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  *


   


  “Who’s next?” I said with a naughty grin. The cops didn’t need to be told twice. They descended upon me like a pack of hungry wolves. One cock pushed itself into my wet pussy, while another member was slid into my mouth. My hands also found themselves a hard, throbbing cock to hold as I was eagerly fucked from both sides.


   


  I was in a state of bliss as I had four hard cocks to play with, each one of them begging to fuck me and drench me in cum. I lost all track of time as I was gangbanged by one cock after another. Every minute a new cock erupted on or inside of me. My pussy, my mouth, my tits, my stomach, my legs, my face - every inch of me was covered in cum, every last inch of me had a man’s hard, sweaty, throbbing cock pressed against it. I loved every moment of it. I was a total wanton whore, craving for every pulsating member, hungrily sucking on every cock that I could.


   


  Who’d have thought that me getting pulled over would end up with me here, taking the entire police force, hard and without protection? It all started only a week ago..


   


  *


   


  What was supposed to be one of the best nights of my life turned into a nightmare the moment I saw the cop car in my rear view mirror. I had just announced my candidacy for the local city council, and I had drunk quite a few glasses of wine to celebrate this momentous occasion with my team. I tried to remain in-control, but I got caught up in the great atmosphere and had just a little bit too much to drink. I still got into my car, as my house was only a fifteen minute drive away. What were the odds, right?


   


  The cop signaled me for to pull over, and I knew my candidacy, everything I had worked so hard for the last few years, was over before it ever even truly began. A DUI was a career-killer, especially for a young woman such as myself. This town was conservative, there were almost no women in local politics. I could never live this down. I could already imagine all the attack-adds my opponents would run - they’d drive me into the ground. I had to find some way out of this mess. I had to.


   


  I pulled over to the side of the road, and the police officer did the same. He slowly got out of his car and he leisurely strolled over to the side of my vehicle. I watched his every movement through my mirrors, my heart going a mile a minute. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a strong jawline. I quickly checked my make-up, I needed all my charm to pull this off. The officer tapped on my window, and I quickly rolled it down.


   


  “What seems to be the problem, officer?” I said, flashing him my brightest smile.


   


  “Miss Hope. Congratulations on your candidacy, by the way.”


   


  “Thank you, officer.” He knew who I was. I didn’t yet know if this was good or bad. I looked up at police officer, drinking in the sight. He had short dark-blond hair, tussled nonchalantly. He was attractive and relatively young - I’d estimate he was in his late twenties. If I wasn’t so worried about the impending DUI he could slap me with, I might have even enjoyed this exchange. It’s not every day a girl has the chance to let a strong and forceful police officer set her straight…


   


  “You were speeding, did you know that?”


   


  “I did not, sir. I’ll be more careful in the future.”


   


  “Where were you heading?”


   


  “Home.”


   


  “Is that alcohol I smell on your breath, Miss Hope?”


   


  Crap. This wasn’t going as planned. My thoughts were racing: Should I lie? Should I confess, and plead for forgiveness? I had no clue.


   


  “Miss Hope? I’m waiting for an answer.”


   


  “I… had one glass of wine after work, yes. That’s not a problem, right?” The officer of the law sighed as I put on my best puppy dog face. I pouted my lips, hoping with a fiery passion he’d let me go.


   


  “Hold on, I’m going to get the breathalyzer.”


   


  “Is that really necessary?” I interrupted him before he could wander off.


   


  “I’m afraid so. Standard procedure.” He turned to walk away, and instinctively I reached out and placed my hand on his hips. He stopped dead in his tracks and gave me a quizzical look. I bit my bottom lip as I looked up at the strapping man. I could barely believe I was about to actually do this, but it was a necessary evil in order to save my career.


   


  “I’m sure we can come to some kind of… arrangement, officer.” The words left my lips smoothly, like I had practiced them my whole life. The cat was out of the bag now - I had propositioned an officer. If the DUI wasn’t bad enough, this was even worse. If it didn’t work… I’d be in more trouble than I cared to think about.


   


  He looked back at me in silence, his eyes widening slightly from surprise, before a smirk adorned his lips. My hand was still on his hips, and I slowly moved them towards his center, inch-by-inch… He did nothing to stop me. I swallowed, my mouth dry. This was it. It was really happening. My hand grazed his crotch, and I felt an unmistakable bulge in his pants. I rubbed it, giving it a slight squeeze.


   


  His grin grew larger. My confidence grew with every passing second as I realized he was game. My charm hadn’t left me, and in a strange way it was nice to know I still had it. My fingers found the zipper on his uniform, and I slowly pulled it down. I reached my hand into his pants and felt his large, throbbing cock bulge against his boxers. A soft moan, barely audible, escaped my lips the moment I felt his pulsing erection. I hadn’t been with a man for months, and the naughty, wicked nature of my actions was getting me all fired up.


   


  I grew hornier and wetter with every passing moment. The cop still hadn’t vocalized his consent, but the nature of our deal was clear. The fear that had overcome me from the moment he pulled me over slowly evaporated, and was replaced by lust. This beautiful, broad-chested uniformed stud was throbbing hard for me. My hand slid into his boxers, feeling his naked skin for the first time. It was smooth and hot to the touch, and my reaching fingers grasped his thick manhood. I had to see it. I pulled his large cock out of his pants, gasping audibly when I saw how large it was. It was over eight inches long easily, and very thick as well.


   


  “You like it?” The police officer asked me.


   


  I nodded breathlessly as his thick cock throbbed a few mere inches from my waiting mouth. He places his hand on my head and guided me forwards. I slid forward, and the head of his cock brushed against my full lips. My tongue flicked out and licked the purple head, tasting another man’s cock for the first time in months.


   


  That thought gave me a pang of shame and humiliation - I was about to suck off a police officer to get out of a ticket! What had gotten into me? But all those lingering doubts and the shame melted away when the cop nudged me forward and his cock slid between my lips. I felt his hot, throbbing cock slide into my mouth, and I was overtaken with lust.


   


  I bobbed my head up and down his thick pole, doing my best to pleasure him. My left hand jerked the base of his cock up and down, while my right hand slid between my legs. My pussy was burning up, and I was turned on beyond belief. I never thought I could be this naughty.


   


  “Oh yeah, that’s it, suck that cock slut,” the officer moaned as I sucked him off. I was shocked at first - did he just call me a slut? - but once again, my lust won it from my common sense. That’s exactly what you are, my inner slut told me. Look at you, worshiping this uniformed strangers cock. If anyone drove by at this moment, they’d think you were a complete and total slut, that cop’s cock halfway down your throat. You love it, don’t you, slut?


   


  I did. I bobbed up and down fast, taking more and more of his long cock into my mouth and down my throat. His fingers intertwined with my hair and he held my head in place as he moved his hips forward, fucking my face. He was rough, and I nearly gagged when he tried to force all eight inches down my throat.


   


  “That’s it, take it all, slut!” He bellowed. His other hand pulled the top of my dress down, my breasts spilling out. He roughly pulled my bra to the side, my naked tits falling out. He grabbed my nipple forcefully, tweaking it between his fingers. I moaned, the pain mixing with the intense pleasure. A part of me wished he wouldn’t just settle for a blowjob, but that he wanted more. That he would drag me out of the car, make me get on my hands and knees and forcefully fuck my unprotected pussy right there and then, on the side of the road, in public, in full sight of anyone who would just happen to drive by at the right time.


   


  These thoughts were swimming in my mind, making me hotter and hotter, until I felt my orgasm quickly approaching. My hand was working overtime rubbing my sensitive clit, and the feeling of intense pleasure was building up in my core. Right as the waves of ecstasy where about to come crashing down upon me, I felt the officers cock grow harder in my mouth. This could only mean one thing: He was about to blow his load.


  “Oh yes,” the cop grunted through his teeth. “I’m about to cum.”


   


  I moaned in anticipation, eagerly awaiting my naughty, sticky prize.


   


  “Here it comes! You want it in your mouth or on your face?!”


   


  “In my mouth!” I squealed. “Give it to me, give me your cum,” I cooed, right on the verge of cumming myself.


   


  “Yes, yes, YES!” The cop groaned loudly as he fired his load deep inside my mouth. He shoved his cock forwards into the back of my throat, the spurts of his sticky white cum hitting the insides of my throat. I nearly gagged as he fired rope after rope of his pearly seed into my mouth, savoring the sharp taste. The cumshot he delivered me sent me over my edge, and my whole body trembled as the pleasure in my core exploded, sending shock waves throughout my entire body, all the way from the tip of my toes to the top of my scalp. His cock slipped out of my mouth as I cried out in pleasure, but his thick manhood was not done firing quite yet - a wayward shot hit me in the nose, and another salvo doused my cheek in his seed.


   


  I licked my lips, tasting this uniformed strangers cum. I glanced at myself in my mirror, and I was struck by how absolutely devious and hot I looked with this man’s cum dribbling down my cheeks. The officer quickly stuffed his oversized cock back into his jeans and zipped up. He no doubt became aware we were standing next to a public road, and this would not reflect well on him either.


   


  “Don’t let me catch you again, Miss Hope,” he said without missing a beat, like he didn’t just fire his load on my face. “Drive safely.” He walked backed to his car, got in, and drove off, leaving me all alone on the side of the road. The entire encounter had only lasted a handful of minutes, and now, I wondered if it had really happened or if it was all just a figment of my imagination. A glance into the rear view mirror confirmed what I knew: There were very real strands of cum still on my cheek.


   


  Oh Jessica, what have you gotten yourself into?


   


  I cleaned up as best I could using a few tissues, and then I resumed the drive home. I took a long shower, the events playing out in my mind over and over again. I felt ashamed and guilty. I had never, never done anything like this at all. It wasn’t in my character. At least, that’s what I thought, but a part of me liked it. Loved it. The more I thought about it, the hotter I became, and ended up giving myself another orgasm using the shower head as I thought back on the feeling of that thick, hard cock in my mouth…


   


  *


   


  When I woke up the following morning, the world seemed different. The bright sun casted a new light on the world, and I was eager and ready to leave the indiscretions of last night behind me. That had been a different Jessica, a very tipsy, horny, reckless Jessica. She had wrestled control away from me for only a few minutes, but it was all in the past now. The DUI had been averted, and I could continue with my campaign. I’d make sure that devious, slutty side of me would be kept locked up.


   


  This is what I told myself during my entire morning routine, and after hearing it for a hundred times over, I had started to believe it as well. Unfortunately, life was about to throw me a curve ball in the form of DeMarcus King, Chief of Police. He was rigorous and authoritarian in his leadership of the local police force, and he was a force to be reckoned with in our community. Part of the platform I was campaigning on was curtailing the excessive and lavish spending of the police department, and this stance was about to bite me in the ass… quite literally.


   


  I was just done getting dressed when there was a heavy knock on the door, startling me. I had a busy day up ahead - I was supposed to meet all the local press. After hemming and hawing I finally settled on a jet black business suit with a skirt. I also put on black stockings, as I was still feeling a tad bit racy. I hoped this mixture of professionalism and feminine sensuality would send the right message.


   


  I opened the door and found the large frame of DeMarcus King standing on my doorstep. He was a giant among men, easily a foot and a half taller than me. He was without a doubt the last person I wanted to find on my doorstep, as he never was a bearer of good news.


   


  “Miss Hope,” he said calmly with his deep, baritone voice. “I’m glad I caught you. Mind if I step in?”


   


  “Mr. King. Is it important? I have a busy day up ahead,” I said impatiently.


   


  “Yes, it is very important,” he said, brushing me to the side as he stepped into my home, not even waiting for me to answer. He walked into my living room, sitting down on my couch. My couch looked almost comically small compared to this beastly man. He was wearing his navy blue police uniform, the color almost matching his dark, ebony complexion. The fabric struggled to contain his bulging muscles. He removed his hat, nonchalantly throwing it on my coffee table.


   


  “Why are you here, in my home?” I asked him again as I put on my earrings. “As I said, I have a busy day up ahead. I’m supposed to meet the newspaper in thirty minutes. If this is policy related, meet me at my office next time.”


   


  I wanted this oaf to leave me alone, and I felt a bit threatened by having him in my living room. DeMarcus King let me berate him for a few minutes, all the time smiling calmly at me. When I was done he reached into his inner pocket and pulled out a DVD.


   


  “You have a DVD-player, don’t you, Miss Hope?”


   


  “Of course I do,” I snapped at him.


   


  “You are going to want to see this.”


   


  I snatched the disk from his hand and begrudgingly fired up my DVD player. I had no clue what was so important that the Chief of Police would bother me over, I figured it was just some propaganda for the police force, trying to butter me up so I won’t crack down on him if I make it to office, or some political bullshit like that… the obvious truth was staring me in the face the whole time, but I was so blinded by my own political aspirations I didn’t even see it until it hit me square in the face.


   


  “Sit down,” he said, patting the small space left on the couch next to him. “Trust me.”


   


  I did, trying to move to the side so my body wasn’t touching his, but with his large frame, that was impossible. He jerked the remote out of my hand and hit play. A grainy picture came into view. We were looking at a dark and winding road, only illuminated by two headlights. I recognized this as the dash-camera view of a police car.


   


  “Recognize anything?” DeMarcus said with a wry grin.


   


  I studied the gritty images intensely. What was this bully getting at? Suddenly I saw a very familiar vehicle come into view, and with the suddenness of a punch in the gut I realized what I was looking at.


   


  This was last night.


   


  That vehicle was my own.


   


  The dash-camera in the cop’s car videotaped the whole thing.


   


  And now DeMarcus King had proof of me committing a felony in his possession.


   


  “Turn it off,” I said sharply. “Turn it OFF!” I wrestled for the remote, but the Chief held me off easily, harshly laughing at me.


   


  “We haven’t even gotten to the good part yet. Don’t you want to see how you look?”


   


  I punched his shoulder with all the might I could muster, but he didn’t even flinch. It was like punching a brick wall. I glanced back at the screen and saw the cop had now pulled me over and he was walking towards my car. In less than a minute I would pull out his cock and suck him off on the side of the road. The picture was grainy, but it was obviously my car on the screen. Denial was useless by this point.


   


  Tears welled up in my eyes as I stared at the image. This was it. My career, my candidacy… all were over. DeMarcus came by to rub it in no doubt. He fast-forwarded to scene to the action. Helplessly I watched myself fish into the officers pants and pull out his oversized erection, and wrap my lips around it. There was no ambiguity - it was me on the screen. It was me who eagerly bobbed my head up and down on that large, thick cock, eager to suck down his cum like a wanton whore.


   


  “Stop it, stop it, please stop,” I pleaded, my voice trailing off. Tears were streaming down my face, ruining my make-up.


   


  “Imagine my surprise when officer Fort came in last night and bragged he had a bit of a run-in with the prominent Miss Hope…”


   


  I covered my face with his hands, hating myself for being so vulnerable in front of this brute of a man.


   


  “I didn’t believe him at first, you pride yourself as being a ‘pillar of the community’, isn’t that right? Surely the esteemed and celebrated future council woman Miss Hope wouldn’t stoop so low as offering sexual favors to get out of a ticket… or would she?”


   


  I tried to ignore his badgering, but his words stung and rung true. I had strayed, I had betrayed everything I stood for.


   


  “But there you are,” he continued, unfettered. “His cock halfway down your throat as you practically worship his manhood. I never knew you were such a slut, Jess.”


   


  The truthful nature of his spiteful words wounded me.


   


  “You’re not the first woman to blow a cop, believe me, but rarely have I ever seen such… enthusiasm, and unbridled joy. Passion. You have a passion for sucking cock, Miss Hope. Just look at you go.”


   


  He placed his hand on my knee, causing me to flinch. I looked at the screen through the gaps between my fingers, and saw the officer cover my face with his cum. To my shame, it was obvious I enjoyed it. DeMarcus held my knee tightly, his fingers digging into my skin.


   


  “Why are you here?” I stammered, my voice faltering. “Did you just come to humiliate me?!”


   


  “Oh no, Jessica,” he said as he slid his hand up my thigh. “I came to do much more than that.”


   


  I tried to push his hand away, but he had an ironclad grip on me. His fingers dug deep into my soft skin, and his hand shifted up higher and higher, brushing up my skirt. I closed my legs shut tight, but this didn’t deter him. “Let me go you asshole!” I screamed as I clawed at him, but he just grinned. His hand slid into my crotch, and he gripped my womanhood in his strong grasp. Involuntarily, a moan escaped my lips.


   


  “I can leave right now, if you want me to,” he said coolly. “I’ll be on my way, and I will be out of your life… but that video will be leaked to the press. Not doing so would be a crime, as I’d be suppressing evidence of a felony. “I’m willing to help you out, but you’re going to have to make it worth my while.”


   


  Two fingers stroked my silk panties as he whispered these last few words into my ear. As much as I hated to admit it, his touch was pleasant. My body enjoyed it, even if my mind resisted being taken advantage of. I had made a complete hash of things, and now, the Chief had me right where he wanted me.


   


  “What do you want me to do?” I said finally. I had resigned my fate over to DeMarcus. I knew there was no other way. I spread my legs slightly, giving him easier access to my womanhood. I had whored myself out last night, and it seemed my whoring days were not quite over yet. My slutty side was once again taking control, saving my ass once again.


   


  “Is it me you want?”


   


  The ebony stud grinned at me, bearing his white teeth. “I’m glad you’ve come to your senses, Mrs. Hope. I am sure you are aware of the police gala taking place this coming weekend?”


   


  I nodded as he stroked my outer lips, his fingers pressing into the thin fabric separating my most intimate places from his roaming hands. “I do.”


   


  Calling the annual police’s debauchery a gala was the overstatement of the year as far as I was concerned. It was nothing more than the entire police department getting drunk on the taxpayers dime - and every year there were countless rumors that strippers were common place at these events. The squandering of public funds was exactly what I was opposed to.


   


  “I think you would make a fine table dancer, wouldn’t you agree?”


   


  “You got to be kidding me,” I fumed.


   


  DeMarcus roughly pulled my silk panties to the side, exposing my naked, glistering pussy. His fingers rubbed my wet folds, prompting a sharp gasp. “Can you imagine yourself up on stage, in front of all those men, their eyes glued to your body, scanning every inch of your exposed flesh…”


   


  He whispered into my ear, his hot breath tickling my neck. I closed my eyes, trying not to listen, but his words cut through me like a knife through butter. My inner slut had been awoken, and doing something as naughty and forbidden as stripping for a room full of horny men sounded like an excellent use of my time. It’ll be a one time thing…


   


  His finger slid into my soaked pussy with ease. The prospect of completely surrendering myself to this man, this alpha male, appealed to an animalistic side of me. He had taken complete control of me from the moment he walked in, and a part of me adored it. His thumb flicked against my engorged clit as he fingered my dripping wet pussy. I lunged at his crotch, my hand moving on its own, wanting to wrap its fingers around his big, black, cock. The moment I felt his impressive hardness, a sexual current ran through my body - all the way from the top of my head to the tip of my toes. My toes curled up as the Chief rapidly fingered me to a mind-blowing orgasm.


   


  “Oh god,” I groaned, biting on my bottom lip.


   


  “You feel that?” DeMarcus grunted in my ear. I could feel his hard, black cock throbbing right through the fabric of his uniform.


   


  I nodded, my eyes rolling to the back of my head. He was so rough, so possessive of my body - and I loved it.


   


  “I’m going to take my time and slide very inch of my big cock into you,” he whispered. “I’m going to fill that tiny, white pussy of yours with my big black cock, and turn you into my willing slut.” His dirty talk only fanned my fire, the pleasure building up inside my core like a supernova about to explode.


   


  “You’re my dirty slut now, aren’t you? Aren’t you?!” He wrapped his hand around my throat, choking off my air supply as his other hand furiously brought me to orgasm.


   


  “I’m your slut,” I gasped, my voice wheezing. My orgasm was only a fraction of a second away. “I’m your SLUT!” My entire body trembled as my orgasm washed over me. My clit exploded, sending wave after wave of ecstasy to every inch of my frame. I bathed in the pleasure, letting it fill me up completely, surrendering myself completely. I was lost in a sea of bliss.


   


  When I opened my eyes, I was greeted with a throbbing, black cock hanging inches from my face. DeMarcus was towering over me, his navy uniform still adorning his massive frame, his black cock hanging out of his pants.


   


  “Open up, miss Hope,” he said smoothly.


   


  Still flabbergasted, I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. The aftershocks of my orgasm were still wreaking havoc on my body, sending shivers up my spine. He slid the head of his big, black cock into my mouth - and I welcomed his engorged dick into my waiting mouth. I wrapped my red lips around the purple head, my tongue brushing against his sensitive skin. He placed his hand on my head and held me in place as he forced his member into my mouth.


   


  I struggled to fit his cock into my mouth - he was so thick and wide, it almost didn’t fit. I closed my eyes and let him use my mouth for his pleasure, surrendering myself to this brute. All doubts and worries left me as I succumbed to pleasure, as I allowed myself to submit fully to this alpha male. Without as much as warning, the Chief unloaded inside my mouth. He shot his load down my throat. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but I could not keep up. He fired rope after rope of his sweet cum into my mouth, and a few drops slipped out and dribbled down the corners of my mouth. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand as he grinned down at me.


   


  “You look great with a black cock in your mouth, miss Hope,” he said smugly as he zipped up. “I’m looking forward the gala.”


   


  As the pleasure subsided, I realized the gravity of the situation once again. He had me in my pocket now - and the worst was yet to come. “Get out, I’m going to be late,” I ordered, finding my voice again.


   


  “I’ll text you about Saturday.. Enjoy your day.”


   


  DeMarcus left me to clean up. I texted the local press I was running late, as I hastily tried to fix my hair and make-up. Luckily the Chief hadn’t ruined my clothes - I had to swallow his entire load to make sure, but I’m glad I pulled it off. I pushed the thoughts about the coming weekend out of my mind - I didn’t have time to worry about that now.


   


  *


   


  As much as I tried to ignore it, there was no pushing the thoughts of the coming weekend out of my mind. It consumed me. All day, all night, my mind was the Chief of Police. What did he have planned for me?I thought about running away, or going to the press, but deep-down, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere. The thought of stripping in front of a room full of men was too hot. It was my deepest fantasy to be used indiscriminately by a group of men - and that dream was coming to life.


   


  That’s why that Saturday I was sitting at home, waiting patiently next to my cell phone for a text from DeMarcus as I nursed a white wine. I nearly jumped out of my skin when the phone suddenly vibrated. The Chief of Police texted me an address - a nightclub on the outskirts of town. Like in a trance, I got in my car and drove there. My body was moving on its own accord. I was still filled with doubt and fear, but before I knew it, I was knocking on the backdoor, as instructed.


   


  “Welcome,” Chief King said as he let me in. I nodded anxiously, my whole body trembling with anticipation now. He guided me to a dressing room, and handed me a bag of clothes. “This is your outfit. They’ll announce you in ten minutes, and then you walk out the stage through that door.”


   


  “And what then?” I said, my voice shaking.


   


  DeMarcus’s dark face slid into an ear-to-ear smile. “Then you work your magic.”


   


  I looked into the bag - and my breath faltered. There must have been some kind of mistake - the piece of cloth in there was tiny. “You can’t be serious,” I protested. “I can’t wear this!”


   


  I pulled the clothes out of the bag - it was a baby blue micro-bikini. There was only a small piece of fabric that would cover my womanhood, and the top would only cover nothing but my nipples. I might as well walk out there butt-naked.


   


  DeMarcus was unfazed. “You’ll wear it, and you’ll like it,” he ordered me. He walked away, leaving me to get dressed.


   


  I stared at the tiny minuscule piece of fabric. I was shocked I was even considering this.. I heard the rowdy sounds of a party in full swing through the door leading to the stage. Rather than scare me, the turbulent sounds turned me on. You’re going to wear this, my slutty side told me, and a room full of men is going to watch you dance. They’re going to watch every inch of your exposed body, they’ll drink in your flesh, your body.. Your fuckmeat.


   


  I put the bikini on. The thing was so small that I could feel all the straps digging into my skin. My breasts were spilling out the small top, and I knew my butt was on total display - only the thinnest of straps was saving what was left of my dignity. I felt totally objectified - and I was, once again, extremely turned on. My hard nipples were poking through the thin fabric. Not in a thousand years would I have thought I’d go through with this.. But there I was, anxiously waiting for the announcer to usher me in.


   


  “Gentleman, the moment you’ve all been waiting for has arrived. I’m pleased to introduce you to STELLA!”


   


  Taking a deep breath I opened the door and strutted out on the stage. I was almost blinded by the bright lights as I did my best to strut confidently out there. The room fell quiet instantly as dozens of eyes scanned my body, drinking in the sights. I scanned the room quickly. The whole police force was here - too much to count, but at least fifty guys, if not more. All eyes were on me. I heard a murmur go through the crowd, and I hoped that they hadn’t recognized me, though I know it would be only a matter of time before they’d realize who I was.


   


  The DJ played a grimy rap song, and I swayed my body to the rhythm. My anxiety left my body as my lust took over. I paraded in front of all these men, and reflected in the bright lights I could see the lust burning in their eyes, the wanton desire for my exposed flesh. I teased the crowd as best as I could, dancing sensually for them, running my hands up and down my body, accentuating every curve in my body. It worked like a charm, and I was starting to get lost in the music.


   


  “Come here, girl,” a guy on the front row yelled to me as I walked past him. I stopped in front of him, looking at him over my shoulder.


   


  “What is it, soldier?”


   


  He reached into his wallet and pulled out a wad of bills.“Let me tip you!”


   


  I inched closer to him, jutting out my butt at him playfully so he could slide the dollars into the thin strap. He ran his hand up my naked thigh as he slid the dollars, one-by-one, under the thin strap. His touch sent an erotic current through my body - it made me clit throb with desire and my nipples perk up. I wanted more.


   


  I remained frozen in place as his hands roamed my body, exploring every inch of my exposed body. Once he noticed I wasn’t doing a thing to stop him, he got bolder and bolder. He cupped my ass in his two hands, squeezing my buns roughly. His strong fingers dig into my soft skin, and a soft moan escaped my lips.


   


  The more his hands caressed my body, the more I ached for his touch. His fingers brushed against the thin strap covering my womanhood - and again, I did not move. I had my eyes closed as I breathed heavily. My chest rose up and down with every breath I took, as my cheeks burned bright red from shame - and excitement.


   


  In the distance I could hear the men mutter approvingly as they watched the cop touch me, play with me, use my body for his pleasure. This is only the first of fifty. That lewd thought flashed across my mind, and involuntary I moaned. The cop pulled the thin thong to the side, exposing my glistening wet slit to the room. I bent over forwards, displaying my dripping wet pussy to a room full of strangers. His fingers brushed against my wet folds, probing my wetness, and I did nothing but moan like a bitch in heat as I let the studly cop feel me up.


   


  I felt another pair of hands grab my waist and pull me closer to the edge of the stage. I tiptoed closer to the edge, and I felt a multitude of hands descend upon my body. They were everywhere - running up and down my thighs, rubbing my ankles, massaging my feet, squeezing my ass, fingering my wet slit, caressing my stomach.


   


  I was pulled deeper and deeper into the fold, the crowd of men swallowing me whole. I held my eyes shut tight as I let the mob grope me. I was carried off the stage, and I floated through a sea of inquisitive hands. My top was pulled to the side, and hands roamed my flesh. They roughly squeezed my breasts, pulling my nipples. I moaned, partly in pain, partly in pleasure, as I was devoured by the gang of cops.


   


  My legs were spread wide as several hands fondled my inner thighs, their fingers finding their ways into my wetness. I was so wet they slid in easily. It was completely intoxicating - I was lost in ecstasy, in a sea of lust, as every last inch of my body was explored by a mass of men.


   


  It stopped as quickly as it started. The hands moved away, all at the same time. I opened my eyes, and noticed the bikini had been ripped off - I was lying on my back on a table, completely naked, my legs spread wide, my sex on full display.


   


  Standing between my legs was DeMarcus King. He was as naked as I was, his muscled, black frame glistening in the pulsating light of the nightclub. My eyes were drawn to the massive member swinging between his legs.


   


  He grabbed my knees, pushing them up to my chest, making my pussy completely available to him. I was under his spell, and at that moment, I wanted nothing more than to let all the men use my body freely.


   


  The head of his cock brushed against my wet folds, and I moaned like a bitch in heat, causing the Chief to grin.


   


  “You ready for this?”


   


  I nodded, biting my bottom lip. I had never been more ready for anything in my life. He thrust his hips forward, and with one smooth motion he penetrated me, his impressive girth spreading my pussy open.


   


  “Oh god,” I groaned loudly. “You’re too big!”


   


  He slid into me, inch-after-inch, until his entire large cock was buried completely inside of me. I had never felt so full, so completely satisfied in my life.


   


  He pulled all the way out before slamming back into me, pounding every last inch of his big black cock into my sopping wet pussy. I moaned with every thrust, his cock filling me, stretching me, every movement bringing me closer to orgasm.


   


  I stared wide-eyed at the room of men around us, who were watching DeMarcus’s every move. Their eyes were glued to our bodies. They watched my boobs jiggle every time the Chief entered me, they watched me wrap my legs around his waist and pull him in deeper, they saw the lust burning in my eyes.


   


  I was going to take every last one of them.


   


  The Chief pounded me rhythmically, our bodies becoming one. Pleasure built up inside of me, and within minutes, my clit exploded in pleasure. Wave after wave of pure bliss filled every inch of my being. My toes curled as I wrapped my legs as tightly around DeMarcus as I could go, pulling him in as far as humanly possible. The Chief nailed me hard, slamming into me with his full force. I felt his cock swell up inside of me, and I knew he was close.


   


  “Cum inside me,” I moaned, fully intoxicated, my sex screaming for more. He bit down on my collar bone, his teeth sinking into my skin as he exploded inside of me. He fired rope after rope of his fertile, sweet, sticky, white cum into my fertile womb. He coated my inner walls with his seed. I had never been so filled before - he came a gallon, his orgasm seemed to last forever.


   


  He roared as he pulled out out of me. I could feel the wetness drip down my legs, sliding down my inner thighs. Never in my life had I been so wet, so slick with juices.


   


  I glanced around the room, all fifty guys looking back at me, lust burning in their eyes. I opened my legs further - inviting them in.


   


  “Who’s next?” I said with a naughty grin. The mob didn’t need to be told twice. They descended upon me like a pack of hungry wolves. One cock pushed itself into my wet pussy, while another member was slid into my mouth. My hands also found themselves a hard, throbbing cock to hold as I was eagerly fucked from both sides.


   


  I was in a state of bliss as I had four hard cocks to play with, each one of them begging to fuck me and drench me in cum. I lost all track of time as I was gangbanged by one cock after another. Every minute a new cock erupted on or inside of me. My pussy, my mouth, my tits, my stomach, my legs, my face - every inch of me was covered in cum, every last inch of me had a man’s hard, sweaty, throbbing cock pressed against it. I loved every moment of it. I was a total wanton whore, craving for every pulsating member, hungrily sucking on every cock that I could.


   


  DeMarcus had kindled a fire in my loins that needed fifty hard-bodied cops to extinguish.. This was beginning of a new life, that was for sure. The gangbang winded down after every man in attendance had drenched me with their seed - twice.


   


  I was so exhausted from the marathon fucking, I passed out almost instantly the moment the last cock left me. I woke up back home, in my own bed, right as DeMarcus turned off my bedroom light.


   


  “Sleep well, Jess. I’ve left the only copy of the tape on your dresser - you’ve earned it.”


   


  I murmured a thank you and fell into a deep, satisfied sleep. If only he knew.. The Chief set out to punish me, but in the end, he gave me the greatest gift I could have wished for..


   


  *


   


  “Congratulations on making councilwoman, miss Hope. I hope you’ll repay the force for its trust in you,” DeMarcus King said as he shut the door to my new office. He closed the blinds and strode over to me.


   


  After a long, hard-fought election, I had won! In the end, it was the support of the police force that gave me the final push to clinch the win. My opponents were baffled by the U-turn the Chief took - he used to be my staunchest critic - but I was over the moon, of course.


   


  “You know I’ll do anything for my boys in blue,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire, as I patted the Chief’s thick bulge. The Chief and I had come to a mutually beneficial arrangement. He, and his entire force, kept me company, all day and night, whenever I pleased.. And in return, I’d turn a blind eye to a party once in a while - within reason.


   


  I slowly unzipped his pants, my mouth salivating at the thought of what was to come..
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  Did you love Taken by the Cops? Then you should check out Taken in the Club!
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  Maybe letting my white wife dance on stage in an all-black nightclub wasn't such a good idea...


   


  Daniel and Heather are on vacation in Atlanta when they come across a world famous adult nightclub. Heather tells her husband her biggest fantasy is to dance for a crowd of men, which takes Daniel by complete surprise. His wife is normally very prim and proper, but tonight she wants to live out her deepest fantasy.


   


  Daniel doesn't want to stand in the way of his wife's deep-seated dream, and he lets her dance on stage in front of a rowdy crowd of black men. When the crowd starts chanting for Heather to take it all of, Daniel starts to realize his mistake...


   


  Excerpt


   


  The cheer of the crowd pulled my attention back to the stage. A raven-haired woman strutted on stage, a devilish grin on her lips and a determined look in her eyes. I recognized my wife instantly. Once again my mouth went dry as I surveyed her outfit. This time she was dressed as a sexy teacher. She was wearing a tight, white top, bundled right under her breasts. They jiggled with every move she made, threatening to pop out. A short, black skirt was around her waist, with a split at the side, so ample amounts of her luscious thighs were visible.


   


  Long, black stockings and high heels finished the job. She looked absolutely stunning. I wasn’t the only one to think so - the entire crowd was going wild. The DJ played ‘Hot for Teacher’ - what else - and Heather started her routine.


   


  She swayed her body to the rhythm, running her hands up and down her curvaceous body, drawing all the eyes in the room to her sexy curves. This time she took her time - she didn’t strip naked right away. A few men were already throwing dollars at her, and a large, dark-skinned man beckoned for her to come closer so he could tip her.


   


  She walked over to him, looking down at him over the rim of her glasses.


   


  “You’ve got something for me, sweetie?” She said, her voice hoarse and husky.


   


  “You bet sugar, come closer,” the men insisted as he flashed a wad of bills. “Let me tuck it in that tight top of yours.”


   


  “Just this once,” she winked at him as she bent over at the waist, making her chest available to this man. All I could think of was the view behind her - the guys on the other end of the stage were no doubt getting a full view of her ass.


   


  The large man slipped the dollars into her top - along with both of his hands! He cupped both her breasts in his hands, squeezing them roughly. I could clearly see his fingers digging into her soft, succulent skin. I waited for the bouncers to interfere, but to my surprise, they did nothing! I always thought touching the girls was a big no-no, but not in this club apparently.


   


  Heather made no attempt to move away. In fact, she closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as this stranger groped her breasts. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as I saw him reach down and pinch her nipples. My wife’s breasts are very sensitive and that’s why I don’t play with them all that much - but this man was going to town on them, and she was doing nothing to stop him!


   


  Breathlessly I watched as he bragged to his friends about how soft this “white bitch’s tits” were. Heather let out a soft moan as she heard his rude words. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was getting off on the humiliation of being the white plaything for this rowdy group of black men.


   


  She returned to the center of the stage, but her demeanor had changed. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and her breathing was heavy. I could tell the signs: She was getting hornier by the second, and edging closer and closer to losing her self-control once more. I watched her dance, rooted to the spot, helpless to stop her.


   


  Her top was the first thing to go. She practically ripped it off and flung it into the crowd. Her black bra soon followed, exposing her full, round breasts to the entire room. Her eyes were now glazed over, intoxicated with lust, as she paraded on stage. If only our friends and family back home could see her now. She was a pillar of our community, volunteering where ever she was needed, a proper and decent woman… and now, she was half-naked on stage in front of an entire crowd of strangers!


   


  Her skirt was next. She pulled it down, letting it drop to the floor. There she was, Heather, my lovely wife, on stage in nothing but stockings and a pair of see-through black panties. My cock strained against the fabric of my pants as I saw the many men wave their dollars at my wife. I knew what was to come…
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  Connect with Emilia Steele


  I just want to THANK YOU! for supporting an independent author!


   


  You can visit my author page at: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/


  You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com
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