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Chapter 1

The room was quiet except for the hum of the overhead light. It flickered slightly, casting sharp shadows over the table between us. I leaned back in my chair, one hand resting lazily on my holster, the other drumming against the armrest.

Across from me sat Emma, hands folded in her lap like she was in church, knees pressed tightly together. She had that soft, nervous look—wide eyes, lashes lowered every time I met her gaze. She’d barely said two words since I brought her in.

“Emma,” I said slowly, letting her name linger on my tongue. “You know why you’re here, right?”

Her lips parted just a little, and she nodded. “Y-yes, officer.”

I arched a brow, leaning forward. “You can call me Jack. I think we’re past formalities now.”

She flushed, cheeks coloring pink, and whispered, “Okay… Jack.”

God, she was trembling. I could see it in her hands—small, delicate fingers twisting in her lap. She wasn’t like the women who usually ended up across from me, all attitude and defiance. Emma was soft, sweet… utterly unprepared for someone like me.

“You’ve been avoiding my questions,” I murmured, standing up and circling the table. Her head turned to follow me, her eyes darting away the second they met mine. “That makes me think you’re hiding something.”

“I–I’m not,” she stammered, her voice barely audible.

I stopped just behind her chair, close enough to smell the faint scent of her shampoo—something soft, floral. “Then why are you shaking, sweetheart?”

She stiffened at the word, and I saw her shoulders rise slightly. “I… I’m just nervous.”

I let my hand rest on the back of her chair, my fingers brushing her hair. “You don’t have to be nervous with me. Unless…” I bent down, my mouth near her ear, “you’ve been a very bad girl.”

Her breath hitched, sharp and shallow.

I smiled. “Turn and look at me.”

She did—slowly, shyly—and her lips parted just the slightest bit, like she didn’t even realize she was doing it. Her eyes flicked down to my chest, then back up again.

I tilted my head. “See, that’s better. But if you really want me to believe you’re telling the truth, Emma… you’re gonna have to prove it to me.”

Her lips parted like she might say something, but nothing came out. I stayed close behind her, one hand still resting casually on the chair.

“Stand up,” I said softly, the tone more of an order than a suggestion.

Emma blinked, shoulders tightening. “W–why?”

“Because I told you to.”

For a moment, I thought she might refuse. Her fingers curled against the edge of the chair, knuckles pale. Then, hesitantly, she pushed herself up.

“Good girl,” I murmured, circling around until I was in front of her again. Her eyes stayed fixed on the floor, too shy to meet mine. I tilted her chin up with a single finger, forcing her to look at me.

“You don’t like breaking rules, do you?”

She shook her head, eyes wide.

“Then don’t break mine,” I said. “Take a step closer.”

Her breath caught, chest rising and falling quickly. “I… I don’t think I should—”

“Closer,” I repeated, voice low but firm.

She swallowed, took a shaky step forward.

I watched her carefully—how she looked anywhere but my face, how her hands hovered near her sides like she didn’t know what to do with them. God, she was sweet. Untouched, probably.

“You’re nervous,” I said.

She nodded. “I—this is—”

I stepped forward just enough that her back hit the edge of the table. Her hands gripped it for balance, eyes darting up to mine.

“Scary?” I asked.

“A little,” she whispered.

I leaned down, close enough to feel her breath. “But not enough to stop you.”

Her lips parted like she might argue, but the words never came.

I reached up, tracing my thumb along her jawline slowly, deliberately. “You want to be good for me, don’t you?”

Her cheeks flushed deep pink. She hesitated… then nodded, just once.

Her nod was small, almost imperceptible, but I caught it. That was all I needed.

“Good,” I murmured. My thumb dragged lightly across her bottom lip. “Then do exactly as I say.”

Emma’s breath hitched again, but she didn’t move.

“Hands,” I said.

She blinked. “Wh-what about them?”

I stepped in closer, until our chests almost touched. “Put them on me. Here.” I tapped my chest with two fingers.

She hesitated—just long enough for me to tilt my head in warning—then slowly lifted her hands, resting them timidly against my shirt. Her touch was feather-light, like she was afraid to do it wrong.

“Harder,” I said.

Her fingers curled slightly, pressing against me.

“There you go,” I praised, my hand sliding down to her waist, feeling the way she tensed under my touch. “Now look at me.”

She did, eyes wide, lips parted just slightly.

“Good girl,” I said again. “You listen so well.”

Her cheeks flushed deeper at the words, and I could tell she liked it—being told she was good for me, even though she didn’t want to admit it.

“Now…” I leaned down, my lips hovering just above hers. “Say my name.”

She swallowed hard. “J…Jack.”

“Again.”

“Jack.”

I smiled. “Better.”

My hand trailed slowly from her waist to her hip, my grip tightening just enough to make her gasp.

“You’re blushing,” I murmured. “You like me telling you what to do, don’t you?”

“I–I don’t…” she started, voice trembling.

“Don’t lie.” My fingers dug lightly into her hip. “Say it.”

Her lashes fluttered, and after a shaky pause, she whispered, “I… like it.”

Her voice was barely a whisper when she admitted it, and it sent a rush of heat through me.

I smirked. “That’s what I thought.”

Without breaking eye contact, I stepped in closer, pressing her back until the edge of the table dug lightly into her thighs. She gripped it again for balance, knuckles white, looking up at me like she wasn’t sure whether to step away or stay frozen.

“Sit,” I ordered softly.

Her brows knit together for a second, as if to ask why, but the look I gave her stopped any protest. Slowly, she perched on the edge of the table, knees pressed together like she was trying to protect herself.

“Lay back,” I told her.

Her breath hitched audibly. “I… I don’t think—”

“Lay. Back.”

She trembled, but leaned back on her elbows, then eased herself down against the cold metal surface.

“Good girl.”

I placed one hand firmly on her thigh—not enough to move it yet, just to feel how tense she was—and leaned over her. Her eyes darted up to mine, her breath coming fast and shallow.

“You look nervous,” I said.

“I am,” she admitted, her voice so soft I barely heard it.

I lowered my mouth closer to her ear, my hand sliding just slightly higher on her leg. “Good. Stay nervous.”

Her lips parted on a shaky exhale.

“Hands up here,” I said, patting my chest again.

She obeyed—slowly, delicately—resting her hands against me. I caught her wrists, pinning them lightly to the table above her head.

“You like this,” I said, watching her squirm under me. “Being pinned. Having no control.”

Her eyes fluttered shut briefly. “I…”

“Say it.”

“I… like it,” she whispered, cheeks flushed.

I smiled, tightening my grip on her wrists just slightly. “Then you’re going to stay right here. And you’re not going to move until I tell you to.”

Her wrists were warm under my hands, soft and small. She tested my grip just a little, as if to see if I’d let her go. I didn’t.

“You’re staying right here,” I told her, voice low and rough. “Understand?”

She gave the smallest nod.

“Say it.”

“Y-yes,” she whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes… Jack.”

“That’s better.”

I let my free hand trail down her side, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. My fingers brushed the hem of her skirt, and she squirmed instinctively.

“You’re fidgeting,” I said.

“I—I can’t help it,” she stammered.

“Sure you can. Be still.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly as she tried, biting her lip in that nervous way that made me want to ruin her composure completely.

I pushed her skirt up slowly, inch by inch, deliberately taking my time. Her breath caught the higher I went.

“Look at you,” I murmured, watching her face. “Flushed. Breathing like you’ve run a mile. You like that I’m making you wait, don’t you?”

She shook her head weakly, but her body betrayed her—her hips tilted just slightly upward.

“Liar,” I said with a smirk.

My hand slid between her thighs, pushing them apart despite her instinctive resistance. The metal table creaked faintly as she shifted under me, her eyes wide and pleading.

“You’re so tense,” I said. “Relax for me.”

“I–I can’t,” she breathed out.

“Yes, you can. You’re going to let me take what I want. Because you want me to.”

Her lips parted, and for a moment she didn’t answer. Then she whispered, barely audible, “…I do.”

“That’s my girl.”

I let my hand move higher, teasing her just enough to make her gasp. She arched slightly, wrists straining under my grip, but I held her firm.

“You don’t get to move,” I said. “Not unless I tell you to. Understood?”

She whimpered softly. “Yes… Jack.”

I leaned down, my mouth brushing her ear as my hand explored further, deliberately slow. “Good girl. Now, I’m going to show you exactly what happens when you obey me this well…”

Her whispered yes, Jack was all the permission I needed.

I tightened my grip on her wrists, holding her firmly against the table. My other hand slid higher, fingers brushing over her through the thin fabric between us. She gasped, her hips jerking slightly even though she was trying so hard to stay still.

“You’re already so wet for me,” I murmured, letting my thumb stroke her slowly, deliberately. “You’ve been wanting this since I brought you in, haven’t you?”

“I—I haven’t—”

“Don’t lie to me.” I pressed just a little harder, making her moan softly. “Say it.”

Her head turned to the side, lips parted, eyes shut tight.

“Emma,” I said sharply.

Her eyes fluttered open.

“Say it.”

“I… I’ve been wanting it,” she breathed, her voice cracking slightly.

“Good girl.”

I shifted my stance, stepping between her parted thighs. My free hand moved fast, unbuckling my belt with practiced ease. The sound of the leather sliding through the buckle made her eyes widen further, and she tugged at her wrists, testing me again.

“Don’t move,” I warned, my voice a low growl.

She froze.

I freed myself, the heat of anticipation coiling tight in my gut as I pressed against her. She felt so small under me, pinned, helpless, and utterly mine.

“You ready for me, sweetheart?” I asked, voice low in her ear.

She nodded quickly.

“Use your words.”

“Yes, Jack,” she whispered, breathless.

I pushed into her in one slow, steady thrust, and her sharp gasp filled the room. Her back arched against the cold metal, wrists straining under my hold, but I didn’t let her move.

“God, you’re tight,” I groaned, setting a brutal rhythm that made her cry out with each thrust.

Her legs wrapped around my waist instinctively, but I didn’t slow down—I only drove into her harder, forcing her to take every inch of me.

“You feel that?” I growled, my mouth brushing against her ear. “That’s me owning every inch of you.”

“Jack—” she gasped, her voice breaking as I slammed into her again.

“Say it. Say you’re mine.”

“I—I’m yours!” she cried out.

“That’s right. All mine,” I growled, my pace unrelenting.

Her moans grew louder, breath coming in short, desperate gasps. I felt her body tighten around me, and I gripped her wrists harder, pinning her completely to the table.

“Don’t hold back,” I ordered. “Let me hear you.”

Her cry was sharp and raw as she came undone beneath me, legs trembling around my waist. I didn’t stop, thrusting her through every wave of pleasure until I finally gave in, burying myself deep and groaning her name as I finished inside her.

For a moment, the room was filled only with the sound of our ragged breathing. Her wrists were still pinned, her cheeks flushed and eyes glassy as she looked up at me—utterly ruined, exactly how I wanted her.


Chapter 2

Her body was limp against the table, breath still ragged as I held her pinned. I finally released her wrists, but only to grip her chin, forcing her to look at me.

“You think we’re done?” I asked, voice low and rough.

Her eyes widened slightly, and she shook her head instinctively.

“No, Jack,” she whispered.

“Good. Because you’ve still got a lesson to learn.”

I stepped back, my hands finding the hem of her skirt. I yanked it down in one swift motion, tossing it to the side. Her panties followed just as quickly, leaving her bare from the waist down.

She let out a soft, startled gasp, instinctively trying to close her legs—but I caught her knees and shoved them apart again.

“You got yourself in trouble tonight,” I said, my voice taking on a hard edge. “Ended up in my interrogation room because you couldn’t follow the law. You think good girls get away with that?”

She shook her head quickly.

“Answer me.”

“No, Jack,” she whispered, cheeks burning red.

“That’s right. And do you know what happens to bad girls?”

She swallowed, eyes darting nervously. “They… get punished?”

“Exactly.”

I grabbed her by the hips and turned her around, forcing her chest down onto the table so her ass was perfectly presented to me. Her hands gripped the edge, knuckles white.

“You’re going to count for me,” I said, palming her bare cheek. “Out loud. If you mess up, we start over.”

“Y-yes, Jack.”

The first slap landed sharp and sudden, the sound echoing in the room.

“One,” she gasped, voice trembling.

“Good girl,” I murmured, rubbing the sting before delivering the next one, harder.

“Two!”

I alternated sides, spanking her again and again, making her count every single one as her voice grew more breathless, her body trembling under my control.

By the fifth strike, she was squirming, her thighs pressed tight together as if she didn’t know whether to escape or grind against the table.

“Look at you,” I said, my voice dropping to a growl as I leaned close to her ear. “Moaning while I spank you. You like being punished, don’t you?”

“N-no—”

“Say it,” I demanded, landing another sharp slap that made her yelp.

“I… I like it!” she finally cried out.

“That’s my girl,” I growled, sliding my hand between her legs to feel how wet she was. “So needy you can’t even help yourself.”

Her breath hitched, and I pressed her down harder onto the table, spreading her open for me.

“Now,” I said, freeing myself again, lining up exactly where she needed me most, “you’re going to thank me properly for disciplining you.”

And with one hard thrust, I was inside her again.

I slammed into her with a deep, brutal thrust, forcing a loud gasp out of her as her fingers clawed at the table. Her legs trembled, but I grabbed her hips and held her steady, driving into her again, harder this time.

“You feel that?” I growled, my voice dark in her ear. “That’s what bad girls get. Used. Fucked. Owned.”

“J–Jack—” she whimpered, her voice breaking with each thrust.

I smacked her ass sharply, the sting making her jolt.

“Count it.”

“O-one!” she gasped out.

Another slap.

“Two!”

“Good girl,” I murmured, keeping the rhythm of spanking her between deep, punishing thrusts. “My filthy little criminal. The kind of girl who ends up on my table because she just can’t behave.”

Her face turned red, her lips parting in ragged gasps as she took it.

“Do you like it, Emma?” I asked, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back so she had to look at me over her shoulder.

She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Answer me.”

“Y-yes! I like it!” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Say what you are.”

She hesitated, chest heaving.

“Say it,” I growled, punctuating the command with another sharp slap.

“I’m—I’m your filthy little criminal!” she sobbed out, her body shaking under me.

“That’s right,” I snarled, pounding into her even harder, not letting up for a second. “And you’re going to take everything I give you until I decide you’ve learned your lesson.”

Her moans turned desperate, high-pitched, her body tightening around me. She was completely wrecked—spread out on my table, bare and trembling, taking everything like the dirty little lawbreaker she was.

“You don’t get to finish,” I said, keeping my thrusts deep and relentless. “Not until I tell you. Understand?”

“Y-yes, Jack!” she gasped, her voice frantic.

“Beg for it.”

“Please—please, Jack, let me—please—”

“Not yet,” I growled, smacking her ass hard again as I pounded into her, dragging her closer to the edge but never letting her go over. “You’re mine. You come when I say so.”

Her cries filled the room, desperate and pleading as I used her, keeping her right on the edge while punishing her for every whimper, every moan.

Her cries were raw, her body trembling violently under me as I pounded into her. I had her completely at my mercy—pinned over the table, bare, dripping, and begging for something she wasn’t going to get.

“Please, Jack—please, let me—”

“Not a chance,” I growled, smacking her ass hard enough to make her yelp. “You don’t get to finish before I do. You’re mine to use, and you’re going to take it.”

She whimpered, her legs shaking as I held her open for me, thrusting deep and fast.

“God, you’re so tight,” I groaned, my hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. “You love this—being nothing but a hole for me to fuck, don’t you?”

“I—I do!” she cried out, her voice breaking completely.

“Say it louder.”

“I love it!”

Her words sent a dark satisfaction straight through me. I fucked her harder, faster, using her body exactly how I wanted while she moaned like she couldn’t take it anymore.

“You’re going to stay right here,” I growled, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. “And you’re going to let me finish inside you. No moving. No begging. Just take it.”

Her head dropped forward, her voice cracking into a sobbing moan as I slammed into her one final time—burying myself deep and groaning as I emptied inside her.

I stayed there for a moment, holding her hips tight, savoring the feeling of her clenching around me, still on the edge and desperate for release.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed against the table, her legs trembling so hard she could barely hold herself up.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back so she had to look at me, her face flushed and eyes glassy.

“You don’t come,” I said darkly. “Not until I decide you’ve earned it. Understand?”

She nodded weakly, her lips parted like she wanted to beg again but didn’t dare.

“Good girl,” I murmured, giving her ass a final sharp smack.


Chapter 3

She was still bent over the table, legs trembling, when I stepped back and grabbed her chin, forcing her to look up at me.

“Stand up,” I ordered.

She pushed herself up on shaky legs, glancing nervously at me as I towered over her.

“Take everything off,” I said flatly.

Her breath hitched. “E-everything?”

“Do I need to repeat myself?”

She shook her head quickly and reached for the buttons of her blouse, her fingers fumbling as she slowly exposed more pale skin with each undone button. When the blouse fell open, I tugged it off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor.

“Bra too,” I commanded.

Her cheeks were crimson as she unclasped it, letting it slide down her arms until she stood there bare-chested, covering herself instinctively with her hands.

I grabbed her wrists, yanking them down.

“Don’t hide from me,” I growled.

Her breasts were full and perfect, her nipples already peaked from the cool air and everything I’d done to her. I let my palm come down sharply on one, the slap loud in the room.

She gasped, her body jerking.

“You like that?” I taunted, delivering another stinging slap to the other side.

“I—I don’t—”

I smacked her again, harder this time, making her moan despite herself.

“You’re lying to me again,” I said darkly, grabbing one breast and kneading it roughly, my thumb teasing her nipple until she arched into my hand. “Your body loves every second of this.”

She whimpered, her eyes squeezing shut as I leaned in and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard while my other hand played with the other breast. I bit down just enough to make her yelp, then soothed the sting with my tongue.

“God, you taste good,” I groaned against her skin, moving to the other side to give it the same treatment—slapping, squeezing, then sucking until her moans filled the room.

Her fingers twitched at her sides, like she wanted to touch me but didn’t dare.

“Hands behind your back,” I ordered.

She obeyed immediately, pushing her chest out more, completely exposed to me.

“That’s better,” I murmured, kissing up the soft skin of her chest, my mouth finally claiming hers in a hard, possessive kiss.

She gasped against my lips, stiff at first before melting completely into it, her lips parting as I slid my tongue past them.

I broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against her mouth, “You’re mine, Emma. Every. Fucking. Inch.”

Then I kissed her again, rougher this time, while my hands toyed with her breasts—slapping, squeezing, sucking—driving her wild as her body trembled against mine.

I pulled away from her kiss, a thin string of saliva connecting us as I gripped her chin.

“Turn around,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, her bare chest rising and falling fast as I forced her to bend back over the table, her breasts pressing against the cold metal surface.

I stepped in close, one hand sliding up her spine and tangling in her hair, yanking her head back so she was arched perfectly for me.

“Look at you,” I growled, my free hand reaching around to grab one of her breasts, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. “Completely naked, bent over like a slut, just waiting to be fucked again.”

Her cheeks were blazing red, her lips parting in a breathless moan as I spanked her ass sharply, the sound echoing through the room.

“Count it,” I commanded.

“O-one!”

I spanked her again, harder.

“T-two!”

I reached down, stroking myself against her soaked slit, teasing her opening. She whimpered, trying not to rock back against me.

“You want this so badly,” I taunted, leaning close to her ear. “Say it.”

“I… want it,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“I want it, Jack!”

That was all I needed. I slammed into her in one brutal thrust, forcing her breasts to grind against the table as I took her.

She cried out loud, her voice high and broken, as I grabbed both her breasts from behind—slapping one hard before squeezing and twisting her nipples mercilessly.

“You feel that?” I snarled, fucking her fast and deep. “Your perfect tits bouncing while I pound you. This is what you wanted all along, isn’t it?”

“Y-yes!” she sobbed, her body jerking forward with every thrust.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m… I’m your dirty slut! Your filthy little criminal!”

“That’s right,” I growled, my pace brutal as I tugged on her nipples, making her squeal. “And I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t even stand up straight.”

Her moans were loud, shameless, her body shaking as I pounded into her relentlessly, alternating between spanking her ass and pinching her nipples until she was completely wrecked—crying out, drooling against the table, utterly ruined.

“You’re mine, Emma,” I said darkly, leaning over her so my chest pressed to her back, still squeezing her breasts as I drove into her. “Every hole, every inch—you belong to me.”

“Yes, Jack!” she screamed, her voice raw.

I pulled out of her suddenly, making her gasp in surprise. Before she could catch her breath, I gripped her waist and flipped her onto her back like she weighed nothing.

She landed against the cold metal table with a soft whimper, her flushed, sweaty body completely bare and trembling.

“Spread your legs,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, still dazed, her thighs falling open to expose just how ruined she already was.

“Hands behind your head,” I commanded next.

She hesitated for half a second.

I narrowed my eyes.

“Now.”

She immediately obeyed, interlacing her fingers behind her head, her chest pushing up beautifully for me.

“God, look at you,” I murmured, dragging my palms over her breasts, squeezing them roughly. “Perfect tits just begging to be used.”

I slapped one sharply, the sound loud and filthy.

She gasped, arching her back.

“You like that,” I growled, leaning down to suck one nipple into my mouth, biting hard enough to make her yelp. My free hand pinched the other side until she squirmed helplessly.

Her lips parted in a soft, desperate moan.

I pulled back just long enough to say, “Open your mouth.”

She did without hesitation.

I slid two fingers between her lips, pressing down on her tongue as she gagged slightly, her eyes watering.

“Good girl,” I praised, watching the obscene sight of her drooling around my fingers as I played with her breasts, pinching and slapping them until they were flushed and sensitive.

I pulled my fingers free and replaced them with my mouth, kissing her hard—messy, filthy, claiming her completely as I rubbed myself against her soaked slit, teasing her entrance.

“You ready for more, sweetheart?” I whispered against her lips.

“Y-yes, Jack,” she breathed, completely gone.

“Good,” I growled, lining myself up again. “Because I’m not stopping until you’re fucked stupid on this table.”

I stepped back from between her legs, still holding her chin as she lay there flushed and wrecked on the table.

“Get up,” I ordered, my tone leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed instantly, sliding off the table on shaky legs. I stood over her, towering, unbuckling my belt completely this time and tossing it aside.

“Kneel,” I commanded.

She sank to her knees slowly, her big eyes looking up at me, lips parted as if waiting for instructions.

“Hands behind your back.”

She complied, her chest pushing forward, her perfect breasts on full display for me.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking myself slowly as I looked down at her. “You’re going to use that mouth and those tits for me. Nothing else.”

Her breath caught, but she nodded quickly.

“Open wide.”

Her lips parted obediently, her tongue sticking out slightly.

I stepped closer, sliding myself over her tongue just enough to feel her mouth’s wet heat before pulling back.

“Spit on it.”

She let out a soft sound of surprise, but a thin strand of spit fell from her mouth to my cock exactly as I wanted.

“Perfect,” I praised darkly. “Now put those tits together.”

She pressed her breasts together with her arms, squeezing them tight. I pushed myself between them, thrusting slowly at first, the slick mix of spit and precum making it easy.

“Look at you,” I groaned, thrusting deeper, the tip brushing her chin as I moved. “My filthy little criminal, on her knees, drooling on my cock while I fuck her tits.”

Her eyes fluttered half-shut as I grabbed the back of her head, forcing her mouth down onto me between thrusts.

“Good girl,” I praised, picking up the pace—pushing myself between her breasts and into her mouth rhythmically, using her exactly how I wanted.

Drool ran down her chin as she gagged softly, her eyes watering but never pulling away.

“That’s it,” I growled, tightening my grip in her hair. “Just a toy for me to use. Nothing else.”

I fucked her tits and mouth harder, faster, her perfect breasts bouncing with every thrust until my groans grew louder, rougher.

I shoved deep into her mouth one final time, groaning as I came—forcing her to swallow every drop as I held her there, her throat working around me.

When I pulled out, she was gasping softly, her chest heaving, her face and tits a mess of spit and precum.

I looked down at her, gripping her chin tightly so she had to meet my eyes.

“You did good,” I said darkly, thumb swiping her wet cheek. “But we’re nowhere near finished, sweetheart.”


Chapter 4

She stayed on her knees, chest heaving, spit still glistening on her lips and chin as she looked up at me—completely wrecked but waiting for what I wanted next.

The door creaked open.

“Jack?” a voice asked, deep and curious. It was Officer Ryan, one of my guys—tall, broad-shouldered, his uniform stretched tight across his chest. He paused at the sight of her kneeling, bare and ruined on the floor.

Ryan smirked. “Looks like you’ve been busy.”

I didn’t move, my hand still on her chin as I tilted her face up to look at him.

“You need something?” I asked lazily.

His gaze dropped to her exposed breasts, her flushed, trembling body. “Just… wondering if you’d share.”

I let the silence hang for a moment, studying him before smirking. “You asking my permission?”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a low chuckle. “Your toy, your call.”

I looked down at her. “Hear that, sweetheart? He wants a turn. What do you say?”

She blinked up at me, lips parted, clearly overwhelmed.

“She’ll do it,” I said for her, my voice firm. “Won’t you?”

She nodded quickly, eyes dropping in submission.

Ryan stepped closer, unbuckling his belt as I grabbed her chin and forced her gaze up at him.

“Open your mouth,” I ordered.

Her lips parted instantly, obedient.

Ryan let out a low laugh. “Fuck, she’s perfect.”

“She is,” I agreed. “Now feed her your cock. She’s gonna suck you off nice and slow while I play with her pretty little ass.”

As Ryan stepped in front of her, guiding himself to her mouth, I moved behind her, spreading her legs wide as I crouched down.

The second Ryan slid into her mouth, I gripped her ass, kneading both cheeks roughly before delivering a sharp slap that made her moan around him.

“Good girl,” I murmured, spreading her open further as I leaned in. I dragged my tongue slowly up the tight, puckered hole between her cheeks, making her jolt in surprise.

“Fuck, she just moaned,” Ryan groaned, pushing deeper into her mouth.

I chuckled against her skin, circling her hole with my tongue before licking her again—slow, deliberate, filthy. My hands kneaded her ass as I alternated between slapping her cheeks and sucking her hole, the wet sounds mixing with her muffled gagging around Ryan’s cock.

Ryan groaned, his hips rocking gently. “She’s so fucking good at this.”

“She’s perfect,” I growled, sliding a finger into her tight hole as I tongued her, making her squirm helplessly.

I glanced up at Ryan. “Don’t finish yet. I’m not done playing with her.”

Ryan’s groans grew louder as he slid in and out of her mouth, his hand gripping the back of her head to control the pace. She gagged softly, tears welling in her eyes as she tried to take all of him.

“Good girl,” I murmured from behind, my tongue circling her tight hole again before slipping just inside. She jolted, moaning around Ryan’s cock as I worked her open with my tongue.

“Fuck, she loves that,” Ryan groaned, watching her lips stretch around him.

“She’s a filthy little thing,” I said darkly, adding a finger to tease her hole as I licked her, pushing slowly inside.

Her moans grew louder, vibrating around Ryan’s cock, and his grip in her hair tightened.

“She’s drooling all over me,” Ryan groaned, looking down at her ruined face.

“Yeah, she’s perfect like that,” I growled, pulling my tongue free just to deliver another sharp slap to her ass before burying it back against her hole. “She’s mine to train. And she’s going to take everything we give her.”

I added a second finger, stretching her slowly as I licked around my own movements, making her whimper desperately around Ryan’s cock.

“Look at her,” Ryan muttered, voice strained. “She’s fucking dripping.”

“Because she’s my good little slut,” I said, curling my fingers inside her ass while my tongue teased the sensitive rim. “She loves being used like this—doesn’t even care which one of us is fucking her mouth.”

Her eyes were glassy as she looked up at Ryan, her lips stretched wide, drool spilling down her chin as he kept feeding her his cock.

“Don’t finish yet,” I told him, pulling my fingers free with a filthy sound. “She hasn’t earned it.”

Ryan let out a frustrated groan but nodded, pulling out of her mouth with a wet pop. She gasped for air, strands of spit still connecting her lips to his cock.

I gripped her chin, forcing her to look up at me.

“You’re not done, sweetheart,” I said darkly. “Now you’re going to find out exactly how it feels when I take your ass for the first time.”

I grabbed her chin, forcing her to look up at Ryan.

“On the table,” I ordered, my voice a growl.

She stood on shaking legs, and I immediately bent her over, pressing her chest flat against the cold metal. Her ass was high, completely exposed, still glistening from my fingers and tongue.

I stepped behind her, stroking myself as I lined up with her tight hole.

Ryan stood in front of her again, stroking himself slowly with a smirk.

“You’re gonna stay open for me, sweetheart,” I said darkly, one hand gripping her hip while the other spread her ass wide. “And you’re gonna take every inch of my cock in your ass like a good little slut.”

Her head turned slightly, lips trembling. “Jack… it won’t—”

“It will,” I growled, pressing the head of my cock against her tight entrance.

She let out a sharp gasp as I pushed forward slowly, stretching her open inch by inch.

“Look at that,” Ryan muttered, eyes locked on where I was forcing my way inside her. “She’s taking you so fucking deep.”

When I was buried to the hilt, I grabbed her hair, yanking her head back.

“Who owns this ass?” I demanded.

“You do, Jack!” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“That’s right,” I growled, pulling back and slamming into her again, hard.

She screamed, her voice raw as I set a brutal rhythm, pounding her tight ass relentlessly.

Ryan stepped closer, grabbing her face roughly and pushing his cock against her lips.

“Open up,” he ordered.

She obeyed instantly, moaning as he slid into her mouth.

“Good girl,” Ryan groaned, fucking her mouth slowly as I drove into her from behind, the table rocking beneath us.

I reached around, grabbing both her breasts—slapping one sharply before pinching her nipples until she squealed around Ryan’s cock.

“She’s fucking perfect,” Ryan muttered, fucking her mouth deeper.

“Yeah, but she’s mine,” I growled, slamming into her harder.

“Understood,” Ryan said with a low chuckle, keeping his rhythm in her mouth but never pushing to finish.

I grabbed her hips tighter, thrusting deep into her ass, her muffled cries vibrating around Ryan’s cock. She was completely used, wrecked, and helpless—exactly where I wanted her.

“You’re mine, Emma,” I snarled, pounding her ass mercilessly. “No one else gets to claim you. Not him. Not anyone. Mine.”

Her moan around Ryan’s cock was desperate, broken—her entire body shaking as I fucked her deeper, rougher, owning every inch of her tight hole.

I pulled out of her suddenly, making her gasp around Ryan’s cock.

“Off the table,” I ordered, my tone sharp.

She obeyed instantly, stumbling as I grabbed her by the waist and flipped her onto her back. Before she could catch her breath, I spread her thighs wide and pushed her knees up toward her chest, holding her completely open and exposed.

Ryan stepped back, stroking himself slowly, eyes glued to the sight of her wrecked, flushed body.

I lined myself up again, pressing the head of my cock back against her stretched hole.

“Look at me,” I growled.

Her dazed eyes found mine just as I slammed into her ass in one brutal thrust.

She screamed, her fingers clawing at the table for balance as I held her folded in half, pounding into her relentlessly.

“Who owns you?” I demanded, staring straight into her eyes as I fucked her deeper.

“You do, Jack!” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Damn right,” I snarled, leaning down to kiss her hard—messy, filthy, my tongue claiming her mouth as completely as my cock claimed her ass.

Ryan groaned under his breath, watching us with a dark smirk, but never stepping in.

I pulled back from the kiss, still slamming into her. “Say it again.”

“You own me!” she sobbed, her voice desperate.

“Who owns this ass?”

“You do! It’s yours!”

“That’s right,” I growled, my pace brutal as I fucked her harder, my hands mauling her breasts—slapping one sharply before pinching her nipples until she squealed.

“You’re gonna watch me finish in your ass,” I snarled, grabbing her face so her eyes stayed locked on mine. “No one else gets you like this. No one.”

“Only you, Jack!” she cried, tears spilling down her cheeks.

I kissed her again, biting her bottom lip as I pounded into her one last time, groaning deep in my chest as I finished inside her tight hole, burying every drop in her ass.

She gasped, her legs trembling violently, completely broken and owned beneath me as I held her in place, making sure she took all of it.

Ryan chuckled low. “Fuck, she’s wrecked.”

“Yeah,” I growled, still buried deep in her ass. “Because she’s mine—and no one else’s.”

I stayed buried inside her ass for a long moment, savoring the tight heat around me. Finally, I pulled out slowly, the filthy sound making her whimper as my cum started to drip out.

I grabbed her chin, forcing her to look up at me.

“On your knees,” I ordered.

She slid off the table obediently, sinking to the floor.

“Open your mouth,” I said, stroking myself slowly in front of her flushed face.

Her lips parted instantly.

“Good girl,” I murmured, pushing my cock past her lips. “Clean me up. Every drop.”

She gagged softly as I pushed deeper, her tongue working over me, licking and sucking obediently while I kept my hand tangled in her hair.

Ryan stepped closer, stroking himself lazily.

I looked down at her. “Use your hand on him. Nothing else.”

Her eyes flicked nervously toward Ryan, but she obeyed—her delicate hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly as she kept her mouth on me.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Ryan groaned, hips twitching as she pumped him faster.

I pulled her mouth off me briefly, letting her catch her breath before pushing myself back between her lips.

“That’s right,” I growled. “You get me clean while you work him with that pretty little hand. But he doesn’t get to come on you. Ever. You’re mine.”

Her eyes fluttered as she gagged softly around me, drool spilling down her chin as she pumped Ryan faster, her hand slick with precum.

“Almost there,” Ryan groaned, his free hand gripping the edge of the table as he tensed.

“Don’t you dare finish on her,” I warned, my voice sharp.

Ryan let out a guttural groan, pulling back slightly as he spilled over his own hand and stomach, catching the mess himself.

“Good girl,” I praised darkly, my hand tightening in her hair as I finally groaned deep in my chest, spilling the last of myself down her throat.

I held her there, making her swallow every drop before pulling out slowly, a thin strand of spit and cum connecting her lips to my cock.

She stayed kneeling, her hand still wrapped around Ryan’s softening cock, her face a wreck of tears, drool, and flushed heat—but completely claimed, exactly as I wanted her.

I tilted her chin up so she had to meet my eyes.

“You did good,” I murmured, my thumb brushing over her messy lips. “But don’t forget, sweetheart—you’re mine. Only mine.”

Ryan was still catching his breath, wiping his hand on a paper towel when I looked up at him.

“Get out,” I ordered flatly.

Ryan smirked, buckling his belt. “Lucky bastard.”

“Yeah,” I growled, my hand still tangled in her hair. “Because she’s mine. Not yours.”

He gave a short nod and left the room, the door clicking shut behind him.

The second we were alone, I grabbed her chin and tilted her head up, forcing her to meet my eyes.

“You’re not done yet,” I murmured, my thumb brushing over her swollen lips. “Stand up.”

She obeyed, her shaky legs barely holding her as I stepped in close, my chest brushing hers.

I kissed her—slowly this time, deliberately claiming her mouth as mine. She melted into it instantly, her lips parting for me, a soft whimper slipping free as I deepened the kiss.

Breaking it just long enough to whisper, “Up on the table. Now.”

She climbed onto the table, lying back and spreading her legs without being told.

“Good girl,” I murmured, crawling over her, my hands roaming up her thighs, over her hips, to her flushed breasts. I squeezed them gently—then harder—pinching her nipples just to hear her gasp.

“You’ve been my filthy little toy all night,” I said darkly, kissing her neck as I lined myself up with her slick pussy this time. “But now you’re gonna feel what it’s like when I take you slow. When I own you.”

I pushed inside her with one deep thrust, groaning low as her body clenched tight around me.

Her eyes fluttered open, glassy and overwhelmed as I set a slow, deliberate rhythm—each thrust deep, controlled, possessive.

“You feel that?” I murmured against her mouth. “Every inch of me, where you belong. No one else will ever fuck you like this. No one else will ever own you like this.”

Her breath hitched, her hands sliding up to clutch my shoulders as I kissed her again—hungry but unhurried.

“Say it,” I whispered against her lips. “Say who you belong to.”

“You,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I belong to you, Jack!”

“Again.”

“I’m yours! All yours!”

“That’s right,” I growled, thrusting deep and holding there as I kissed her hard, one hand gripping her jaw possessively.

I fucked her slowly, deeply, savoring every sound she made—her soft gasps, her desperate moans—as my hands alternated between cupping her face, grabbing her breasts, and pinning her wrists to the table.

When I finally came inside her again, I kissed her through it, my mouth devouring hers as I buried myself as deep as I could go.

When I pulled back, she was trembling, breathless, and utterly ruined beneath me—marked inside and out as mine.

I brushed a strand of hair from her face, my voice low and certain.

“You’re mine, sweetheart,” I said darkly. “And now, you know it.”


Chapter 5

I was still inside her, breathing hard against her neck, when the door opened again.

Two more officers stepped in—Officer Cole and Officer Matt, both pausing at the sight of her wrecked body pinned under me.

“Jesus,” Cole muttered with a smirk. “Didn’t think you’d keep her all to yourself this long.”

Matt chuckled. “So… we get a turn, or what?”

I didn’t move, still buried deep in her as I turned my head to glare at them.

“You want a turn?” I asked flatly.

They both nodded eagerly.

“You don’t get to finish in her. Or on her,” I growled. “She’s mine. Clear?”

“Crystal,” Cole said quickly, already unbuckling his belt.

“Yeah, man, we get it,” Matt added, following suit.

I pulled out of her slowly, my hand gripping her jaw to keep her eyes on me.

“You hear that, sweetheart?” I murmured. “They get to use you—but you’re still mine. No one else gets to claim you.”

She nodded weakly, her lips parted as if she couldn’t even form words anymore.

I stood, motioning for the two men to get into position.

“Cole—her mouth. Matt—her pussy. I’ll take her ass.”

Cole stepped in front of her, grabbing her hair roughly as he pushed his cock to her lips.

“Open up,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, letting him slide in deep, her throat tightening around him as he groaned.

Matt climbed onto the table between her legs, pushing into her soaked pussy with a low grunt.

“God, she’s tight,” Matt muttered.

“Because she’s perfect,” I growled, spreading her cheeks and lining myself up behind her.

I pushed into her ass in one slow, brutal thrust, groaning deep as I filled her tight hole again.

The three of us found a rhythm—Cole thrusting deep into her throat as Matt fucked her pussy fast and rough, while I pounded her ass mercilessly.

She was moaning, gagging, completely used in every hole, her body jerking helplessly between us.

“Look at her,” Cole groaned, watching tears stream down her face as she took him deep. “Fuck, she’s good.”

“Yeah, but she’s mine,” I snarled, slapping her ass sharply before grabbing her hair and yanking her head back.

Her eyes were glassy, her mouth stretched around Cole’s cock as I fucked her ass deeper, harder, making her scream around him.

“Who owns you?” I demanded over the sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

“You!” she sobbed around Cole’s cock.

“Say it again.”

“You own me!” she cried, her voice breaking.

“That’s right,” I growled, increasing my pace, Matt groaning as he drove into her pussy faster.

She was completely wrecked—every hole filled, her moans loud and desperate as she took all three of us like she was made for it.

But when Cole and Matt both started to tense, I pulled out suddenly, gripping her chin and forcing her to look up at me.

“Not on her,” I warned sharply.

Both men stepped back, finishing on themselves, groaning as they spilled across their own hands and stomachs instead.

I pushed back into her ass in one final, brutal thrust, groaning deep in my chest as I finished inside her for the third time, marking her again—because she was mine.

She was still on the table, legs trembling, cum dripping from her ass where I’d just claimed her again.

The door swung open—and one by one, the rest of the squad stepped in.

There were five more men, all of them pausing at the sight of her wrecked, flushed body sprawled out on the table.

“Jesus Christ, Jack,” one of them muttered with a dark laugh. “You’ve been holding out on us.”

Another chuckled. “So… we getting a turn?”

I stepped back just slightly, still holding her chin so her glassy eyes stayed locked on mine.

“You can all use her,” I said darkly, my voice echoing in the room. “But you don’t get to finish in her. Or on her. Ever. She’s mine. Clear?”

They all nodded quickly, unbuckling their belts, hard cocks already out and ready.

I smirked, brushing my thumb over her swollen lips.

“You hear that, sweetheart?” I murmured. “They can fuck you as much as they want—but you’re still my filthy little toy. Only I get to mark you.”

She whimpered softly, her voice gone.

I grabbed her by the waist, flipping her over onto her hands and knees.

“Line up,” I ordered, motioning to the others.

Cole stepped in behind her first, sliding into her pussy with a groan while I moved to her mouth, feeding her my cock.

“Open wide,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, sucking me obediently as Cole pounded her from behind.

When he pulled out, Matt was next, thrusting into her tight hole while I stayed buried in her throat.

Each man took turns—using her pussy, then her mouth—while I alternated between her throat and her ass, fucking her hard every time I stepped in.

The room was filled with groans, filthy words, the sounds of her gagging and moaning as she was used in every way possible.

I reached around at one point, grabbing her breasts roughly, slapping and pinching her nipples as I pounded her ass from behind while another officer used her mouth.

“She’s fucking perfect,” one of them groaned.

“Yeah,” I growled, fucking her harder. “But she’s mine. Don’t forget it.”

Whenever one of them got close, I yanked her mouth or pussy off them.

“Not in her,” I barked. “You finish on your hand. Understand?”

They groaned in frustration but obeyed, spilling across their own hands or stomachs, while I always slid back inside her to finish—deep in her pussy, her ass, or across her chest as I pinched her nipples and forced her to watch me.

The rotation continued—hole after hole, man after man—until she was shaking violently, drooling, tears streaking her cheeks, completely gone as my filthy little squad toy.

But when the last man finished on his own hand, I grabbed her hair, yanking her head back so her glassy eyes met mine.

“Mine,” I growled, shoving deep into her pussy one final time, groaning loud as I came inside her, marking her exactly where she belonged.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed forward, trembling violently, utterly destroyed and dripping only my cum.
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Pulled Over:: She Wasn’t Just Speeding—She Was Begging to Be Caught

She ran the stop sign like she wanted someone to chase her.

I lit her up—blue and red flooding her rearview—and from the second she looked back at me, I knew she wasn’t just in trouble. She wanted to be.
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