

Bill runs a dry hand against his face and hangs up the radio. One in the morning on a Friday night is never a fun shift to work as a city officer, makes him wish for some cushy job in a culdesac again. His latest call was a bunch of troublemakers lingering around the park. He pulls the stick shift into drive and heads out onto the road.

Years ago, when the badge was fresh on his chest, the idea of honor and a sense of duty were the sort of ideas that kept him in the job. Spent a few years under a wiser eye than him, things were going great and he got transfered to a quiet suburb. Then the boredom snuck in, made him do a stupid move to the city, thinking at least he’d get some excitement.

Now he’s just trying to get this done quick so he can go back to pretending to patrol.

The old ice cream shop comes into view. The place has been left to rot. The ceiling is caving in, lights don’t work. Garbage is stacked up out back. Broken bottles and piss stained trash line the backside of the shop. He’s been here more than a few times, having to take in kids who thought it’d be funny to fuck around here - on unmaintained, but still privately owned property.

From the looks of the four late teens to early twenties guys lingering around the entrance, tonight’s no different. It’s a nice change when the sirens don’t make them scatter like roaches though. That and - usually - it means all he has to do is give a stern warning to leave. 

The guys huddle together a little closer. Bill shuts the car door behind him, uses his flashlight and keeps hands near his belt. While a lot of these guys are just teens, things can go from ‘boys will be boys’ to deadly in a moment.

“Alright guys, break it up. Party’s over.” Bill tries to play as authoritative - and yet, passive - as possible. 

“We didn’t do anything though.” One of the guys says, looking between his friends. Bill takes one look at him, isn’t sure whether or not he’ll be trouble. The banged out, hole laden jeans are normal but the dyed hair could mean anything.

“Look man, we’re just trying to relax here alright? We don’t have any drugs or anything.” Another kid shrugs, half smiling. He looks tired. They all do, kind of.

Bill almost feels bad for them. Then a trash can is shoved over his head, he stumbles to the side, stunned - someone else pushes him over. He can hear raucous laughter running away from him across the dirt. Bill scrambles out of the can - takes him longer than he’d like to admit - but manages just in time to see the dyed hair kid scramble up from his own feet. Must’ve slipped. His loss.

Bill chases after that one, ducking down into an alleyway and across an abandoned street. The kid is in damn fine shape, keeps enough speed to keep Bill at a distance. But Bill is a trained, and now very annoyed, officer of the law. He’s not losing him, and he realizes that. He ducks to the side, another alleyway.

Lucky for Bill and his now empty lungs, this one is a dead end.

The kid runs to the end, realizes there’s no where to go. Bill shines his light on him, regains his breath as much as he can before shouting at him to stand down.

“Okay, okay you got me big guy.” Jay raises his arms in surrender. Bill moves in, shoves him against the wall and handcuffs him without a second thought. He already gave this kid enough mercy, and the thought that he damn near pulled one over on him is pissing him off.

It angers him enough that it isn’t until they’re almost to the car that he remembers to read off the kid’s Miranda rights. He goes through them rustically, then pushes Jay into the back seat of the vehicle. Bill gets into the front seat of the car, puts away his flashlight and puts the car in motion. It’s quite a ways to the precinct.

He was hoping tonight would end in something other than dumping some idiot kid in prison, but obviously that’s not going to be the case.

They ride in silence for about five minutes before the kid speaks up.

“Why’d you arrest me?”

“I have a job to do. You break the law, I bring you in.”

“No, I mean I wasn’t the one who dumped the trash can on your head, or kicked you. Friends tripped me as a joke and ran off.” The kid tisked.

“Well, you need better friends.”

“You wanna be my friend?” The kid’s smile takes on the sense of something vicious. Bill rolls his eyes, its late. He doesn’t need this right now.

If Bill’s rough responses were a plea for silence, they fell on deaf ears. “So like, my name’s Jay in case you were wondering.”

“I don’t care, Jay.”

“What’s your name?”

“Bill-”

“No fun.”

“Being an annoyance is no fun either.”

“I can be fun if you want.” Jay smiles. Bill watches Jay cock his head to the side in the overhead mirror. Then the very intentional lick of his lips. Is he…? “I mean s’not like you’ve called me in yet. I haven’t committed a violent crime. No one has to know.”

“Are you soliciting a police officer?”

“Am I?”

Bill stops the car. Which is a dumb idea, since he’s a police officer in a shit part of town. All of this is a dumb idea. But why not? Between the two of them they’ve probably made enough collective shit decisions to make even the world biggest dumbass call them idiots. He goes to the back of the car, pulls the car door open and Jay is already scooched over, grinning ear to ear.

“Well, hello officer.”

“Cut the crap.”

“Testy tonight, are we?” Jay’s grin eases into something less complicated and grating. Bill looks around, no one’s watching. Maybe it would be better if they pulled into an alleyway or something before they did this? Not like there’s any standard procedure to fucking someone you just arrested.  Jay reads his expression, quells the laugh before it comes out. “Unzip your pants, for starters.”

Bill wants to shoot something back about him being the one in charge. Can’t come up with anything substantial. He grits his teeth, unzips his pants enough to slip his cock out.

“Not bad.” Jay notes. Bill reaches down to help him, but Jay takes the initiative, swoops down and lazily drags his tongue against the base of his cock. He slowly moves upwards, until the head of Bill’s dick is resting on the tip of his tongue. Jay makes eye contact and Bill blinks.

For some reason the vision of that is going to linger in the back of his mind.

Jay takes the cock into his mouth, hallows out his cheeks and moves, taking Bill further and further back. Bill’s hand finds the edge between the roof of the car and the door opening. He squeezes it, keeps his legs ram rod straight. There’s a hot lance pulling in the pit of his stomach, and looking at Jay is just pushing that closer and closer to climax.

He has to look, either way. Because standing out in the cold night and just staring out is too damn obvious. He looks down; Jay slurps against his head, circles it with his tongue and raises his eyebrows at him. Bill swallows his heart.

This is not how he was planning to spend tonight either, but getting his cock sucked in the back of the squad car is a definite upgrade. He puts his hand on Jay’s hair, wonders if he could grab the back of his neck and thrust into that wet heat. Jay doesn’t let up, not until Bill is pressing his forehead against the hood of the car, whispering the word ‘fuck’ over and over again like a quiet prayer with weakness lacing up his knees.

He cums. Pants leave through his grit teeth and Jay sucks down most of it, his tongue still swirling the twitching head. Bill’s self control is far gone, his hips thrust forward in need through to the end of his orgasm. By the time its finished, he’s panting. The cold air is chilling the sweat that gathers around his navy blue collar and on his forehead.

Jay’s chin is stained with cum and he’s licking his lips. Bill isn’t even sure if Jay is playing it off like some sexual power move and at this point he isn’t sure whether or not that matters.

“Sit up.” Bill grunted, pushing the brat back straight up. Jay’s smile wavered a bit.

Bill got back into the front seat. Jay sat in the back, his chin still stained with white wisps of Bill’s cum. Bill’s eyes kept flashing back to that sight while he drove deeper into town, further away from the police station. The car was deafeningly quiet, which Bill felt a tad bit off kilter about - didn’t think Jay would hush up without a threat.

Either way, Bill’s half way across town in five. He pulls up into a trash and used-needle laden alleyway. Gets out, collects Jay and starts taking him out the car.

“Ugh, you want more?” Jay groaned, none too cooperative with how Bill was dragging him out.

Was he genuinely expecting to just be let go right after giving head? Bill half considered explaining to him that being off radio this long meant someone had to go down for it - maybe. He’d get back on radio, listen out a bit after reporting in. If no one asked questions or someone found out, he got caught out by a couple guys than jumped by some other ones, ran here and caught only one of them. Then, one of the crackheads or losers around here could pass as a troublemaker.

Its close enough to the truth and its just like Jay said; No one would know.

He decides against it. They’re getting cuddly enough without the conversation.

“Go.” Bill motions to the doorless entrance. Jay pulls a face, rolls his shoulders and walks anyway.

There are buildings all over in his part of the city; broken down, abandoned, uncared for. Where the absolute dredges come to rot. Enforcing law in this part of town is a useless, wasted effort. But there was an upside to the lawlessness; could do what you wanted to put criminals in their place. Jay is no exception.

“So you usually take your dates to such lovely places?”

“Only on Fridays.”

Jay spins around, gives him a smile. “Charming.”

He damn near trips on his feet walking backward, falls back a bit before Bill catches him by the collar. Pretty sure the best part of his night is seeing the half second when Jay’s confidence falters off his face.

“Shit floor.”

“Sure.” Bill chuckles, puts him back to walking forward. Keeps his hands closer to Jay’s ass than he likes to admit. He guides Jay up the steps two flights, picks a random apartment. Officers come here to fuck prostitutes and the like all the time since the electricity still works and the mattresses aren’t too piss stained.

Bill guides Jay to the bedroom, flicks the light on, eyes his handcuffs. He knows the usual procedure for these things, but this is…the first time he’s doing this himself.

Ever.

Damned if he lets Jay know that.

But instinct says Jay’s done things like this all the time. Do the cuffs come off or not? Do the cuffs get put back on or not? Bill’s not going to risk any more ridicule coming out of the brat’s mouth by just guessing one or the other.

“I’m going to unhandcuff one hand. You try anything I don’t like, I handcuff you to the bed.” Bill tries to speak with some authority, is glad Jay is looking directly at his face so that he doesn’t see the keys shaking in his hand. “You fight me, hit me, try to run, you go straight back in them and into the cop car and I deny any of this ever happened.”

Bill undoes one of the cuffs. Jay flexes the free wrist, looks at Bill with a foxish grin. Then he lunges forward, one hand reaches up - Bill almost manages the step back but Jay is faster, longer. He reaches around Bill’s head, pulls him in for a kiss. Bill goes ramrod straight, realizes he’s just been played,  almost laughs against Jay’s mouth.

Bill’s hands find their way underneath Jay’s jacket and shirt. There’s some smooth muscle there, not a lot of hair. He figured. Jay doesn’t seem like the rough and rugged type. There’s even a little sway to the embrace before Jay lets him go. Bill follows suit, keeps his face as neutral as possible.

This is the most fun he’s had in a damn long time.

“Cutie.”  Jay says. He licks his lips, slow, keeps that burning eye contact. Bill’s pants feel tight again.

Bill motions, “Turn around, get on the bed.”

Jay smiles, steps back with his hands raised before obeying the order. Bill isn’t sure how much he likes Jay yet, but there’s that initial spark that’s putting him off his game. He stays just testy enough to keep him on edge, just obedient enough to keep him from reaching too close to his belt and just slutty enough to keep him hard.

Bill moves in, allow himself to sweep his hands against Jay’s backside. Ignores the sound of Jay’s sharp intake of breath. His torn up jeans are tight around the waist, and he’s noticably thinner than what a guy his age normally is. Bill hooks his hands under the pants, yanks them down to Jay’s lower thighs.

Bill sweeps his hand over Jay’s bare ass. It’s soft, Bill wonders if he should squeeze him or spank him. What was the normal way to go about fucking a kid you were letting off of assaulting you?

Then again, he’s on a timer here. Bill crawls on top of him, lowers his own pants enough to get his own hardened cock free.

“Bite the pillow.”

“Wow, we’re right into it yeah?”

“Sorry,” Bill flashed a toothy grin, letting himself at least have that since Jay won’t be able to see it. “I don’t keep lube on me in case someone wants to fuck their way out of trouble.”

“Amateur. Left pocket. Pants, not jacket.”

This kid is kidding right? Bill sets his flashlight down on the floor somewhere - who cares at this point - and checks the guys pocket. It’s a thin plastic tube of something he can’t read in the dark, but Jay was actually carrying lube.

“You fuck your way out lockup often?”

“Only on Fridays.”

Bill is grateful the cocky brat can’t see his smile, squirts out some of the stuff onto the palm of his hand, preps up three of his fingers. Pretty sure that’s how this works. No one’s called or contacted him on his body radio, no one knows where he is just yet. Might as well take his time, hell he might even have fun for once. And didn’t that just sound like something Jay would want?

He prods a single digit in-between Jay’s cheeks, against his entrance. He doesn’t breach it, instead drawing circles to tease him. A little delight for the moment - god willing his other officers don’t think anything awful happened to him or anything. He wants to take his time here. He rolls his fingers against it until the muscle loosens enough to let him get the tip of his finger in.

Jay releases an exhale he can physically feel. Bill’s cock twitches against the denim of Jay’s jeans.

This should be illegal.

Well, it is illegal, actually. But how downright charming Jay’s being should be illegal.

The inside of Jay is warm and velvety, he lets his finger prod and enter, not quite sure how rough or gentle he should be.

Most of his experience with this sort of thing comes from the boring tales he heard tossed back and forth by some of the cops — Jay’s shoulders roll again. Bill feels uneasy trying to enter a second finger. Shouldn’t this be enough?

He sure as hell doesn’t want to risk getting needled about

“Does this feel good?”

“First time?”

“Forget it.” Bill grits his teeth, doesn’t even know why he bothered.

“Woah. Hold on - its okay if its your first time fucking a guy. Chill.”

“I don’t need your fuckin’ commentary.”

Hell, he’s sitting here, debating with him like this is some fair and equal relationship.

“Bill?”

“What?”

“I wouldn’t have offered if I wasn’t willing to be patient with you.”

And that’s not a fucking okay group of words to use in a sentence. Bill eyes the door, considers just zipping up and running out because this is taking a turn he isn’t okay or ready for.

“Bill, can you do me a favor?”

“Shut up.”

That doesn’t come out with any authority, whatsoever. He might as well be begging. Fuck, this got out of hand, way out of hand. There’s a reason he doesn’t do what some officers do and this is it. He’s sitting on top of someone he’s supposed to be fucking, halfway to hyperventilating because they’re making this…more involved then it should be. He never had a sexual relationship with any other person he’s put in cuffs, Jay’s the first.

“Can you put me on my back? I can take off the rest of my pants and it’ll be easier.”

No.

No should be the immediate answer here. Not even a moment’s thought. But Bill can’t fucking think properly because he’s fingering someone who’s cute and ‘willing to be patient’. When’s the last time he’s gotten laid that something so fucking simple makes things like this? Bill gets up and Jay flips over.

Jay smiles again. This is an awful idea. “Thanks, man.” He manages his way out of his jeans, tosses them to the side. Bill sits on the bed beside him. This is an awful, terrible fucking idea.

“Alright, come here.” Jay scooches back up the bed enough that his head and shoulders are against the headboard. Bill moves to get back on top of him, but Jay opens and lifts his legs. Everything’s on display. Bill shouldn’t feel as needy as he does. Nothing about this should feel how it does.

Bill gets between his legs. Jay’s cock is resting against his belly. His asscheeks are parted open for him,  and Jay’s not even wearing a hint of shame. With a little awkward fumbling, Bill finds the lube hidden somewhere in the sheets again.

“Alright, do what yo were doing with your finger again.”

Bill follows his orders, careful presses his re-lubed finger against the entrance. Still so hot, is it ever not hot? It’s not nearly as tight as before though, he pushes in.

Jay’s eyes close for a moment, open again. “Okay. Thrust your finger in and out, slow.”

Bill follows his orders, moving his finger in to the second knuckle, then out again in an unbearably slow pace.  He’s on the verge of hating the sound of his own breathing when Jay finally speaks up. “Another.” Bill asks him what he means. “Finger.” Right.

He adds against finger alongside the first. That’s when Jay begins to react. His tongue flashes out, wets his bottom lip. It isn’t the sexy, slow mouth plays he was making before. There’s notes of discomfort on Jay’s face. Bill can’t even imagine how it feels, but he isn’t sure whether its bad or good.  Bill moves his fingers, more and more until Jay makes a noise.

A noise that was very, very sweet.

Jay tries to repeat what he did, earns more noise. He does it, again and again until Jay’s take in a sharp breath and rises up off the bed.

“Yes.” Jay hisses, head tilting back, mouth hanging open. Bill swallows at the sight. Fuck, when did this get passionate and intimate and all that complicated shit? “Okay.” Jay exhales a lot of air in a single breath. “Okay, I’m open enough. I can deal with it. Alright, now lube up your dick and -”

Bill smiles something mischievous and shoves his fingers back in, in the same way he did before. Jay falls back, another loud note tumbling from his mouth. His toes are curling on either side of Bill’s body.

“Rude.” Jay says, and gets up on his elbows. Shame, he was getting used to that. “Alright, so if you ever fuck anyone else like this, it’ll take some time.”

“Right.”

“And you’ll have to communicate with them.”

“Ok.”

“You know-”

“Jay-”

“Like a normal human.”

“Could you stop - bugging me?” Bill’s frustration bleeds into his voice.

Jay’s eyebrows raise. “My ass isn’t going to bite you. Relax.”

A frown tugs at Bill’s mouth. That’s a tad bit better, more of that edge that keeps this impersonal.  Bill rests his cock against the now eased up entrance, makes that same searing eye contact with Jay that he made in the car and gets an awful idea.

He shoves himself in with one hard thrust, watches Jay’s face contort into one of pain before relaxing back into an annoyed sneer. That’s even better, more of that. He pulls out, enters right back in, again and again. The heat is fucking intoxicating and it isn’t until the third thrust when Jay’s face mellows out, head tilting to the side and mouth opening just that much.

“Bill.” The exhaled sigh, Bill shuts his eyes and breathes out something heavy. The sound of Jay’s voice pulls at his lower stomach, makes him feel even closer to the edge. Bill refocuses himself; plow this obnoxious, complicating brat into the fucking bedspread, walk out of here without a care in the world. Simple enough.

Bill shifts his body up to get deeper inside. He’s on his knees and Jay’s ass meets him in the air. Bill ignores how Jay looks with his pleased face, looking up at him from the pillow. Their hips are flush to each other and Bill’s lower stomach feels so tight, like anything could make him unwind at any time.

Jay loops his arms around Bill like a hug and pulls himself up enough to lock lips. Bill’s hips slow, his mouth open enough to let Jay’s tongue in. They play around, until Jay bites Bill’s lower lip. Then no one’s playing and Bill’s trying to ram his cock into Jay like a punishment.

“Damn.” Jay groans, for the first time sounding like something other than in control. Bill’s ears twitch, as does that tight space in his lower stomach. That’s all he wanted, that vulnerability. God, he feels like he’s back in some level of control.

Bill powers himself into him, tries to ignore the fact of how his own mouth is dropping open with shaky moans and the tingling feeling of an orgasm is drawing into his own limbs.

“Yeah, yeah…” Jay’s voice goes shaky. Bill holds onto his legs and keeps going, watches Jay’s hand drop down and stroke himself quick and rough. Then his body goes tight and Bill feels like Jay’s ass is squeezing the cum out of him and Jay cums, shouting Bill’s name.

It’s too tight, he can’t stop his hips and he can’t handle it anymore either. “Fuck-” The word tears itself from Bill’s throat as he spills himself inside Jay. His hands bunch the sheets on either side of Jay’s head. His hips move all through his orgasm, he and Jay whispering pleas and moans until he’s finally fully spent and pulls out.

They lay there for what must be an obscene amount of time, because Bill can see the now dark blue sky through the window. Morning’s coming soon. He has to be back out on the streets before someone really gets worried. He untangles himself from Jay.

His  skin misses him the moment he’s out of bed. Bill doesn’t know how to process that yet. Doesn’t want to think of how he’ll process it when he heads to his own bed, in his lonely apartment on the better side of town.

Bill unlocks the handcuffs off Jay’s other wrist. The other man smiles and rubs it soothingly.

“Don’t fuck someone in handcuffs. Shit chafes.”

Pft. No use in pretending like this was an emotionless thing with nothing attached. Bill swoops down, gives Jay a peck on the cheek. “Stay out of trouble.”

“Take your own advice.” Jay goes up - pulls a face. Ha! - and retrieves his pants.

“Stay in the building for a little bit. Don’t want to risk people seeing us together after I took you out in hand cuffs.”

“Ugh, what’re you ashamed of me?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that makes two of us.” Jay shrugs.

Nothing if not fucking charming. Bill lets him see the smile, Jay returns it. Bill pulls up his pants, gets himself ‘presentable’, whatever that really means at this point.

“Don’t cause anymore trouble.” Bill chuckles, pockets the cuffs and walks out grinning.
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