itself. And to my shock, I kissed her back. Not just passively. I met her tongue with mine, leaned into her, pushed against her body with the quiet desperation of someone who’d been starved of attention.

      What the hell was happening to me?

      When she pulled away, breathless but unreadable, I turned instinctively toward Hunter, expecting to see anger, disgust… something.

      But he wasn’t angry.

      His eyes were wide. His jaw slack. His entire body tense with arousal.

      “Do it again,” he whispered, almost in disbelief.

      My stomach fluttered.

      But the officer only chuckled. “I don’t take orders,” she said, her voice dipping into something darker. “I give them.”

      She turned her attention back to me, her gaze trailing down the length of my body like a secret being unraveled. “Looks like you’re curious after all.”

      “No,” I lied, breath shaky. “I’m not. I was just… bored. That’s all.”

      Her smirk deepened.

      She pivoted to Hunter, her tone crisp again. “Then let me give you something really exciting.” Her voice dropped an octave. “Drop your pants.”

      Hunter froze.

      I saw the hesitation flicker through his eyes—the mental leap he was trying to calculate. I knew he was curious. We both were. But acting on it? In front of me?

      He didn’t move.

      “I said drop,” she barked, her voice firm with authority.

      That did it. His hands moved to his belt with visible nervousness, fingers fumbling as he unfastened the buckle and slid his jeans down over his hips. The fabric hit the floor with a thud.

      What happened next took me completely by surprise.

      She sank to her knees in front of him—fluid, controlled, like it was the most natural thing in the world. I instinctively brought a hand to my mouth, stunned. But I couldn’t look away. And judging by the ache between my thighs, I didn’t want to.

      Hunter’s breath hitched as she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around the base of his cock with ease. He was already hard. Thick. Larger than I remembered. Maybe I’d just forgotten what he looked like when he was really, deeply aroused.

      She parted her lips and hovered just inches from his tip, then paused. Her eyes flicked up to meet his. There was hesitation there—just for a second. A glimmer of conscience, maybe. Or guilt.

      I’m not that kind of cop, she’d said earlier.

      But desire was a powerful thing. And whatever restraint she’d been clinging to vanished in the next breath.

      She took him into her mouth.

      Slow at first. Then deeper. Deeper still, until her lips kissed the ridge of his pelvis and she gagged around him.

      I gasped—an involuntary, breathless sound that felt too loud in the cell. My chest rose and fell quickly, every nerve in my body lit up with heat. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Couldn’t believe how aroused I was. But my body told the truth in every way my mouth couldn’t.

      Hunter groaned—loudly. He reached for the wall behind him for balance, head tilting back. I hadn’t seen him this turned on in months.

      Still, I couldn’t shake the question circling in my mind.

      If she wasn’t into men… if she wasn’t into him… then who was this for?

      Because the way she kept glancing back at me—watching me as she worked him deeper into her mouth—it didn’t feel like this was about satisfying him at all.

      It felt like this was a show.

      And I was the one she wanted watching.

      The thought of it made me wet.

      Not just aroused, but soaked—soaked in a way I hadn’t been in months. The idea of her—this stranger in a badge—claiming my husband right in front of me as some twisted form of punishment or dominance made my panties cling to me with humiliating need.

      I sucked in a sharp breath and stared. Not at Hunter. Not at the act. But at her. The confidence. The control. The way she took him without hesitation. Like it was her right.

      Hunter looked down at her, eyes wide with disbelief. But then something shifted. His shoulders relaxed, and the stunned look on his face gave way to something else. Acceptance. Hunger.

      He placed one hand gently on her head, then began to move. Slow at first, tentative. Then deeper. More certain. He pumped his cock in and out of her mouth while she gripped his thighs and met every thrust with a skilled flick of her tongue.

      It wasn’t romantic. It was raw.

      Hunter groaned, banging a fist against the wall behind him. His brows pinched together as the sensation overtook him. He gasped, then growled low in his throat, guiding her rhythm with both hands now. His hips snapped forward, once, twice—until his thighs clenched tight.

      She took him deep, letting him fill her throat, barely flinching even as she gagged.

      And then he came.

      His release spilled into her mouth with a sound that made my stomach twist. She drank what she could, swallowing him down, but some of it escaped her lips, dripping onto her chin.

      Hunter’s eyes fluttered half-shut as he turned to look at me. His gaze was hazy, dazed, but the message was clear. He saw me.

      My cheeks were burning. My breathing was uneven. I knew how I must’ve looked—flushed, glassy-eyed, standing there like some stunned voyeur who had been hiding this need far too long. There was no way to walk this back. He knew now. He saw the truth in my eyes.

      And maybe worse… so did I.

      How could he ever look at me the same again? And how could I look at him the same, knowing how badly I’d wanted it?

      The officer wiped her mouth and pushed her fingers through her damp hair. For a moment, she looked almost vulnerable—out of breath, caught between roles. But then she straightened, like someone remembering who they were supposed to be.

      “Come here,” she said, her voice low but unmistakably firm.

      I stepped forward, nerves fluttering in my chest. I didn’t know what she wanted. I didn’t know what I wanted. Her eyes scanned mine, unreadable now, full of something wild and searching—like she wasn’t entirely sure how she’d ended up here either.

      “Strip.”

      I froze.

      Hunter, still panting, spoke before I could. “Do what she says, for Christ’s sake. She’s a fucking cop.”

      “Oh, now you want to follow orders?” I snapped, half-laughing, half-terrified.

      “If you two don’t stop arguing,” she interjected sharply, “I’ll duct tape your mouths shut.”

      I believed her. Hunter must’ve too, because he didn’t say another word.

      “Now,” she said again, slower this time. “Take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

      With trembling hands, I reached for the hem of my shirt and lifted it over my head. The chill of the cell prickled across my skin as I unfastened my jeans and stepped out of them. I stood in just my bra and panties—thin, satin, and already embarrassingly damp.

      Hunter’s eyes locked onto me, wide and uncertain. I could see the war in his expression—want, guilt, confusion. He’d wanted this. Begged for it, even. But now that it was real, he didn’t know how to process what it was doing to him.

      “You’re not done,” the officer said.

      Her eyes dropped to my chest, and then lower. Her tongue darted out, slow and deliberate, wetting her lips. I looked down and saw the dark stain blooming across my panties. My arousal, no longer a secret.

      I unclasped my bra and let it fall. Then I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and pulled them down, slow and deliberate. I stepped out of them, baring myself completely.

      Her eyes dragged over every inch of me.

      I felt weak.

      Exposed.

      I had never felt that way with Hunter. Not really. Not like this.

      Her gaze caught mine and held it. Then she moved forward—silent, controlled—and stripped off her shirt, letting her badge and belt fall to the side. Her pants followed, kicked off in one fluid motion. My breath caught.

      She wore a simple black bra and underwear, both tight and minimal. But they didn’t stay on long. She peeled them away too, leaving nothing between us.

      She was stunning. Her breasts full, her nipples tight and dusky. Her skin flushed from arousal. Her pussy trimmed and glistening at the seam. Every step she took toward me made my knees weaken, made my curiosity ignite into something bigger. Hotter.

      Something real.

      And when she stopped in front of me—naked, breathing hard, eyes locked to mine—I didn’t think. I just let the heat rise.

      I didn’t know what she was about to do.

      But I knew I wanted it.

      With one swift motion, her hand gripped my waist—strong, commanding—and pulled me flush against her bare body.

      “What else are you curious about?” she asked, her voice a low, velvet-draped challenge.

      I glanced instinctively toward Hunter, but her fingers slid beneath my chin and angled my face back to hers, keeping my gaze where she wanted it—on her. Her grip was firm, but not unkind. It felt like control more than violence. And something about that made my knees weaken.

      I stared into her eyes for a long, unsteady moment before answering. They were unreadable and dark, yet burning with purpose—beautiful pools of deliberate, contained hunger.

      “I guess…” I whispered, “I’m curious about all of it.”

      A smile curled at the corner of her lips. “Do you wonder what it feels like,” she asked, “to have a woman eat you out?”

      The question hit me in the gut.

      I swallowed hard and nodded.

      “Beg me,” she said. “Beg me to make you come.”

      Before I could even process what was happening, her fingers moved between my thighs, slipped through my slick heat, and slid inside me with ease. And in that moment, begging her became the most natural thing in the world.

      “Please,” I whimpered. “Make me come.”

      “Louder,” she commanded.

      I met her gaze, swallowing the knot that had formed in my throat. Her expression didn’t soften. She didn’t blink. I closed my eyes, pulled in a trembling breath, and said it again—this time louder, bolder.

      “Please! Make me come!”

      Somewhere behind me, I heard Hunter groan—whether from excitement or unease, I couldn’t tell. My body didn’t care. My mind didn’t care. Her fingers curled inside me just right, and all I could do was grip her wrist and hold myself together.

      Her mouth tilted into a pleased smile. She kept her hand at my jaw, holding me in place.

      “Say my name,” she ordered.

      My heart leapt into my throat. My eyes widened. Panic swelled.

      What was her name?

      “I… I don’t know it,” I confessed, the admission tumbling out like a secret I hadn’t meant to share. Embarrassment rushed through me. It felt wrong not to know something so intimate about the person making me feel this way.

      She laughed—a soft, amused sound—and her lips curved into something darker.

      “That’s right,” she said, enjoying the power in it. “So what do you call me?”

      I looked at Hunter, then back at her. Something about the question—the way she stood there, tall and unflinching, the way she touched me like I was hers—made the answer obvious.

      “Ma’am,” I whispered.

      “Good girl,” she purred.

      Then she dropped to her knees.

      She stared at me like I was her first drink of water after a long, dry thirst. Her hands slid to my hips, and she pressed my back against the nearest wall with a firm but reverent touch. And then, in one quick, devastating motion, her mouth descended over me.

      My palms slapped against the wall for balance as my legs nearly gave out. My eyes rolled back. Her tongue was hot, precise, insistent. She licked, sucked, teased every nerve between my thighs like she knew exactly where to press, exactly what rhythm would unravel me.

      “Fuck,” I breathed, nearly a sob.

      Hunter was still watching, his hands covering his mouth like he couldn’t believe this was happening. But disbelief wasn’t all that showed on his face. His cock had hardened again, visibly straining with need.

      Boldness swept through me. I slid a hand down to her head, threading my fingers through her damp hair. I half-expected her to swat me away—but she didn’t. She only moaned softly against me and kept going, her tongue relentless.

      Across the cell, Hunter could no longer resist. His hand wrapped around his cock, and he began to stroke slowly, eyes never leaving mine.

      There was something new in his face—tenderness, yes, but also desire. A depth I hadn’t seen from him in so long. Something was shifting between us. Something was cracking open.

      I might’ve kept watching him if I hadn’t been dragged back under by the rising wave inside me. My stomach tightened. My thighs trembled. I looked down at the officer—Ma’am—and her eyes met mine as her tongue danced faster, firmer, against me.

      I hunched forward, my hands clutching her hair, every part of me shaking. I was close. So close.

      But then came the hesitation.

      What if she didn’t want this from me? What if she didn’t want me to come in her mouth?

      My body didn’t wait for permission.

      A sharp groan tore from my throat as pleasure overtook me. I came hard—waves of heat pulsing out from my center as I writhed against her mouth. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t pause. She kept going, licking, sucking, coaxing me through it like she’d waited her whole life for this moment.

      And maybe… I had too.

      She pulled her mouth away from me, slow and deliberate, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand. A soft breath left her, and she turned to glance at Hunter, a satisfied smirk tugging at her mouth.

      Hunter looked uneasy—flushed, conflicted, and still very much stroking himself. His gaze darted between us like he didn’t know whether to be afraid or aroused.

      “Looks like you two didn’t need therapy after all,” she murmured.

      Neither of us said a word. I stayed where I was, my back pressed to the cold cinderblock wall, my legs still trembling, breath shallow. My skin buzzed with aftershocks.

      “So… is that it?” I asked, my voice hoarse. “Will you let us go now?”

      She stood, slow and poised, then shook her head with mock regret. “Not until we’ve dealt with the rest of that curiosity,” she said, taking a step toward me.

      Her hand reached up, her touch featherlight at first as she wrapped her fingers gently—but firmly—around my throat. Not choking. Just holding. Claiming.

      “What else are you curious about?” she asked.

      “Nothing,” I lied, trying to sound unaffected, but my voice cracked on the word.

      Because the truth was messy.

      I wanted to watch her ride my husband. I wanted to see them together—flesh to flesh, loud and wet and real. I wanted to witness it. Feel it. But I also knew something in me would shift the moment I let it happen. There would be no taking it back. No pretending it hadn’t gotten under my skin.

      She tilted her head, studying me like a detective who already knew the truth. “Come now. There must be something else.”

      Hunter let out a breath and rolled his eyes. “She probably wants to taste you,” he muttered.

      Rage flickered through me. That voice. That presumption. When would he stop doing that? Speaking for me like he owned the rights to my mouth?

      But the officer’s voice cut in again, smooth and certain. “I don’t think that’s true,” she said. Her slick thigh brushed mine as she spoke, and the pressure sent a ripple down my spine.

      “Sure it is,” I said flatly—another lie. Or maybe a half-truth.

      Yes, I wanted to taste her. Yes, I wanted to make her come, feel her tremble against my lips. But that wasn’t the whole story.

      And somehow… she knew that.

      She let out a soft laugh. Not mocking. Just amused by my weakness.

      “No,” she said, looking straight through me. “That’s not what she wants.”

      She turned her attention to Hunter and added, “Though if she’s a good girl, she might get to find out anyway.”

      Her fingers remained around my throat, her hold tender but charged. She leaned in and whispered, “She wants to watch us. Like a filthy little voyeur.”

      The words struck something deep and primal. Hunter’s eyes widened. I felt my jaw tighten. I should’ve said something. I should’ve objected. But the truth pulsed hot in my blood.

      I did want to watch.

      And maybe, just maybe, this was what we needed. If I gave him this—this proof of love, of submission, of trust—maybe he’d finally stop questioning me. Maybe he’d finally believe I was his.

      The officer released me and walked toward the bars of the cell. She reached for them, wrapped her hands around the cold steel, and shifted her hips back.

      A silent invitation.

      “Well?” she said over her shoulder, glancing at Hunter with a teasing smirk.

      Hunter hesitated. His eyes locked with mine, searching for clarity. Permission. Forgiveness. Maybe all three.

      And even though everything inside me twisted with nerves, I found the will to nod.

      It’s okay, I tried to say with my eyes. Even if it didn’t feel like it.

      Hunter stepped toward her, his cock still hard and glistening with arousal. He reached her, and with one hand, he guided himself between her thighs. He rubbed himself against her slick entrance, coating the head of his cock with her wetness.

      I leaned my head back against the wall, dazed.

      I was really about to watch my husband fuck a female cop in a jail cell.

      All because he couldn’t keep his mouth shut.

      Hunter pressed the thick, swollen head of his cock against her slick entrance and eased his way inside. She winced, her brow tightening as he stretched her open inch by inch, but he was patient—uncharacteristically so. His hands rested gently on her hips, anchoring her, guiding the pace. And though he was careful, his sheer size still made her gasp with each slow, deliberate thrust.

      I watched, unable to look away, as his cock disappeared deeper into her, as their bodies aligned and began to move together—first in tension, then in surrender.

      My fingers drifted between my legs almost without thought, circling my clit in slow, rhythmic strokes that mirrored the motion of Hunter’s hips.

      He groaned as he pushed in again, the sound raw and deep. Each movement seemed to bring them closer—not just to climax, but to something shared, something primal. And the more he filled her, the more the pain on her face melted into something softer. Her moans deepened. Her spine arched. The sting had given way to pleasure. Pure, aching pleasure.

      I gasped aloud, breath catching in my throat every time he plunged deeper. My own touch became more desperate, more insistent, as I watched my husband lose himself inside another woman. The cop moaned again, this time in perfect rhythm with the sound of my own shallow breaths.

      Hunter’s pace quickened. I could hear it in the slap of skin, in the tightening of his voice, in the way his fingers dug harder into her waist. He was close. So close. I knew every sound, every muscle twitch, every tell.

      Then the officer turned her head and looked back at him—no, at me. Her eyes found mine over Hunter’s shoulder, and she smiled.

      This is all for me.

      Something hot and tangled curled in my stomach.

      I felt used. I felt dirty. I felt... claimed. But I also felt something I hadn’t expected—whole. As Hunter’s cock pumped in and out of her, I felt vindicated. Seen. As if, somehow, all the shame he’d thrown at me had transformed into desire.

      And when he came—when he groaned loud and low and spilled himself inside her—I felt victorious.

      He wasn’t just accepting my fantasy now. He was participating in it.

      By the time Hunter pulled out, I didn’t need to be told what came next.

      The moment I saw his cum trickling from her pussy—thick and glistening—I dropped to my knees behind her without hesitation. I wrapped both hands around her ass and pulled her open for me.

      Then I leaned in, tongue extended, and dragged it slowly along her inner thigh. She shivered. I flicked upward, letting the tip of my tongue catch the wetness dripping from her, then pressed my mouth to her swollen, used pussy.

      She moaned and arched her back, her bare breasts flattening against the cold steel bars as I tasted her. I sucked gently, then harder, licking her in the same rhythm she had given me—intent, focused, hungry.

      And then she let go.

      Her body shook. Her moan was guttural. She came against my mouth with a kind of soft surrender that made my smile bloom wide across my lips as I pulled away.

      Behind me, Hunter let out a laugh.

      I turned to face him, breathless, my back pressed to the bars, my skin still hot. “What?” I asked. “Why are you laughing?”

      He grinned, wiping sweat from his brow. “It’s just all so ridiculous. The whole thing. We don’t even know her name.”

      The officer—still flushed, still glowing—reached for her uniform. “It’s Sloan,” she said as she stepped back into her pants. “And you two are free to go.”

      My eyes widened. “What? Just like that?”

      Her smile faded, just slightly. “Just like that,” she said. “I can’t actually keep you. Not after what I’ve done. I’ve got to protect my job, you know.”

      “I wouldn’t have told anyone,” I murmured, voice soft.

      Her eyes met mine for a moment, and something passed between us—guilt, maybe. Or something even more intimate. She looked away quickly. “Get dressed. I’ll drive you back to your car.”

      The ride back was quiet. Heavy, but not awkward. The kind of silence that held too many unspoken things. Hunter, of course, kept breaking it with little bursts of laughter. Every so often, I’d catch him shaking his head like he still couldn’t believe it had all happened.

      When Sloan finally pulled in behind our car, she turned to face us, her expression calm again—professional, almost.

      “Be careful on the roads,” she said to me. “I’d hate to have to pick you two up again.”

      But she smiled as she said it.

      And I smiled back, already knowing the truth.

      I had every intention of breaking the law again. Very soon.
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