
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Elena Hales crossed her arms and tapped her foot impatiently at Jake Stanton as he scrambled to get his gear together and get in the passenger's side seat of the police car. He mumbled a quick apology for his 'too tight' belt, but Elena whispered something back about being 'shocked'.  
 
      
 
    They were due to go on patrol together for a while now and no matter how much Jake tried to get it put off or get someone else to come with, the ride seemed inevitable. Hair tied back tight in a ponytail, lips tight and focused in a way only a woman in command could be, Elena held all the power he could never hope to have.  
 
      
 
    "Make sure you don't waste time like that again." Her voice was even but had enough force behind it that the insult was naturally implied. "The others are sticking you with me and I don't want you to be the slow one when we get real, life or death situational calls." 
 
      
 
    Elena graduated top of her class and loomed over him like a constant reminder of how much of a physical failure he was. While the other officers either slid up to Elena, flirting or treating her like one of the guys, he was in the background typing away at his computer like a nerd.  
 
      
 
    Elena sure as hell didn't keep it a secret that she didn't like him. In fact, she went out of her way to look down on him as much as possible. He couldn't even find it in him to blame her, police officers are supposed to have some level of command and order to them. Jake...wasn't much of anything. Never got past five-six, never weighed more then one-sixty, wasn't a good shot, wasn't good at tactics, barely made it out of the academy. Some short curly hair that made him look cute enough to like but pale, basement dweller skin that made him not hot enough to fuck.  
 
      
 
    Shouldn't have been his problem though; he was born into a long line of town royalty, police officers all the way down. Jake was the only son to five kids, his more commanding sisters all went into either medicine or army. His father took one good look at him, sucked his teeth and gave him the choice of force or nothing.  
 
      
 
    At his choice, he'd be working a bank job.  
 
      
 
    Driving around for about thirty minutes with no sign of trouble; Elena made an off-hand comment about getting assigned to the 'nicer' areas of the city because of 'dead weight' and stopped the car in an alleyway.  
 
      
 
    "I'm getting something to eat. Is it too much to ask that you wait here and keep the car safe?" Elena looked at him like he was her life's burden; she treated him just as well. If Jake had a spine he'd put her back in her right spot, tell her to get on her hands and knees and make that pretty mouth of hers useful. Elena's natural presence, her sheer existence, was something above him in order and demand; what could he, a guy who could barely scratch out his own existence, say against someone as exceptional as her?  
 
      
 
    He nodded and she left, mumbling something about him being spineless. He couldn't blame her. Even now with a badge and a gun he couldn't see himself ever being any sort of physical threat to anyone. If anything, he'd embolden criminals.  
 
      
 
    Jake looked around for Elena, there was no sign of here for so long he almost worried. Elena probably thought so little of him that she forgot about him, abandoned him in an alleyway to rot until someone reminded her of his existence.  
 
      
 
    A rumble at his thigh, someone texted him. 
 
      
 
    Jake, where you at man? Samuel, another officer. 
 
      
 
    Alleyway, donuts. Elena's taking a while. 
 
      
 
    Woah, you're with Elena? Jake imagined Samuel full-blown laughing his ass off at him; everyone in the station new Elena ran a tight ship. Right now, they were probably taking bets as to how long the new kid could last.  
 
      
 
    Yeah, we're just out on patrol. 
 
      
 
    Bit of a pain in the ass? Least she's hot though? 
 
      
 
    Elena, hot. He wasn't sure how to parse that one. On the one hand, Elena was attractive, tall, had a sharp eye and jawline, beautiful blonde hair...on the other hand how would she ever be attracted to him? 
 
      
 
    I don't see it.  
 
      
 
    You should, it's huge I hear ;p 
 
      
 
    Now he's completely lost, what's Samuel talking about...? 
 
      
 
    ? 
 
      
 
    Rumor has it Elena's packin' heat.  
 
      
 
    Elena, having a penis? He texted Samuel back, got into a heated conversation until Samuel started describing in detail what he wanted to do to her; Jake paid no attention to his surroundings and somewhere along the line, he pulled against the shift.  
 
      
 
    The car lurched backward, Jake spasmed and tried to get the thing to brake; no avail, it kept moving, gaining speed until slamming to a stop against a tree.  
 
      
 
    Fuck, fuck, Jake stumbled out of the car, got up only to find Elena there, hand on her belt, glaring daggers at him. He had one job to do, one task that he was entrusted with and he found a way to completely fuck it up.  
 
      
 
    "Unbelievable." Was the only word Elena said before turning to walk away again, exasperated.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The damage to the car is minimal; Jake counted himself lucky that he didn't get charged with anything, or got the repair bill for that matter. 
 
      
 
    Elena and Jake got the honor of getting a lift back to the station, Elena glaring daggers at him the entire time. Sometimes opening her mouth to say something before letting it fizzle out beneath tight teeth. It wasn't that Jake didn't know how to apologize, just he felt Elena would punch him clear in the face if he did, not to mention what Sam told him earlier. Did she have a cock, hiding underneath all that gear and glaring? Why couldn't he get his damn mind off it?  
 
      
 
    "Stop fucking fidgeting." Elena spat; Jake apologized and leaned against the car door. Elena took one look at him and rolled her eyes. "What the fuck are you so damn on edge about? Are you upset or something? I'm the only one who should be upset; I shouldn't be here." 
 
      
 
    Elena thanked her comrade for the ride and they left the car, straight to the boss' office. Elena's the picture perfect version of what a commanding officer should be and Jake can't stop himself from thinking he's fucked up so bad that he has to make it up to her. How much ass kissing is he going to have to do?  
 
      
 
    "Sir?"  
 
      
 
    "Stanton, Buren. Good to see neither of you are injured from your little...accident." The balding man spun a pen between his fingers, the picture of overworked, stressed and underappreciated. "Let's keep this short and sweet; Jake, that was such a rookie mistake I'm thinking of taking away your badge. Luckily for you, we're short on numbers and I'm actually relieved that you didn't manage to kill anyone so you're on desk duty until further notice."  
 
      
 
    That's a load off his shoulders, maybe now he can finally get away from Elena without feeling like he's holding her back like he's a lesser person than her.  
 
      
 
    "You, however, I'm shocked with."  
 
      
 
    The boss tipped his pen towards Elena and even she seemed knocked a little off-kilter. 
 
      
 
    "You know Jake isn't the greatest officer, you left him alone with police equipment? I'm a bit taken aback by your lack of forethought. You're stuck with him until I can be confident you two are able to work together." The entire room shifted to its side thinking off how the two of them would work together, alone; would she exact her revenge on him with this?  
 
      
 
    As they left the room, he swore he could hear her grumbling his name. 
 
      
 
    Jake forced himself to work on paperwork, the words were just symbols to him; Elena was just a few feet away working over her own pile of saved up work. Occasionally she'd look up, something heated and burning in her eyes; As day wore into night and the office began clearing out one by one either off duty or patrolling, his fear grew.  
 
      
 
    From across the room Elena locked eyes with him, everything about her said 'anger' at his inability to perform. A smarter, stronger man would either apologize or not even look back, but Jake couldn't muster the strength; because Elena was stronger than him, in every way. On some base level, even his body and nerves knew that he was a failure of a man. 
 
      
 
    The moment the last officer besides the two of them began getting ready to leave for the night, Jake excused himself for a timely bathroom break. Better to hide in here for a couple hours and make a quiet escape than have to deal with her. Nothing burned him more than the feeling of her eyes on his back.  
 
      
 
    It wasn't two minutes after he stepped into the tiled bathroom that she came marching in after him. 
 
      
 
    Her hand was steady on her belt, jaw clenched. The phrase 'you shouldn't be in here' hung heavy on his tongue. Even if it was 'protocol' who was he to be giving orders, especially after today's fuck up?  
 
      
 
    "Turn around." Her voice rang off the tile.  
 
      
 
    Was he in a position to say no? He faced a space between the urinals, put his hands up against the wall, spread his legs shoulder-width apart and dropped his head to look at the ground. Elena hummed, then approached him until he could see her shoes on either side of his legs. 
 
      
 
    A rough hardness ground against his ass. Jake wasn't an idiot, he knew what that was but the idea of Elena having a cock? Sure, Samuel warned him but she seemed a tad bit too pretty, too fair in the face for that. 
 
      
 
    "You feel that, boy?" She whispered to him, either side of his legs bordered by her own, her cock practically sitting on his lower back. "That's gonna be your new god if you don't fucking act right, is that understood?"  
 
      
 
    His head spun at that; Elena bending him over a desk, cuffing him to the desk – one pair of his hands, one for each of his legs.  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry."  
 
      
 
    Why the hell was he apologizing now? Elena's half breathy laugh was enough to tell him that ship was past sailed at this point.  
 
      
 
    "You don't listen to orders, you don't focus, and I can't have you doing that in the field now can I?" Elena's hand came to his neck, forced his head backward. Her hips shifted like she was fucking him now. Instead of fear or worry the first thought that popped into Jake's head was the want for her hand to squeeze that slightest bit harder. "Consider this just a little warning between you and me; you destroy my career, I destroy your ass." 
 
      
 
    And like that Jake was alone in the bathroom, cock heavy in his pants.  
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Elena never brought up what happened in the bathroom between them and Jake never had to strength to tell anyone else. Samuel's text log would've been enough of a thread to follow up on, but when the idea popped in his head to continue it, he deleted it instead. 
 
      
 
    And, because he couldn't help but be a failure are this point, his voice fizzled out on every try to bring it up with Elena.  
 
      
 
    His parents hadn't heard of his desk duty yet, thank the almighty. If they did he'd never hear the end of it; one more disappointment on the pile.  
 
      
 
    Their desk duty went on into days, weeks until they were finally back out in the field. Elena watched him like a hawk, he was never left alone with anything. Ever. What few words they shared were strictly about police procedure and operation, memorizing and presenting Miranda rights, so on and so forth.  
 
      
 
    One day, they were back on the clock. Jake had come five minutes early like Elena told him to which was strange, but at this point, he didn't question her methods of doing anything. He'd fucked up enough in the past and proven he wasn't fit to make his own decisions.  
 
      
 
    But, the clock read five minutes after. Jake paced the halls, brows pulled tight. Elena. Late. These two things conflicted with each other enough that he caught himself walking down the same hall three times; the other guys in the office were beginning to take notice.  
 
      
 
    He headed out their shared car; it hadn't been so long since the cop car incident. Was he even allowed to go anywhere without Elena? Walking back inside to ask felt like it'd be awkward, getting orders from anyone but Elena would feel awkward.  
 
      
 
    Funny, Elena swore to make him his bitch, she hasn't yet and here he is: a bony boy – because he's certainly not a man – panicking without his 'leash'.  
 
      
 
    Then after ten minutes walking back to the station – only to meet Elena on the way there.  
 
      
 
    "Someone told me you were walking around like a weirdo. Five minutes without me and you forget how to function." Elena shook her head. It had actually been less than five minutes, apologies stuck to Jake's tongue. 
 
      
 
    Less out of a fear that she'd snap at him – though that fear was certainly there – and more out of being mesmerized. For the first time since they started working together, Elena's blonde hair was down instead of in that jaws of life tight bun as usual.  
 
      
 
    "Get in the car, Jake." 
 
      
 
    Jake came back to Earth, back to following directions. They were off, back on patrol again. Every now and again Jake's eyes would wander to Elena's face, curious. Now he could see it, why some of the guys at the station spent their time crowded around tables at the bar, discussing Elena. Her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders rendered her blue eyes even more striking, her straight no-nonsense gaze and the natural tightness of her jaw.  
 
      
 
    "You done staring or are you going to get out of this car and give this guy a ticket so we can go on break?"  
 
      
 
    Fuck, Jake hurried and rushed out of the car, tripping on the sidewalk as he went.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Elena settled them into an alleyway lined with trash bags and forgotten alcohol bottles for their break. Jake brought his lunch with him from the house, Elena brought hers from a nearby restaurant. 
 
      
 
    For what might've been the first time since he met her, Elena smiled at him. "Jake, I've been meaning to tell you about something I find...intriguing." 
 
      
 
    "Yes? A-anything."  
 
      
 
    Jake regretted how childish and over excited he sounded the moment those words came out of his mouth. How long had it been since he had lunch with an attractive woman? 
 
      
 
    Elena grinned ear to ear at him."When I told you to face the wall, I didn't say spread your legs, I didn't say brace yourself, but you did, and very well might I say.  
 
      
 
    A hard lump formed in Jake's throat. Elena's voice was going throaty as she spoke, her blue eyes piercing through him. Jake tried to tense his legs against the chair, to try and stave off an erection.   
 
      
 
    "I thought about fucking you right then and there, no one would've bothered us. The idea of your voice bouncing off the tile while I ruined you with my cock, made you beg for a woman's cock. You assumed the position like you were built for it, made for it..." 
 
      
 
    Elena grabbed Jake's chin and forced him to look at her; her toothy grin brought shivers to his spine, nailed fingers ached his cheeks. His cock was tenting in his pants.  
 
      
 
    "Do you want me to shove my cock up your ass? Should I change your punishment be not getting my cock?" Jake didn't move his head an inch; interest was in him, need laced through his entire body, he wasn't fit to even be sitting here much less having Elena fuck him into a frenzy. 
 
      
 
    Elena released his cheeks, "If you want me to fuck you, you have ten seconds to leave the car; Then I'll fuck you. If not, we'll drive off and never talk about this again, alright?"  
 
      
 
    Ten seconds to make the decision as to whether or not he was going to just give in and let Elena lead his life around; he couldn't be an officer, Elena had to do that for him. He could just let her be the man of the relationship too and not have to worry about that either.  
 
      
 
    "Three...two..." 
 
      
 
    Jake swung the car door open, Elena shut the car off and followed suit.  
 
      
 
    What position should he take to please her best? What did he want to do for Elena and how far would he go? How far did he want to go – what if someone walked into the alleyway right now and discovered them? 
 
      
 
    Elena tisked and shook her head in disappointment. With a sharp-nailed hand, she took a handful of his hair and yanked him down to his knees, moving his mouth to her now revealed cock. "Keep it open, don't bite down. You bite down, you get assigned to someone else, understand me?"  
 
      
 
    That was right, decisions as complicated as that weren't his responsibility now: Elena could live life for the both of them now and all he had to do was be a nice little fuckhole for her: something he already wanted.  
 
      
 
    Jake let his mouth hang open. Elena pushed her cock against his face, it dwarfed his own. One of his hands reached downwards and open-palmed the front of his pants.  
 
      
 
    "Couldn't amount to much of an officer, couldn't make daddy proud, but lucky for you could still salvage yourself as a man by being a good cocksheath." Elena laughed, slapped her cock against his face. Whatever loose threads of masculinity he had nearly come together to form some sort of defense, but then Elena's cock pushed into his mouth, further and further down until he was ready to gag. 
 
      
 
    Then finally his nose was pressed against her, her throbbing cock fully buried in his mouth. Jake felt heat race to his head, his cock aching at the front of his pants.  
 
      
 
    Elena used his hair as a handle and fucked his throat like a toy; each thrust going from tip to base as she shoved her cock down his throat. Jake rubbed himself in time with her thrusts. This is exactly how he should be used, how he should've been used all along; what was a boy like him doing with a badge and a gun?  
 
      
 
    Lights went off behind his eyes and Jake shook, his body shaking as his cock twitched against the rough cloth of his pants. He reached his orgasm with Elena fucking his face; went mindless as Elena fully used him again. 
 
      
 
    Elena used him so hard he thought he might choke, each thrust forcing spittle out the sides of his mouth until his chin dripped with her precum and his spit. Then she pulled out, her hand working the full girth and length of her cock. Jake knew his place, pulled his mouth open with his fingers, stuck his tongue out. Her cum shot across his face, his opened his mouth and caught as much of the hot, sticky liquid on his tongue as he could.  
 
      
 
    "Good boy. When we're on break tomorrow, I'm going to turn off our dashboard camera and fuck you on the hood of the car; is that understood, boy?"  
 
      
 
    No compliments or gratitude after that. It might've been framed as a question, but it wasn't. She was telling him, 'tomorrow you're getting fucked' and the thought of that. She pat him on the head, zipped herself up and went back to the car. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Jake was sitting around his family, at one of those gatherings his parents loved to throw. He tensed his legs to stave off another erection. This time not about a fantasy but, about a memory, the feeling of Elena's cock fucking his mouth open until he moaned for it until he came against his own hand and wanted to be fucked by her out in public, while on duty no less.  
 
      
 
    How would his proud, haughty father react if his son revealed where he was just yesterday? Less then twenty-four hours ago he'd been sucking her off, getting skull fucked until he gagged. Thinking back, that might've been when he'd come. 
 
      
 
    Every hour was spent wondering about tomorrow until tomorrow came until he was sitting beside her in the cop car, waiting for her and what felt like an eternity for their break to come.  
 
      
 
    Elena got in the car and they were off; if there were a way to turn every cell in a body on and make it hypersensitive, Elena found out how to do that to him. 
 
      
 
    Nothing of notice or worth was occurring. Not even many parking tickets to hand out; Elena must run a tight ship, but when they finally completed a good round look of their section of the city, Elena insisted on another run.  
 
      
 
    "I think we've done enough," Jake suggested, unable to stop himself from side eyeing a nearby alleyway, just big enough for the car to fit.  
 
      
 
    "It's not usually this quiet. I think we need to do another run."  
 
      
 
    "Elena-" 
 
      
 
    "Look I know you can't wait for me to fuck you, but something you need to understand is that your ass isn't yours anymore. It's mine." Elena laced her fingers together and smiled. "I decide when it gets ruined. And I say you have to wait. Is that understood, or do you need a more stern reminder?"  
 
      
 
    Jake wondered what a stern reminder would be; her finding some new, exciting way to make him what her dick inside him or what? At the same time, he didn't want to risk rocking the boat. He wanted her to fuck him, it wasn't even a question anymore. He was born to be her little hole to ruin. What if Elena decided to call it off?  
 
      
 
    "I understand ma'am." 
 
      
 
    "Good boy." She smiled. "I'll give you a special reward now, okay?" 
 
      
 
    Alright, good, that's nice. He managed not to mess up that much at least. Elena flashed him a toothy grin, unzipped her pants revealing her strong cock, then pushed Jake's head down.  
 
      
 
    The car moved into motion and it was clear what Elena was doing: Jake wrapped his hand around the base of Elena's cock, felt how strong it was, tracing the thick vein that traveled up from the base. 
 
      
 
    This time Jake could take some command himself, please her right like the good little cock slave he was meant to be. Jake lowered himself onto her cock, let it fill out his mouth. It took all his willpower to get adjusted as Elena's dick began to fill his throat.  
 
      
 
    But the slow pace was doing nothing for either of them, Jake's own cock was limp in his pants until he finally began forcing his throat down until it damn near hurt; then he felt a stir and Elena's hand trembled on the steering wheel. There was just something so hot about having so much in him he couldn't breathe, he could get used to being a cock slut.  
 
      
 
    The sounds of his self-caused choking gags filled the car; it came to a sudden stop as Elena pulled his head back, hot cum searing across his face, slobbering dripping down his chin. 
 
      
 
    The car slid into a random broken glass covered alleyway, a half hour later than normal. Not the best of neighborhoods but they wouldn't be seen and if Jake screamed they wouldn't be heard – or at least cared about.  
 
      
 
    Jake didn't bother wiping the cum off his face, wore it like a badge of honor as he got out of the car and maneuvered to the front. Then he stood there as Elena leaned against the chain link fence opposite the alleyway entrance.  
 
      
 
    "I-I'm ready," Jake said, licking a forgotten drop of cum off his lips.  
 
      
 
    "Hmm...." 
 
      
 
    "Please, please don't tease me anymore."  
 
      
 
    Elena pulled a face. "Well, I don't know if you really want it, you're going to have to prove to me that you can't live without my cock."  
 
      
 
    Jake considered how effective crawling might be; the ground was covered with glass though. What else could he do?  
 
      
 
    Jake doubled over the car, reached down and spread his cheeks open. Elena's brows raised first in surprise, then into interest as if she hadn't expected him to go that far. His little way of making sure she knew whose bitch he was; even if the thought of it made him go a little dizzy in the head. 
 
      
 
    Her signature commanding walk came his way until her cock was pressing against his ass, making the world tilt sideways. Elena's body bent over him, one hand coming underneath his head and the other at his waist to position herself.   
 
      
 
    Just when he was about to plead again Elena's cock plunged into him, the burning stretch intensified by her hand at his neck.  
 
      
 
    She fucked him, without a single moment's preparation. Every thrust felt like it was dancing on the knife edge of torture and pleasure as she fucked him hard enough to make his body shake. Jake kept his ass held open, felt as if his entire body was being fucked open. 
 
      
 
    Elena pulled his head back with a vicious yank, two fingers forcing Jake's mouth open, making him moan out loud. Jake's cock strained and body stretched out against the hood of the car. This was his place, he was meant, built and made to be fucked by stronger, superior women.  
 
      
 
    "You like it, my boy?" 
 
      
 
    My, Elena considered him to be hers.  
 
      
 
    "Yesh ma'am." 
 
      
 
    Gently, Elena pushed his head back down to the car hood, then her hips moved faster, smacking against him like a rough spanking. Jake felt heat lace through him, though his limbs. He went limp on the car, limbs hanging until that single motion of her cock sliding in and out of him became all he knew.  
 
      
 
    Then, her thrusts became uneven but brutal, Jake's teeth clenched at the pain of it; then hot lances into him, all throughout him in time with Elena's heavy, heaving exhales. His own cock hung between his leg, unsatisfied. Elena didn't care, left him there with his cum filled, puckered hole showing to the world.  
 
      
 
    She zipped up her pants and rounded to the car. Jake followed suit, trembling all through his body, feeling every drop of Elena's cum still inside him as he slid into the car.  
 
      
 
    They drove from the alleyway, Elena smiling the entire way out.  As they hit the main road, Elena spoke clearly and precisely; "From this day on, unless you want your father and the rest of the city to know you're a failure of a man, you're my cock sheath, is that understood?" 
 
      
 
    Jake nodded. From now on, he was hers.  
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