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Chapter 1 --- The Offer

The third night in a row.

I spot the broken taillight three blocks ahead—a lone red wink cutting through the river of oncoming headlights on the post-midnight stretch of Westwood Boulevard. The dark blue compact sedan registers immediately, a few years old, its body clean except for that cracked lens on the driver’s side. My grip tightens on the wheel. Heat coils low in my gut, sharper than the usual irritation that comes with repeat offenders.

I let him reach the next light, running the standard checks on the in-car computer out of habit. Daniel Okafor. Thirty-three. EMT. No record. No warrants. Off shift, judging by the hour.

The light flips green. He holds the limit exactly. Waiting.

I hit the lightbar. Blues and reds wash across the wet asphalt and the sedan’s doors. He signals, pulls into the empty lot of a closed tire shop with textbook precision.

I park behind him, leaving space. My boots meet pavement with that solid, familiar thud. Cool night air carries rain and the ghost of fried food from somewhere down the block. The duty belt settles heavy on my hips. I nudge my aviators up into my hair even though the sun’s long gone. The ritual counts. The look matters.

I approach on the passenger side, flashlight sweeping the interior. License and registration already wait between his fingers against the glass. I take them without contact. Our eyes lock through the window. His are deep brown, warm, and they carry a challenge that has nothing to do with the taillight.

Back in the cruiser, the engine hums and the radio crackles low. I don’t run the info again. I just study the license photo. He looks solid in it. Steady. The plastic taps against my thigh.

This is a game. We both know it. Night one was real. Night two stretched coincidence. Night three is an admission.

I get out again, this time on the driver’s side. The window drops before I reach it.

“Officer Vasquez,” he says. His voice sits lower than the first two brief exchanges, roughened by long shifts and shouting over sirens.

“Mr. Okafor.” I rest one forearm on the roof, lean in. The dome light catches him still in dark blue EMT pants and a gray t-shirt that pulls across his shoulders. Tired, but his focus is locked on me. “We have to stop meeting like this.”

A small smile. “Is that an order?”

The words hang charged. My pulse knocks harder against the vest. “Your left taillight is still out. I wrote the citation seventy-two hours ago.”

“I know.”

“The repair order is a fix-it. Any shop could handle it in twenty minutes.”

“I know that too.”

I straighten, looking down at him. The authority sits like a second skin, years old. Tonight it feels different. He’s looking past the badge, seeing the man who wants to use it for more than tickets. “So what’s your play here, Danny? You like the paperwork?”

He doesn’t flinch at his name. If anything, his eyes darken. “I like the stop.”

The admission lands quiet and deliberate in the empty lot. It moves through me, warming the places the uniform is supposed to keep cold. I let the silence stretch, let him sit in it. The power is mine. He’s giving it to me. Keeps giving it.

“Get out of the car,” I say. Not the tone I use on suspects. Lower. Direct. A command.

He moves without pause, unlocks the door, steps out. Tall—taller than me even with my boots. He shuts the door and stands beside it, hands loose, waiting. The submission lives in the stillness, in the way he holds himself ready. It hits like a live wire.

I step in close. Laundry soap, antiseptic gel, and underneath, him. Clean. Male. “You’re wasting my time. And yours.”

“I don’t think I am.”

“No?” I circle him slowly. He tracks me with his head but stays otherwise still. “What do you think you’re doing, then?”

“Seeing if you’d notice.”

“I noticed.” I stop in front of him. “I always notice. Now I’m asking why.”

He takes a slow breath. “Because when you walked up to my car that first night… your voice. The way you had everything under control. It cut through the noise in my head after a sixteen-hour shift. It was quiet.”

The ache in my chest tightens. I know that noise—the static of radios, bad drivers, endless forms, empty roads. The quiet he’s chasing… I’ve been hunting it too. Someone who hears the command in my voice and doesn’t push back, but leans in.

“Quiet is a choice,” I say, voice dropping. “You could go home. Kill the lights. Be alone.”

“I don’t want to be alone.” His gaze doesn’t waver. “I want to be told what to do. By you.”

There it is. The offer, stripped bare between the cruiser and his car. The power exchange isn’t hinted at anymore. It’s handed over. Freely.

I look him over, boots to face. The uniform feels heavier now. Not just a job. A tool. A promise.

“I have two options for you tonight, Danny.” My thumbs hook in the duty belt, leather cool under my fingers, radio hard, cuffs solid. “Option one: another citation for the same violation. I follow you to the nearest twenty-four-hour shop and watch you get it fixed. Fine for non-compliance. Expensive. Then you go home. Alone.”

He doesn’t blink. “And option two?”

“Option two…” I let it hang, watch his pupils open wider. “You accept a ride-along.”

Confusion crosses his face for a second. “A… ride-along? In the cruiser?”

“In the cruiser,” I confirm. My heart slams now. This is the line. “But not the kind you’re thinking of. You come with me. You follow my rules. You do exactly as I say. And we see where the rest of this shift takes us.”

His throat moves as he swallows. “What are the rules?”

“We negotiate them. Together. In the car. Before anything else happens.” I tilt my head. “And you have a safeword. Any time you want to stop, you say it, and everything stops. No questions. No repercussions. You walk away with a handshake and your second citation.”

He’s already nodding, quick and eager. “Okay.”

“Okay isn’t good enough,” I say, sharpening the edge. “You need to be sure. This isn’t something you play halfway. You give me your word, and you keep it. You obey. You understand the power I’m holding when you get in that car?” I tap the badge once.

He meets my eyes, and the certainty there knocks the air from my lungs. “I understand. I want it. My word.”

Heat shoots down my spine, sharp and undeniable. “Get in the cruiser. Passenger side.”

He moves. I watch him cross to the patrol car, open the door, slide in. He doesn’t look back.

I take a moment, let the cool air settle the fire in my blood. I walk to his car, set his license and registration on the seat, lock the door. He’s committed now. His ride is here.

When I open my door, the light shows him sitting upright, hands on his thighs, staring straight through the windshield. Perfect passenger posture. Waiting for orders.

I get in, shut the door. The world shrinks to the space inside this car. Vinyl, coffee, and now him. Dashboard glow soft on everything.

I don’t start the engine. I turn to face him. “Look at me.”

He turns his head. His profile cuts strong in the low light.

“The safeword is ‘citation.’ You say that word, and this ends. Instantly. You say it if you’re uncomfortable, if you want to pause, if you change your mind. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Solid.

“I will check in with you. I’ll ask for a color. Green means good, keep going. Yellow means slow down, I need a change. Red means stop everything immediately. ‘Citation’ is a full stop and an ejection from this vehicle. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“You do not touch me unless I explicitly tell you to. You do not touch any of my equipment unless I hand it to you. You speak when spoken to, or if you need to use your safeword. Your obedience is the point. Your obedience is what I want. Is that clear?”

A shiver moves through his shoulders. “Crystal clear, Officer.”

“Good.” I let out a long breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. The negotiation is done. The rules are set. The power is officially, explicitly, in my hands. “Now. We’re going to drive. You’re going to sit there and be good for me. And when I find the right place, we’re going to explore what happens next.”

I start the engine. The rumble travels through the seats. I pull out of the lot, leaving his dark car behind.

For ten minutes we drive in silence. I patrol the usual route, but everything feels different. The awareness of him beside me sits like a physical weight, a heat source. From the corner of my eye I see his hands resting on his legs. I hear his breathing, steady and deep.

My own breath wants to catch. Skin feels too tight under the polyester shirt. The duty belt presses constant, reminding me of every tool I carry.

I turn off the main drag, heading toward the old quarry road that leads up to the Ridgeway Overlook. Closed after sunset, gated, but I have the code. A place I sometimes go to eat lunch in peace, watch the city lights. Tonight it serves a different purpose.

I key in the code at the metal gate. It swings open with a creak. I drive through, stop to lock it behind us. Now we’re completely alone. No traffic. No streetlights. Just the cruiser’s headlights cutting up the winding road.

“Where are we going?” Danny asks, breaking the silence for the first time.

“Somewhere private,” I say, voice carrying in the quiet cabin. “Somewhere I don’t have to be Officer Vasquez for anyone but you.”

He lets out a shaky breath. “Okay.”

I glance at him. “Color?”

“Green,” he says instantly. “Very green.”

The overlook parking lot is a cracked concrete pad at the edge of a cliff, surrounded by scrub oak and a rusted safety fence. The view of the city glittering below is spectacular, but I’m not here for the view.

I park, facing out toward the expanse of lights. I cut the engine but leave the battery on, so the dashboard still glows. I kill the headlights. Darkness envelops us, softened only by the distant city glow and the soft green light from the instruments.

I unclip my seatbelt. The sound is loud in the stillness. “Seatbelt off.”

He obeys. The metallic snick of his buckle release follows.

I turn fully toward him now, one arm resting on the steering wheel. “You said you wanted to be told what to do. Do you know what I want?”

He shifts in his seat to face me. “No, Officer.”

“I want to see if you can follow orders when it matters. When the only consequence is my pleasure.” I let the word hang. “I want to see what you’re willing to do to earn it.”

His eyes are black in the low light, but I can feel the intensity of his gaze. “I’m willing.”

“We’ll see.” I reach down to my duty belt. My fingers find the first item: my key ring, with the cruiser keys and the gate key. I unclip it, the sound deliberate, and place it on the dash. “Pay attention, Danny. This is a ritual.”

He watches, utterly still, as I move to the next item. My expandable baton. I unclip it, lay it next to the keys. Then my radio, its cord coiling onto the dash. My work phone. Each item removed is a layer of official purpose stripped away, leaving something more primal beneath.

I save two items for last: my handcuffs and my sidearm. The tools of ultimate control and ultimate safety. I don’t remove the gun. But the cuffs…

I lift the heavy, steel bracelets from their holster. The metal is cool in my hand. I hold them up so he can see them in the dim light.

“These are a symbol,” I say, my voice low and even. “They are a promise of restraint. Of my control. They are also a responsibility. Do you understand the responsibility?”

He nods, his eyes fixed on the cuffs. “Yes.”

“Use your words.”

“I understand the responsibility.”

“If we use them, they stay in front. You will never be restrained in a way that is unsafe or that you cannot see. You will always have a way to use your safeword. Do you consent to their use?”

He doesn’t hesitate. “I consent.”

“Color?”

“Green.”

I lower the cuffs, placing them carefully on the dash next to the radio. They gleam dully. A promise. Not yet a reality.

Now, the belt itself is lighter. The essential weight of it is gone. I feel more exposed, more myself. Just Renata, in a uniform, with a man who has chosen to obey her.

“Don’t look away from me,” I command.

He does.

“You’re going to show me how well you follow instructions. Put your hands on your head.”

A slow, deliberate inhale. Then he lifts his arms, lacing his fingers together on top of his head. The position pulls his t-shirt taut across his chest, outlines the muscles of his arms. He’s showing me his compliance. Offering his body to my command.

“Good,” I say, and the praise feels as potent as an order. “Now. You’re going to stay just like that. You’re not going to move your hands unless I tell you to. You’re going to sit there and let me look at you. Let me decide what happens next.”

A tremor runs through his arms, but he holds the position. His eyes are dark, locked on mine. The surrender in them is the quietest, loudest thing I’ve ever heard.

I unbuckle my own seatbelt fully and slide across the center console. The space is tight, but I manage to get one knee between his legs on the seat, the other foot braced on the floorboard. I’m looming over him now, caged in the driver’s seat, my shadow falling across his face. My duty belt creaks.

I reach out with one hand and run my fingertips along his jawline. The stubble is rough against my skin. He lets out a sharp breath, but his hands stay locked on his head.

“You’re being so good for me,” I murmur, more to myself than to him. My thumb brushes his lower lip. It’s soft. He parts them slightly, a silent invitation.

My control, usually so iron-clad, is a thin, fraying wire. The need to take, to claim, to use this beautiful, willing obedience is a drumbeat in my blood.

I lean down, my lips close to his ear. I can smell the clean scent of his skin. “I’m going to kiss you now, Danny. And you’re going to let me. You’re going to take it. And you’re going to keep your hands right where they are.”

A ragged “Yes” escapes him.

I don’t make him wait. I close the distance and capture his mouth with mine.

The kiss isn’t gentle. It’s possession. It’s me claiming the submission he’s offered. His lips are firm under mine, and he opens for me instantly, letting me set the pace, the depth. A low groan vibrates in his chest, but his hands stay planted on his head. The discipline of it, the sheer willpower, sends a jolt of pure heat straight to my core.

I kiss him like I’ve wanted to since I first saw him in my headlights three nights ago—with all the authority and pent-up want I’ve been carrying. My tongue sweeps into his mouth, and he meets it with his own, a yielding, eager dance. One of my hands fists in his shirt at his shoulder, holding him still, while the other cups the side of his neck, feeling his pulse hammer against my palm.

When I finally break the kiss, we’re both breathing hard. His eyes are glazed, his lips swollen. He’s holding himself so still it looks painful.

“Color?” I rasp.

“Green,” he gasps. “Fuck, green.”

“Good.” I drag my thumb over his wet bottom lip. “Now you can put your hands down. On my thighs.”

He obeys instantly, his large, warm hands settling on the dark fabric of my uniform pants, high up on my thighs, his fingers splayed. The heat of his touch sears through the material.

“I want to feel you,” I say, my voice husky with need. “Your hands on me. Properly.”

I guide his right hand to the front of my pants, pressing his palm against the seam. The pressure is immediate, intense. I’m already wet, the fabric damp under his touch. He inhales sharply, his eyes flying to mine.

“Do you feel that?” I ask, holding his hand there.

“Yes.” The word is choked.

“That’s what your obedience does. That’s how much I want this.” I rock my hips slightly against his hand, a slow, deliberate grind. Pleasure sparks, sharp and bright. “Now, unbutton my pants.”

His fingers are trembling, but they’re deft. He flicks open the button of my uniform trousers, then slowly draws down the zipper. The sound is obscenely loud in the quiet car. Cool air hits my stomach.

“Pull them down,” I order. “Just to my knees.”

He hooks his fingers in the waistband of my pants and my plain black underwear beneath, and pushes them down together. The fabric catches on my duty belt, on my boots, but he manages, baring me from the waist down in the driver’s seat. The city-light glow paints my skin.

“Fuck,” he breathes, his gaze dropping between my legs.

“Eyes up here,” I snap.

His eyes jerk back up to mine, wide and dark with hunger.

“You don’t get to look until I say you can.” I shift, spreading my legs wider, bracing one foot against the door. “Your mouth. I want to feel your mouth on me. And you don’t get to use your hands. You put them back on your head.”

A shudder runs through his whole body. For a second, I think he might break, might grab me and take over. But the training holds. The desire to obey wins. Slowly, reluctantly, he lifts his hands and laces them back on top of his head. The strain in his biceps is beautiful.

“Now,” I say, guiding his head down with a hand on the back of his neck. “Show me how well you follow orders.”

His breath is hot against my inner thigh. He hesitates for a fraction of a second, and I tighten my grip on his neck. “Danny.”

That’s all it takes.

His mouth finds me, hot and wet and desperate. There’s no finesse at first, just hungry, open-mouthed kisses against my folds, the flat of his tongue dragging through my wetness. A moan tears from my throat, my head falling back against the headrest. The sight of him—a grown man, strong and capable, on his knees between my legs in the front seat of my cruiser, hands locked on his head, obeying—is the most powerfully erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

“Use your tongue,” I command, my voice ragged. “On my clit.”

He does. He zeroes in on the aching bud with a focused intensity that has my hips bucking off the seat. His tongue is firm, circling, flicking, lapping at me like I’m the only thing that matters. The pleasure builds, a tight, coiling heat in my belly. The leather of the seat creaks under me. My fingers tangle in his short, soft hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“Good,” I gasp. “So good. Just like that.”

He redoubles his efforts, a groan vibrating against my sensitive flesh. His obedience is a tangible thing, a fuel pouring directly into the fire he’s stoking with his mouth. I can feel my climax gathering, a storm about to break.

But I don’t want it yet. Not like this. I want him deeper. I want more.

I pull his head back by his hair. He looks up at me, his mouth glistening, his chest heaving. His hands are still locked on his head, his knuckles white.

“Not yet,” I tell him, panting. “We’re not done.”

His eyes are begging. For what, I’m not sure. For permission to continue. For permission to touch. For release.

I reach up to the dash. My fingers close around the cool, familiar metal of my handcuffs.

I hold them up so he can see them. The metal catches a sliver of city light.

“These are the rules,” I say, my voice thick with intent. “You keep your hands on your head. You don’t touch me. You take what I give you. And you watch.” I bring the cuffs down, letting the cool steel brush against his cheek. He flinches, a full-body shiver of anticipation. “Do you need your safeword?”

“No.” It’s a ragged whisper.

“Color?”

“Green. Bright fucking green.”

I lean back, just enough to work. With practiced, deliberate movements, I open one cuff. The metallic click is deafening in the charged quiet. I take his right wrist, guiding it down from his head. His arm trembles with the effort of holding the position for so long. I lock the cuff around his wrist, snug but not tight. I can fit two fingers between the steel and his skin. I check.

“Okay?”

He nods, his eyes locked on the process. “Okay.”

I guide his right hand to the headrest of the passenger seat. I click the other end of the cuff through the metal post at the base of the headrest, then lock it. His arm is now extended, anchored to the seat beside him. It’s a vulnerable, exposed position. He’s bent slightly at the waist, leaning toward the center console.

I repeat the process with his left wrist, cuffing it and securing it to the same headrest. The metal clicks shut around his skin, cold and final. Now both his hands are cuffed there, arms spread slightly apart, pulling his shoulders forward. He’s bound. By my hand. By my equipment. The sight pulls the air from my lungs in one sharp pull.

He tests the restraint, a gentle tug. The cuffs hold firm, the chain clinking softly against the headrest. A low moan escapes him. It’s not distress. It’s surrender.

“Beautiful,” I murmur, running a hand over his back, feeling the muscles tense and shift under his shirt. “So perfect for me.”

I slide off the seat, my boots hitting the floor mat with a solid thud. I stand in the space between the open driver’s door and the seat, looking down at him. He’s on his knees now, facing the passenger seat, his cheek pressed against the leather, his bound hands up by his head. He turns to look at me, his expression raw with awe and desperate need.

I unclip the final item from my duty belt: my heavy flashlight. I place it on the dash. The belt is now just leather and empty loops around my waist. I feel lighter, sharper, more dangerous.

“You can look now,” I say, my voice a low command. “All of me. Right here.”

He turns his head fully, his gaze traveling up my body—from my boots, past my knees where my pants and underwear are still rucked down, over the dark shirt and utility vest, to my face. His eyes are wide, drinking me in.

I reach between my own legs, my fingers finding the wet, swollen heat he’d been worshiping with his mouth. I’m slick, aching. I drag my fingers through my folds, then bring them to my lips, tasting myself. His breath hitches.

“This is what you do to me,” I tell him, holding his gaze. I step closer, until I’m standing right before him. “Now. Your mouth. Again. Show me how much you want it.”

He doesn’t need to be told twice. He leans forward, his bound arms forcing his head down, and his tongue finds my clit in one sure, hungry stroke. The position is awkward, but he makes it work, his mouth sealing over me, his tongue working in relentless, devoted circles. Pleasure lances through me, sharp and sweet. My hands fist in his hair, holding him to me.

“Yes,” I hiss. “Just like that. Use that tongue. Earn it.”

He moans against me, the vibration sending another shockwave of sensation through my core. He’s a man possessed, feasting on me like he’s starved for it. His world has narrowed to this—the taste of me, the sound of my gasps, the unyielding metal around his wrists. His obedience is absolute, and it’s the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever known.

I let him work me, let the pleasure build until my thighs are shaking and my knuckles are white in his hair. But I’m not ready to come. Not yet. I want him naked. I want to see all of him.

I pull his head back. A string of wetness connects his lips to my skin for a second before breaking. “Up,” I command.

He struggles to his knees. I reach over and pop the release on the passenger seat. With a grunt, I shove the seat back on its rails, giving us more space. Then I guide him by the shoulders, turning him so his back is to the open door, his cuffed hands now behind him, resting against the seat cushion.

“Take off your shirt,” I say.

He hesitates, his bound hands making it impossible. A flicker of frustration crosses his face.

I lean in, my lips close to his ear. “Ask for what you need.”

His voice is rough. “I can’t. My hands…”

“Then I’ll do it.” My fingers go to the hem of his gray t-shirt. I pull it up, over the hard plane of his stomach, his chest, his shoulders. It catches on the cuffs, but I work it free and toss it into the footwell. His torso is revealed—broad shoulders, a dusting of dark hair across his pecs, the lean muscle of a man who lifts patients for a living. I run my hands over his skin, feeling the heat, the life of him. He shudders under my touch.

My palms slide down his chest to the waistband of his EMT pants. “These, too.”

I unbutton them, draw down the zipper. He lifts his hips, and I tug the pants and his boxer briefs down in one motion, freeing his cock. It springs up, hard and thick, curving slightly against his stomach. He’s fully exposed now, kneeling in the open door of a police cruiser, cuffed and completely at my mercy.

I wrap my hand around him. He’s hot, velvety steel in my grip. A strangled groan tears from his throat, his hips jerking forward into my touch.

“Easy,” I chide, squeezing lightly. “You don’t get to move unless I tell you to.”

He stills, but the tension in his body is immense, a coiled spring. I stroke him slowly, watching his face. His eyes are squeezed shut, his teeth biting into his lower lip.

“Look at me,” I order.

He opens his eyes. The raw need there is humbling.

“This is mine,” I say, tightening my grip. “You understand? You give this to me. Your pleasure is mine to give. Or not.”

“Yes,” he grunts. “Yours.”

I release him and step back. The night air is cool on my heated skin. I toe off my boots, then step out of my pants and underwear completely, kicking them aside. Now I’m just in my uniform shirt, open over my bra, my duty belt hanging loose around my waist, my badge glinting dully.

I climb into the back seat of the cruiser. The plastic bench is cold and unyielding. “Come here,” I call.

He turns, shuffling on his knees, and crawls into the back with me. It’s a tight fit. His bound hands make him clumsy, but he manages, ending up on his knees between my spread legs, his face level with my core. The sight is utterly debauched.

“I want you inside me,” I say, my voice barely a whisper over the pounding of my own heart. “But you don’t get to fuck me. I fuck you. You hold still. You take it.”

His answer is a desperate, hungry noise.

I guide him, my hand on his hip, positioning him. The head of his cock nudges against my entrance. I’m so wet he slides in easily, an inch, two. A guttural sound escapes him, a mix of relief and agony.

I wrap my legs around his waist, my boots digging into the small of his back. My hands grip his shoulders. I look into his eyes, dark pools of surrendered control.

“Now,” I breathe. “Be good. Be still.”

I roll my hips, taking him deeper. Then again. And again. I set a slow, grinding rhythm, using my legs and core to move on him, to take exactly what I need. He’s frozen, his entire body trembling with the effort of holding back, of obeying. His cuffed hands are trapped behind him, useless. He is an instrument, and I am playing him.

The pleasure is different this way. Deeper. It’s not just physical; it’s the power, the absolute authority, the sight of his wrecked, beautiful face as he lets me use him. My breaths come in sharp gasps. The cruiser’s suspension groans softly beneath us.

“You feel so good,” I moan, my rhythm becoming less controlled, more urgent. “So good for me. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used. To be my good boy.”

“Yes,” he chokes out, his forehead dropping to my shoulder. “God, yes, Officer.”

The title, spoken in that broken, reverent voice, sends me over the edge. My climax crashes into me, a wave of blinding, white-hot pleasure that seizes my muscles and wrings a raw cry from my throat. I clamp around him, milking his length, my body shuddering uncontrollably.

The sensation is too much for him. My name—“Renata!”—tears from his lips, a broken plea. He tries to pull back, to withdraw, a last instinct of courtesy.

“No,” I snarl, locking my legs tighter. “You come. Now. Inside me. That’s an order.”

It’s the final shove. His control shatters. His body convulses, his hips driving forward in short, helpless thrusts as he obeys. I feel the hot pulse of his release deep inside me, and a second, smaller wave of my own pleasure echoes through my spent body.

For a long moment, there is only the sound of our ragged breathing and the faint hum of the cruiser’s electronics. The world outside—the city lights, the silent overlook—ceases to exist.

Slowly, sensation returns. The cold plastic of the seat against my back. The weight of him slumped against me. The ache of my muscles. The smell of sex and leather and his skin.

I loosen my legs, letting him slip out of me. He collapses sideways onto the bench, his bound hands making him land awkwardly. He’s breathing like he’s just run a marathon, his eyes closed.

I sit up, my own body feeling boneless. I look at him—naked, spent, cuffed, utterly conquered. A fierce, protective tenderness swells in my chest alongside the satiated heat.

I reach over to the front seat, fumbling for my key ring on the dash. My fingers find the small handcuff key. I move to his side.

“Give me your hands,” I say, my voice soft now.

He turns, presenting the cuffs. My hands are steady as I insert the key and turn it. The first lock clicks open. Then the second. The heavy steel falls away, and I catch it before it can clatter to the floor.

He brings his wrists in front of him, rubbing the faint red marks. I take his hands in mine, massaging the feeling back into his fingers. He watches me, his expression unreadable.

“Color?” I ask quietly.

A slow, deep smile spreads across his face. “Green. So fucking green.”

I smile back, a real one, not my officer’s smirk. “Good.”

I lean forward and kiss him. It’s nothing like the earlier kiss. This is soft, explorative, a gentle meeting of lips. A thank you. He returns it, one of his now-freed hands coming up to cup my cheek.

We break apart after a moment. The reality of where we are—naked in the back of a patrol car—starts to seep in.

“We should…” I gesture vaguely.

“Yeah,” he says, his voice hoarse.

We dress in a quiet, efficient silence. He pulls on his pants and shirt. I step into my underwear and trousers, fastening my duty belt around my waist. The weight of it feels different now. It feels like a part of me again, not just a costume.

I slide back into the driver’s seat. He gets in the passenger side. We don’t speak as I start the engine, turn on the headlights, and drive back down the winding road. I unlock the gate, drive through, lock it behind us.

Back on the main road, the world feels both the same and utterly changed. The streetlights are familiar. The quiet hum of the night shift is the same. But the man beside me is different. And so am I.

“Where to?” I ask finally, my officer voice not quite fitting right anymore.

“My car,” he says. Then, after a pause, “Or… yours?”

I glance at him. His profile is calm, but there’s a new ease in his posture. A satisfaction. “I’m on until six,” I say, regret tingeing my words.

He nods. “My place, then. You know where I live.”

I do. I ran his address. It’s in my head. “I can drop you there. But I have to finish my patrol.”

“I know.” He looks at me. “Can I see you? After your shift?”

The question hangs between us, heavier than the silence that follows. It isn’t part of the game anymore. It’s real.

I draw in a slow breath, the leather of the seat creaking under me. The rules of the ride-along have ended. This is something else.

“Soon,” I say, and the word still lands with weight. “Not this morning. I need to sit with what this is first.”

“Okay.” His smile is small, private, meant only for the dark between us. “Then I’ll wait. You know where to find me.”

I pull into the lot of the tire shop where his car still sits. I park beside it, the engine ticking as it cools.

He unbuckles his seatbelt but doesn’t reach for the door. Instead he turns toward me. “Thank you, Officer.”

“Renata,” I correct, voice low. “When it’s just us… it’s Renata.”

“Renata,” he repeats, tasting the name. He leans across the console and kisses me once, soft and lingering. “Drive safe.”

Then he’s out, sliding into his own car. I wait until his taillights—the one broken eye still winking—disappear down Westwood.

I sit for a full five minutes, hands resting on the wheel, staring at the empty space where his car had been. My body feels used in the best way, a deep ache settling into my muscles, the kind that promises sleep will come easy. My mind is clear for the first time in hours. He was right. It is quiet.

But the shift isn’t over. I still have hours of patrol ahead. Hours of being Officer Vasquez for the world.

I adjust my aviators even though the sky is still dark. The ritual matters. The presentation is everything.

I pull out of the lot and back onto my route. The city passes by, quiet and unknowing. And for the first time in a long time, I’m not alone in the cruiser. The memory of his submission rides with me—the way his wrists had yielded in the cuffs, the heat of his skin under my hands, the sound of his breath when he gave in. It stays, a steady pulse beneath the hum of the engine.


Chapter 2 — Rules of the Road

The city sleeps. My uniform sits crisp against my skin, the duty belt a familiar weight at my hips, the cruiser a silent black-and-white island beneath the streetlights. Everything is different now. The ghost has weight and heat; it lingers on my skin and settles low in my belly. Two nights since Danny kissed me goodbye in the tire shop lot. Two nights of patrol where every broken taillight made my pulse jump, only to show me a stranger. He’s working his shifts, he’d texted. Waiting for six.

I’m not waiting anymore.

Tonight is the third night. The pattern matters. We could have just traded numbers like reasonable adults after that first night. Neither of us wanted reasonable. Some part of both of us needs the stop, the lights, the pretense of a citation—needs to earn it again instead of just showing up. I roll along his route, the stretch of Westwood where his car had melted into the dark. My hands stay steady on the wheel, but my mind is on the weight of my handcuffs, the click of a belt buckle, the way his dark eyes had held mine when he said yes.

It’s 2:17 AM when I see it. The familiar shape of the dark blue sedan, left taillight out like a closed eye. My breath catches, then evens. This is the dance. He’s here.

I flip on the lights—no siren—and he pulls over smoothly, as if he’d been expecting me. Same spot, almost exactly. The theater of it sends a hot line straight down my spine.

I approach the driver’s side, boots crunching on gravel. The window is already down. He looks up at me, face calm, ready. No surprise. No apology.

“License and registration, please,” I say, all business.

He hands them over. His fingers brush mine. A spark. Deliberate.

I check the license. Daniel Okafor. Thirty-three. I already know. I hand them back. “Mr. Okafor. We have to stop meeting like this.”

A slow smile touches his lips. “I was hoping you’d say that, Officer.”

“Get in the cruiser,” I tell him. The command leaves no room for question. “Leave your car. We’re taking a ride.”

He doesn’t hesitate. Kills the engine, steps out, locks the car. Walks around the front of the patrol car while the red and blue lights strobe across his body. Opens the passenger door, slides in, buckles the seatbelt with a soft click.

I get behind the wheel. The space feels suddenly intimate, charged. The divider is gone. He’s right here. I smell clean cotton, the faint antiseptic bite of soap from his shift, and something warmer, purely male, beneath it all.

I pull back onto the road and leave his car behind. We drive in silence for a few blocks. The radio murmurs static and distant, unrelated calls. I turn it down.

“You know why you’re here,” I say. Not a question.

“I do.”

“This is a ride-along. My rules. My control. For the duration of this ride, you follow my orders. Explicitly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Officer.”

“The safeword is ‘citation.’ If at any point you need to stop, you say that word. Nothing else. No discussion, no negotiation. It stops. Immediately. Do you understand?”

He turns his head. His gaze is direct, heated. “I understand.”

“I need to hear you say it.”

“My safeword is ‘citation.’”

“Good.” The power of it thrums between us, a live wire. “We’re going to an overlook. A quiet place. We’re going to talk. And then, if you still choose to, we’re going to explore what happens when you obey.”

His breath catches, just slightly. “I choose to.”

“We’ll see.”

I drive us out of the downtown grid and up the old quarry road to Ridgeway Overlook. I key in the code at the gate and lock it behind us. Deserted at this hour, just the cracked concrete pad and the city lights twinkling below. I park facing the view, kill the engine, leave the roof lightbar on. Red and blue shift softly across the cabin.

The silence is immense.

I unclip my seatbelt. The sound is loud in the quiet. I turn to face him. “Rules of engagement,” I say, voice lower now. “You do not touch me unless I give you explicit permission. You speak when spoken to. You look at me when I’m speaking to you. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Color check.”

“Green.”

The word turns a key in a lock. Heat floods my blood. I reach for the first piece of gear. My flashlight, clipped to my belt. I unclip it, hold it for a moment, then set it deliberately on the dash. A ritual. A dismantling.

His eyes follow the movement.

Next, the radio mic. I detach it, coil the cord, set it beside the flashlight. The act feels profoundly intimate. I am disarming myself for him. Or arming myself with something else entirely.

“You wanted my attention,” I say. “You have it. Completely. What are you going to do with it?”

He swallows. “Whatever you tell me to do.”

“That’s the only correct answer.” I lean back against my door, claiming a little more space, asserting the dynamic. “Take off your shirt.”

His eyes flare, but his hands go to the hem of his simple gray t-shirt. He pulls it over his head in one smooth motion and drops it at his feet. The cabin light paints his chest in warm tones. Lean. Defined. The muscles of his shoulders and arms speak of physical work. A faint scar curves under his left collarbone. Beautiful.

“Now your pants. And your shoes. Everything but your boxers.”

He obeys without a word, unbuckling his belt, pushing his jeans and boxers down his legs, kicking off his sneakers. He settles back in the passenger seat clad only in black boxer briefs. Completely vulnerable. Completely under my command. His cock is already a hard line against the fabric. The sight sends a pulse of wet heat between my own legs.

“Color?”

“Green.” His voice has roughened.

“Good.” I reach for the next item on my belt: the expandable baton. I unclip it, set it on the growing collection on the dash. Then my work phone. My glove pouch.

Each piece removed feels like a layer shed. The authority doesn’t leave; it condenses, becomes more personal, more potent.

I’m left with my sidearm, my stun gun, my handcuffs, and the belt itself. The essentials.

“Come here,” I say, voice quiet but absolute.

He unbuckles his seatbelt. In the confined space he has to maneuver. He turns, knees on the passenger seat, and crawls across the center console. Awkward. Undignified. Utterly submissive. He stops when his face is level with mine, hovering there, waiting.

“On your knees. Between my legs.”

He sinks onto the floorboard, shoulders brushing my thighs. The space is tight. He has to bow his head slightly. The position is one of utter devotion. I look down at the dark curls of his hair, the strong line of his neck.

I place a hand on his head, firm and possessive. He lets out a shaky breath and leans into the pressure.

“You will use your mouth on me,” I say, words clear and direct. “You will not use your hands unless I permit it. You will not stop until I tell you to. Is that acceptable?”

“Yes, Officer.” The words are muffled against my thigh.

“Safeword?”

“Citation.”

“Good.”

With my free hand I unbutton my uniform trousers and push them down along with my underwear, just enough to bare myself to him. The air in the cruiser is cool, but his breath is hot against my skin.

“Keep those eyes on me,” I command.

He lifts his head. His eyes are dark pools of want, fixed on mine.

“Do it.”

He doesn’t need further instruction. He leans in and his mouth finds my cunt.

The first touch of his tongue is electric. He’s not tentative. He’s purposeful, applying firm, flat strokes against my outer lips before delving inward. He finds my clit and circles it, slow and deliberate. A low moan escapes me. My fingers tighten in his hair.

“Yes,” I breathe. “Just like that.”

He obeys, rhythm steady, attention complete. He licks and sucks, exploring my folds, drinking me in. The sounds are obscenely loud in the quiet car—wet, slick, the softest groan from him. The cruiser smells of leather, my perfume, and now of sex, of my arousal.

I let my head fall back against the headrest, eyes closed, surrendering to the sensation while keeping my command. “Use your tongue inside me,” I order.

He pushes his tongue into me, fucking me with it, shallow at first, then deeper. It’s not enough to bring me off, but it’s a delicious, building pressure. I’m soaking wet, clit throbbing.

“Faster on my clit. Now.”

His mouth shifts. His tongue flicks rapidly over the swollen bud. Pleasure coils tight in my core. I guide his head with my hand, setting the pace I want. He follows perfectly.

“You’re doing very well,” I say, the praise falling from my lips almost without thought.

He hums against me, the vibration shooting straight to my center. My hips jerk.

“Color?” I gasp.

He pulls back just enough to speak, lips glistening with me. “Green. So green.”

I push his head back down. “Don’t stop.”

He redoubles his efforts, mouth a wicked, talented instrument of my pleasure. The coil winds tighter, tighter. The world narrows to the feel of his tongue, the grip of my hand in his hair, the soft glow of the police lights painting the inside of my eyelids red and blue.

“I’m going to come,” I warn him, voice breaking.

He makes a sound of pure encouragement, mouth sealing over my clit, sucking hard.

It hits me like a shockwave, a cresting wave of pleasure that crashes through my veins. I cry out, back arching off the seat, thighs clamping around his head. He rides it with me, tongue gentling but not stopping, drawing out every last pulse until I’m shuddering and oversensitive.

I push his head away gently. He sits back on his heels, breathing hard, lips swollen, chin wet. He looks up at me, expression raw with satisfied awe.

I take a moment to let my breathing settle. The power in the car hangs heavy, thick as honey, coiling around us both. I am utterly in control. He is utterly spent from giving me pleasure.

“Stand up,” I say, voice husky.

He rises, body unfolding in the cramped space. His erection is painfully obvious, straining against his boxer briefs.

I reach for my handcuffs. The metal is cool in my hand. I hold them up so he can see them catch the light.

“These are coming out now,” I say. “This is the part where the restraint happens. The safeword remains ‘citation.’ Do you consent to being restrained with my duty handcuffs?”

He doesn’t even blink. “I consent.”

“I am going to cuff your wrists behind your back. You will be vulnerable. You will be at my complete mercy. Do you understand the risks and the reality of that?”

“I understand.”

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Turn around. Place your hands behind your back.”

He turns, presenting his back to me. He brings his hands together at the small of his back, wrists close. The position of trust makes my heart pound.

I take one cuff, open it. The click of the ratchet is the loudest sound in the world. I fit it snugly around his left wrist, not too tight, but secure. The metal is cool against his warm skin. I bring his right wrist to meet it and click the second cuff closed.

He is now cuffed. In my cruiser. By me.

I run a hand over his shoulder, down the muscle of his arm. He shivers.

“Good,” I murmur. “You’re doing so good.” I lean forward, my lips close to his ear. “Now, I’m going to take care of you.”

I guide him to turn back around. His eyes are heavy-lidded, his pupils blown wide with need and surrender. I reach for the waistband of his boxers and pull them down, freeing his cock. It springs free, hard and thick, the head already glistening.

I wrap my hand around him, stroking once, firmly. He jerks in my grip, a gasp escaping him.

“Quiet,” I command softly. “You take your pleasure as I give it.”

I keep my eyes locked on his as I lean down and take him into my mouth.

He tastes of clean skin and salt. I take him deep, using my tongue, my lips, the suction of my mouth. He is helpless, his hands cuffed behind him, his hips twitching but restrained. I set a slow, deliberate pace, savoring the feel of him, the control. I am giving him this, but I am giving it on my terms. He moans, a deep, ragged sound.

“Renata,” he chokes out.

I pull off with a soft pop. “Officer,” I correct him, my voice thick.

“Officer,” he amends, desperate.

I take him again, deeper, faster now. One of my hands cups his balls, rolling them gently. The other braces against his thigh. His breathing becomes ragged, his thighs trembling. I can feel his orgasm building, the tension coiling in his body.

“I’m… I’m close,” he warns, his voice strained.

I don’t stop. I take him all the way, swallowing him down as he comes with a broken cry, his whole body shuddering against me. I drink him in, until he’s spent and softening in my mouth.

I release him, sitting back up. I look at him—cuffed, half-dressed, beautifully wrecked in my passenger seat.

I reach for my keys, select the small handcuff key. “Turn around.”

He turns, and I unlock the cuffs. The metal falls away. He brings his hands in front of him, rubbing his wrists. The skin is marked, faintly, with the imprint of the cuffs.

“Sit,” I say, gesturing to the seat.

He sits, pulling up his boxers but leaving them unfastened. He looks dazed, satiated, profoundly peaceful.

I retrieve a pack of tissues from my door and hand him a few, taking some for myself. We clean up in silence, a practical, intimate act.

I start the cruiser, the engine purring to life. I drive us back down toward the city. I unlock the gate, pull through, lock it behind us, and head for where his car waits. The tension has bled away, replaced by a deep, resonant quiet.

I pull up beside his car. He doesn’t move immediately.

“Your shift ends at six?” he asks, his voice soft.

“Yes.”

“Can I see you then? After?”

I look at him. His shirt is still on the floor. His hair is mussed from my hands. He is the most beautiful thing I’ve seen all night.

“Yes,” I say. “You have my number.”

He leans over, and this time, his kiss is slow, deep, full of a gratitude that has nothing to do with submission and everything to do with connection. “Thank you, Officer.”

He gathers his clothes, dresses quickly, and slips out into the night. I watch him drive away, the broken taillight winking once more before disappearing.

I am alone in the cruiser again. But the ghost is different now. It’s a living, breathing man. And in a few hours, I will be with him again, out of this uniform, in his space.

The thought sends a fresh, hot wave of anticipation through me. The night is still long, but for the first time, I am counting down the minutes until it ends.

The silence in the cruiser is different now. It’s not the hollow quiet of patrol; it’s the dense, satiated quiet of two people who have just crossed a significant line. My body hums, soft and heavy. My uniform trousers are still unbuttoned, my belt hanging loose. The gear on my dashboard—flashlight, baton, radio mic—looks like artifacts from another life.

Danny is gone, his car vanished into the predawn gloom. I sit for a long minute, my hands resting on the steering wheel, letting the reality of what just happened settle into my bones. I gave orders. He obeyed. I came in his mouth with my hand fisted in his hair. I cuffed him and took him apart with my own. And he thanked me for it.

A slow, deep smile curves my lips. I button my pants, re-clip my gear one item at a time. The ritual grounds me. Each piece—the heavy baton, the coiled mic—snaps back into place with a definitive click. The authority settles back onto my shoulders, but it feels different. It feels earned, in a new way.

My radio crackles to life, dispatch reporting a noise complaint on the other side of my sector. The real world reasserts itself. I key the mic.

“10-4, show me en route.”

The next few hours pass in a blur of mundane duty. A loud party that needs dispersing. A lost dog I help corral. A minor fender-bender paperwork. Through it all, the memory of Danny on his knees, his wrists locked behind him, is a live wire running just beneath my skin. Every time I shift in my seat, I feel the pleasant ache between my legs. Every time I touch my handcuffs, I feel the ghost of his warm skin under the cool metal.

When my shift finally ends at six AM, the sky is softening from black to deep indigo. I finish my logs at the precinct, hand over the cruiser keys, and walk to my personal car—a sensible, unmarked sedan. The weight of the duty belt is gone, but the imprint of it remains. I feel light, untethered.

I drive to Danny’s apartment complex, a modest brick building on the east side. I’d memorized his address the first night I ran his license. I park, kill the engine, and just sit for a moment. Out of uniform, in civilian jeans and a simple black t-shirt, I feel… exposed. The armor is off. This is just Renata going to see a man. The thought is more terrifying than any traffic stop.

I walk up to the second floor, find his door. I raise my hand to knock, but it opens before my knuckles connect.

He stands there, shower-damp, wearing worn gray sweatpants and a white t-shirt. His feet are bare. He looks softer, younger, utterly approachable. The man who knelt in my cruiser is still there in his eyes, but the dynamic has shifted. We’re not in my domain anymore.

“Hey,” he says, his voice a warm rumble.

“Hey.”

He steps aside to let me in. The apartment is clean, sparsely furnished, but warm. Books line a shelf, a comfortable-looking couch faces a TV, the faint, clean scent of lemon cleaner hangs in the air. It’s an EMT’s apartment—orderly, functional.

The door clicks shut behind me, and the silence stretches. The charge is still there, but it’s a different frequency now. Less high-voltage command, more low-wattage anticipation.

“Can I get you something?” he asks. “Coffee? Water?”

“Water would be great.”

He moves to the kitchen, and I take the moment to really look at him.

The way his t-shirt stretches across his shoulders. The easy grace of his movements. He returns with a glass of cold water, our fingers brushing as I take it. The contact is electric, even now.

“Thank you,” I say, taking a sip. I lean against his kitchen counter.

“How was the rest of your night?”

He mirrors my posture, a small smile playing on his lips. “Quiet.

Thoughtful. You?”

“The same.” I set the glass down. “The quiet after.”

He nods, understanding. “I liked the cuffs,” he says, straightforward.

“The… finality of them. Knowing I was exactly where you wanted me.”

“I liked it too.” I take a step closer to him. We’re inches apart now. I can smell his soap, something woodsy and clean. “But they’re not coming out yet.”

His breath catches. “No?”

“No. This is your space. I’m out of uniform.” I reach out, trace the line of his jaw with my fingertip. “The rules are different here.”

“What are the rules here?”

“We find out together.” I close the distance and kiss him. It’s not the commanding kiss from the cruiser, nor the soft goodbye kiss in his car.

It’s deep, exploratory, a mutual claiming. His hands come up to my hips, pulling me flush against him. I can feel him hardening against my stomach. A low groan vibrates in his chest.

I break the kiss, my forehead resting against his. “Show me your bedroom.”

He takes my hand and leads me down a short hallway. His room is simple—a large bed with a dark blue duvet, a nightstand, a dresser.

The blinds are drawn against the rising sun, casting the room in a soft, gray twilight.

He turns to face me, his eyes searching mine. The submission is still there, but it’s waiting for a signal.

“Take off my shirt,” I say, my voice quiet.

His hands are steady as they grasp the hem of my black t-shirt. He lifts it slowly over my head, his knuckles grazing my stomach, my ribs. He tosses it aside, his gaze heating as it travels over my plain black bra, my bare arms.

“Now yours.”

He pulls his own shirt off. The sight of his chest, the faint scar, the dusting of hair, is intimately familiar now. I reach out and run my palm over his pectoral muscle, feeling his heart beat strong and fast beneath my touch.

“Your turn,” he murmurs, his hands going to the button of my jeans.

I let him. He undoes the button, lowers the zipper with a slow, deliberate pull. He kneels, helping me step out of my jeans and underwear in one smooth motion. He looks up at me from his knees, and the image is powerful. He’s choosing this, even here, even now.

“Stand up,” I whisper.

He rises. I hook my thumbs in the waistband of his sweatpants and push them down. His cock springs free, already fully erect. I wrap my hand around him, feeling the velvet-over-steel heat of him. He hisses, his hips pushing forward into my grip.

“Lie down,” I command, the officer’s edge returning to my voice, softened by the intimacy of the room. “On your back. In the center of the bed.”

He obeys, moving with a quiet grace. He settles against the pillows, watching me as I stand at the foot of the bed. I let my eyes roam over him—the long lines of his body, the tension in his thighs, the proud curve of his cock against his stomach.

I crawl onto the bed, straddling his thighs. I lean down, bracing my hands on either side of his head, and kiss him again, deeply. My breasts press against his chest. He groans into my mouth, his hands coming up to cup my face, then sliding down to grip my waist.

“Permission to touch?” he asks, his voice rough.

“Granted.”

His hands roam over my back, my ass, pulling me tighter against him. The friction is delicious. I rock against him, my wetness slicking his abdomen.

“I want to taste you again,” he says against my neck.

The raw hunger in his voice sends a fresh rush of heat to my core. I shift, moving up his body until I’m kneeling over his face. He doesn’t wait for an order. His hands grip my hips, and his mouth finds my cunt with an eager, hungry intensity.

I cry out, fingers locked around the headboard slats. The cruiser had been cramped, urgent. Here the mattress gives under my knees. Danny’s tongue drives deep, then drags up to circle my clit in tight, relentless strokes. His lips seal around it, sucking, teeth grazing just enough to make my thighs shake.

“Yes, Danny,” I moan. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

He groans against me and slides a finger into my cunt, curling it against that spot that whites out my vision. A second finger stretches me wider, pumping in time with his mouth. My hips rock forward without my permission.

“I’m going to come,” I warn, voice cracking.

The vibration of his answering hum travels straight through my clit. My orgasm hits hard—my thighs clamp around his head, my back bows, and I grind down on his tongue as it pulses through me in hot, rolling waves. He licks me gentler through the aftershocks, slow and thorough, until my legs stop trembling.

When I can move again, I slide down his body and collapse beside him. He turns, wiping his mouth on the back of his wrist, eyes heavy-lidded and dark.

I reach for his cock, still hard and hot against his stomach, and wrap my fingers around the thick length. “I want you inside me.”

His eyes slip shut. “God, yes.”

I straddle him again, this time taking my time. The head of his cock nudges my entrance, slick from his mouth and my come. I sink down inch by inch, the stretch burning sweet, my cunt gripping every ridge until he’s buried to the hilt. A shaky breath escapes me.

He grips my hips, thumbs pressing into the bone. “You feel fucking unreal.”

I rock my hips in slow circles, grinding my clit against his pubic bone on every downstroke. His cock drags against that same spot inside me with each shift. I brace my hands on his chest and lean forward, changing the angle so he hits deeper. A gasp rips out of me.

“There,” he says, voice rough. His hands slide up to palm my breasts through the bra, squeezing. “Right there.”

I pick up the pace, riding him harder, the wet sound of our bodies filling the room. He thrusts up to meet me, control fraying. “Renata. I’m not going to last.”

“Don’t,” I pant. “Come with me.”

His fingers dig into my hips. He drives up hard—once, twice, three times—and I feel the hot pulse of his come deep inside me. The sensation tips me over again, a sharp, clenching orgasm that milks him until he’s shuddering beneath me.

I collapse onto his chest, both of us sweat-slick, hearts hammering. His arms wrap around my back, holding me there.

We stay like that until our breathing evens. Thin blades of sunlight cut through the blinds, striping the sheets.

Eventually I lift my head. “I should go.”

He tightens his hold. “Stay. Sleep. You’ve been up all night.”

The offer lands somewhere low in my chest. Sleeping next to him—actually sleeping—feels like something I stopped letting myself want.

“Just for a little while,” I say.

He pulls the duvet over us. I unhook my bra and drop it off the side of the bed. He kicks his sweatpants the rest of the way off. We settle facing each other, his hand finding mine under the covers, fingers lacing.

“Citation,” he murmurs, voice already thick with sleep.

My heart trips. “What?”

“Just checking,” he says, a slow smile curving his mouth. “Making sure it still works. That I still can.”

I squeeze his hand. “You always can.”

“Good.” He brings our joined hands up and presses his lips to my knuckles. “Sleep, Officer.”

I close my eyes. The solid heat of him, the quiet safety of his room, pulls me under. The last thing I feel is the brush of his mouth against my forehead.

I wake to the smell of coffee and the soft clatter of dishes. Sunlight floods the room. I blink, disoriented, for a moment before the events of the night—and the morning—come rushing back. I’m in Danny’s bed. Naked. And he’s in the kitchen.

I find my clothes, dress quickly. When I pad out into the living area, he’s at the small dining table, two mugs of coffee steaming beside a plate of buttered toast.

“You’re a lifesaver,” I say, my voice still rough with sleep.

He grins. “Part of the job description.”

We eat in comfortable silence. It’s strange, this domesticity. It feels more vulnerable than anything we did last night.

“I have a shift tonight,” he says finally. “Seven PM to seven AM.”

“I’m on graveyard again,” I say. “Ten to six.”

“So our paths won’t cross.” He says it like a question.

“Not unless you get another taillight out.”

He laughs, a warm, rich sound. “I’ll have it fixed today. Scout’s honor.”

I finish my coffee. “I should go. Let you get some sleep before work.”

He walks me to the door. There’s no awkwardness, just a quiet understanding. He pulls me into a hug, his chin resting on top of my head. “Be safe out there.”

“You too.”

I drive home in the bright morning light, my body pleasantly sore, my mind quiet. I sleep deeply, dreamlessly, for hours.

My own shift that night is uneventful. Quiet. Too quiet. The cruiser feels emptier than it ever did before. The ghost is gone, replaced by a vivid, aching want for the real man. I catch myself checking my phone at stoplights, hoping for a text. Nothing comes.

It’s near the end of my shift, around 5 AM, when the call comes over the radio. It’s not for me, but I hear it clearly. A two-car MVA, possible entrapment, on the northbound interstate. My sector is clear, so I’m not dispatched. But I know the cross streets. I know his station’s rigs will be rolling.

A cold knot forms in my stomach. It’s irrational. He’s a professional. He does this every day. But the thought of him walking into twisted metal and shattered glass, after last night, after this morning in his sunlit kitchen, makes my hands tighten on the wheel.

I can’t call him. He’s working.

I finish my shift, do my paperwork on autopilot. As I’m walking out to my car at six-fifteen, my personal phone buzzes in my pocket.

A text from Danny.

Long night. All good. Thinking of you in your cuffs.

The relief is so profound it weakens my knees. I lean against my car, typing a reply.

Glad you’re safe. Get some sleep.

His response is immediate. Can’t. Too busy thinking about your mouth.

A hot, sharp thrill goes through me. The game is back on, even over text. Even miles apart.

Watch your tone, Mr. Okafor. That sounds like an infraction.

What’s my penalty, Officer?

I smile, unlocking my car door. The night is over, but the day is just beginning. And I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that I will see him again soon. The ‘ride-along’ is far from over. It’s just changing routes.

I get in my car, the engine purring to life. The city is waking up around me. And for the first time in a long time, I am, too.


Chapter 3 — Private Property

Three nights later, the text comes.

I’m parked in the shadows of an industrial park, sipping tepid coffee and watching the silent loading docks. My radio is quiet. The city sits under a low blanket of sodium light, every surface slick from an earlier rain that never quite arrived.

Off shift. Home. Can’t sleep.

My thumb hovers over the screen. It’s nearly three in the morning. My own shift ends at six.

Is that an invitation, Mr. Okafor?

His reply is swift. It’s a request. Sir.

The honorific lands low and hot, a direct pull between my legs. Everything is different after the overlook. After his mouth on me, obedient and devastating. After the sound his cuffs made clicking open, and the way his hands shook when I set him free. The game has rules now, but the ground has shifted under both of us. We know exactly what we want.

Address.

He sends it. An apartment complex ten minutes from the precinct.

Ten minutes, I text back. Do not make me wait.

No, sir.

I start the engine. The low rumble cuts through the quiet night. My uniform is still crisp, duty belt heavy and familiar against my hips. In the rearview I see the same face I wear on shift—aviators pushed up, hair pulled tight, mouth set—but my pulse knocks hard against the side of my throat.

The drive is empty streets and changing traffic lights. I don’t run the lights, but I drive like the road belongs to me. My mind runs the protocol we’re building: the safeword, the check-ins, the fact that tonight we won’t have the cover of a patrol car under open sky. We’ll be in his space. His territory.

It feels sharper. More immediate.

I park the cruiser in a visitor spot. His building is a modest brick building on the east side, most windows dark. His unit sits at the far end of the second floor. A single strip of light leaks around the edges of closed blinds.

I don’t knock. I text. At the door.

It opens almost immediately.

He’s there, one shoulder against the frame, wearing nothing but a pair of soft gray sweatpants slung low. The light behind him cuts across the width of his shoulders, the hard plane of his chest, the clean line where his stomach disappears beneath the waistband. His eyes are dark, tired, and carrying a steady, patient hunger.

“Officer Vasquez,” he says, voice low and rough.

“Okafor.” I step inside without waiting. The air is warm and carries his scent—clean soap, warm skin, a trace of sandalwood. I shut the door and turn the deadbolt. The click is loud in the quiet.

The apartment is neat, spare. A wide couch faces the television, books lined on a single shelf, a framed print of the city skyline at night. Everything is still.

I turn to face him. He hasn’t moved from the door. His hands hang loose at his sides, posture relaxed but completely focused. Waiting.

“You look tired,” I say, falling into the same tone I use on a traffic stop—flat, observant.

“Long shift. Three-car pile-up. Two extra hours of paperwork.” He lifts one shoulder. “Tried to sleep. Couldn’t.”

“Why not?”

He meets my eyes without flinching. “You know why.”

I take a step closer. The duty belt creaks. “Tell me.”

“I kept thinking about the overlook. About the cuffs. About your hands in my hair.” His breath catches, small and sharp. “About the way you taste.”

The words hit like a hand between my legs. Heat gathers low and tight.

“So you requested a… wellness check?” I ask, one eyebrow raised.

“Something like that.”

I circle him slowly, boots quiet on the hardwood. He stays exactly where he is, letting me look. The long line of his back, the taper at his waist, the vulnerable stretch of his neck above the sweatpants.

“Safeword?” I ask.

“Citation.”

“Color?”

“Green, sir.”

I stop in front of him again. “You understand the rules don’t change just because we’re in your home. My authority doesn’t stop at your door.”

“I’m counting on it,” he says, and the raw need in his voice makes my knees loosen for a second.

I reach for my belt. Not the cuffs yet. First the heavy leather keeper. I unthread it slowly, the sound of leather sliding through the loops filling the room. I set it on his kitchen counter. Then the radio holder, the flashlight, the glove pouch, the baton ring. Each piece lands with a deliberate weight. The gun stays holstered. The cuffs stay.

He watches every movement, eyes locked on my hands.

“Turn around,” I say. “Face the door. Hands on the wall, feet shoulder-width apart.”

He moves at once, turning, palms flat against the wood, stance wide. The position stretches the fabric of his sweatpants tight across his ass and pulls the muscles of his back into clear relief. It’s the same stance I put suspects in on the street, but here, in the warm quiet of his apartment, it feels far more intimate.

I step in close behind him, boots between his bare feet. Heat radiates off his skin. I lean in until my mouth is near his ear. “Why did you really text me tonight, Danny?”

He shivers at his name. “I needed… I needed you to tell me what to do. To take the choices away.”

“And if I tell you to get on your knees?”

“I’ll get on my knees.”

“And if I tell you to open your mouth?”

He lets out a shaky breath. “I’ll open it.”

I bring my hand up, hovering just above the small of his back without touching. “And if I tell you to come?”

He groans, forehead resting against the door. “I’ll try my best to obey, sir.”

“Good.” I step back. “Stay just like that.”

I finish stripping the belt, setting each item on the counter with a clear, separate sound. When only the gun and the cuffs remain, I take the cuffs from their case. The cold steel is familiar and heavy in my palm.

“I’m going to cuff you,” I say, voice even. “Wrists behind your back. Do you consent?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Safeword?”

“Citation.”

“Color?”

“Still green.”

I move in again. “Bring your hands together at the small of your back.”

He obeys. I take his left wrist first, guide the cuff around it, and click it shut. The sound is crisp. I do the same with his right, check the fit, then double-lock both. The final clicks are loud in the quiet room.

He exhales, long and slow, shoulders dropping a fraction. The tension hasn’t left him; it has simply changed shape.

I run my fingers over the cuffs, then up his forearms, feeling the coarse hair and the solid muscle beneath. “How does that feel?”

“Right,” he murmurs. “It feels right.”

I turn him by the shoulder. His eyes are dark, pupils wide. His lips are parted. He looks wrecked and beautiful in his surrender.

“Knees,” I say.

He sinks down smoothly, cuffed hands forcing his back into a slight arch. He looks up at me from the floor, bound and kneeling in the middle of his own apartment while I stand over him in my half-unbuckled uniform, my shadow falling across his chest.

I reach down and trace the line of his jaw with one gloved finger. “You have a very talented mouth, Danny. Are you going to use it properly tonight?”

“Yes, sir. On you. Please.”

The word lands low and hot.

I unbuckle the duty belt the rest of the way but leave it hanging open around my waist. I pop the button on my trousers, lower the zipper. The sound is loud. I hook my thumbs in the waistband of both trousers and underwear and push them down just far enough.

His breath catches. His eyes fix on me, waiting.

I fist a hand in his dark hair. “Open.”

He does. His mouth opens, tongue resting behind his lower lip. I guide myself forward, slow and deliberate.

The first wet heat of his mouth makes my thighs tighten. I let out a sharp breath, head tipping back for a second before I drag my gaze down again to watch.

He stays still at first, letting me slide deeper, adjusting. Then his tongue moves, a long, flat stroke along the underside that sends a tremor through my legs. His mouth closes around me with steady suction.

“Up here, Danny,” I say, voice tight.

His eyes lift to mine, heavy and dark. He holds the gaze as he takes me deeper, throat working. The sight of him—mouth stretched, eyes locked on mine—hits harder than any touch. The power is a live current under my skin, tangled with something sharper and more exposed. He’s choosing this. Choosing to see me like this.

I tighten my grip in his hair and set a slow, steady rhythm. He follows it without hesitation, head moving in my fist, mouth hot and skilled. The only sounds are our breathing and the wet pull of his lips around me.

“That’s it,” I hear myself say, authority thinning. “Just like that. Your mouth was made for this.”

He moans around me. The vibration shoots straight through my core. His hips shift on the floor, a small, helpless thrust. He’s hard inside the sweatpants, and the thought of his cock aching and ignored makes me throb.

I’m climbing too fast. I pull back, slipping from his mouth with a wet sound. He sways forward, chasing, a small whimper escaping him.

“Patience,” I breathe. I step back, tucking myself away but leaving the trousers open. My skin feels hot and oversensitive. “On your feet.”

He stands, a little unsteady, cuffed hands flexing behind him. His chest rises and falls hard. A thin line of saliva shines on his chin.

I close the distance and cup his face with my gloved hand, wiping the wetness away with my thumb. “You did very well.”

The praise makes him shudder. He leans into the touch, eyes closing for a beat.

“Bedroom,” I say. “Walk.”

He turns and leads me down the short hallway, movements limited but sure. His bedroom is simple—a king bed with a dark comforter, a single nightstand, a closet door half open. The sheets are twisted, as if he’d tried and failed to sleep.

“Stop.” He halts at the foot of the bed. “I’m going to take the cuffs off.”

Disappointment flickers across his face before he hides it. “Sir?”

“I want your hands on me,” I say, leaving no room for argument. I reach behind him, find the keyhole, and turn the key. The cuffs spring open. I set them on the nightstand with a solid clunk.

He brings his arms forward, rubbing at his wrists. The red marks from the metal are already visible.

“Undress me,” I command, spreading my arms slightly.

His hands, now free, find me. They move with a reverence that pulls the air from my lungs. He starts with the hook-and-loop straps of my ballistic vest, peeling it open, the rip of it loud in the quiet room. He lifts the vest over my head and sets it on the chair with deliberate care, like it might bite if he moves too fast. Next, my uniform shirt. His fingers work each button slowly, parting the fabric, revealing the black tank beneath. He pushes the shirt off my shoulders and down my arms until it joins the vest on the chair.

His hands hover at the waistband of my trousers, still unbuttoned. He looks up at me, a silent question in his eyes.

“Yes,” I whisper.

He pushes trousers and underwear down together in one motion, kneeling as he does, helping me step out. He removes my boots and socks with the same focused care, setting them aside. Soon I’m standing before him in nothing but the tank top, skin bare from the waist down.

He sits back on his heels. His gaze travels up my body, slow and heavy, like a hand. His palms settle on my thighs, thumbs stroking the thin skin of my inner legs, tracing the faint tremor there.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he says, voice rough with it.

“I know,” I reply. Not arrogance. Just the truth he pulls out of me in this moment.

I reach for the hem of my tank top and pull it over my head, tossing it aside. Now I’m bare. Cool air brushes my skin. His gaze is heat.

“Touch me,” I say.

His hands slide up my thighs, over my hips, spanning my waist. Warm. Slightly rough from work. He leans in and presses an open-mouthed kiss to my lower stomach, just above my pubic bone. I gasp, fingers tightening in his hair.

He doesn’t wait for another command. He knows. He shifts lower, breath warm against me, then his tongue finds my clit in one slow, flat stroke that makes my hips jerk.

My knees give. I grab his shoulders to stay upright. “Oh, god…”

He hums against me, the vibration running straight through my cunt. He settles into a rhythm, licking and sucking, learning what makes me twitch, what makes me curse. One hand slides around to grip my ass, pulling me closer, holding me to his mouth. The other slips between my legs, two fingers pushing inside me, easy and slick.

I cry out, sharp and broken. His tongue works my clit while his fingers crook and drag, finding that spot that makes my thighs shake. He’s everywhere—mouth, hands, the solid heat of his shoulders under my grip. The control I’ve held all night doesn’t slip. It changes shape. It moves between us.

“Danny… right there, don’t stop…”

He doesn’t. His pace stays relentless, tongue circling while his fingers press and curl. The coil that started earlier snaps.

The orgasm hits hard, a brutal clench that locks my muscles and whites out my vision. I pulse around his fingers, biting down on my own forearm to muffle the sound. He stays with me, mouth gentling, licking soft until I’m shuddering and oversensitive, pushing at his shoulders.

I ease him back. He looks up, lips swollen and wet, eyes dark with fierce, satisfied pride.

I sink to my knees on the hardwood, eye level now. The floor is unforgiving under my knees.

“Your turn,” I say, voice hoarse. My hands find the waistband of his sweats. He lifts his hips. I tug them down and free his cock—thick, hard, already leaking at the tip. I wrap my hand around him and stroke slow, watching his face.

He bites his lip, a muscle jumping in his jaw. “Renata…”

“Sir,” I correct, leaning in.

“Sir,” he amends, the word ragged.

I kiss him deep and filthy, letting him taste himself on my tongue. He groans into my mouth, hands coming up to cup my face. The kiss is heat and hunger, a fight for control he gives up willingly.

I break it and trail my mouth down his neck, over his chest, tasting salt and skin, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under my lips. I move lower, over the hard planes of his stomach.

When I take him into my mouth, he shouts, hands flying to fist in my hair. He doesn’t push. He just holds on, body strung tight.

I set a punishing pace, using every trick I know, listening to the broken sounds falling from him. I can taste his desperation, the need to let go. I’m not ready to give him that yet.

I pull off with a wet pop. He groans in protest.

“On the bed,” I order, standing. “On your back.”

He scrambles onto the mattress, lying back against the pillows, chest heaving. I stand at the edge and look down. He’s spread out, exposed, willing.

I climb over him, straddling his hips. I lean down, bracing my hands beside his head, hair falling around us like a curtain. “You’re mine tonight. Every part of you. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he breathes, hands settling on my hips, thumbs stroking. “All yours.”

I reach between us, guide him to my entrance, and sink down in one slow, inexorable slide until he’s buried deep and our hips are flush.

We both cry out. The stretch, the fullness, the heat of him inside me steals my breath. He feels even better than I remembered—thick and perfect and real.

I start to move, slow and grinding. His hands tighten on my hips but he lets me set the pace, lets me take what I want. His eyes stay locked on mine, dark and intense enough to hurt.

The power is back, different now. Not the badge or the cuffs. This power—the way his body yields to mine, the shared climb.

I lean closer, lips brushing his ear. “Come for me, Danny. When I tell you to.”

He nods, frantic.

I speed up, riding him harder, chasing my own second peak already building low in my spine. The room fills with skin on skin, ragged breathing, the faint creak of the bedframe.

I feel him getting close, rhythm stuttering, grip turning bruising.

“Now,” I command, voice guttural. “Come now.”

He arches off the bed with a deep, broken shout, pulsing hot inside me. The feeling drags me over with him, a second orgasm ripping through, my cunt milking him through it.

I collapse onto his chest, spent, hearts hammering against each other. His arms come around me, holding tight.

We lie tangled, slick with sweat, breathing each other’s air. The apartment, the city, everything outside this room feels distant.

His hand strokes slowly up and down my spine. “Sir?” he murmurs, voice thick and drowsy.

“Hmm?”

“Color’s still green.”

A slow smile spreads against his skin. “Mine too.”

I don’t move. His heartbeat is steady under my ear, skin warm and solid. The scent of him—sweat, sex, clean soap—fills my lungs. For a while there’s only our breathing slowing, the low hum of the refrigerator down the hall, the distant sound of a car on the wet street.

His hand keeps its slow path up and down my spine. The leather of my duty belt presses stiff against my bare hip, a reminder of the world waiting outside. I should get up. Gather my uniform, my gear, my authority. But his arm is heavy and real, and I’m tired in a way that has nothing to do with the shift.

He shifts beneath me. His softening cock slips from inside me. A warm, slick trickle follows, a visceral reminder. He makes a soft, contented sound and pulls the comforter over my back.

“Cold?” he murmurs.

“No.” True. A low heat still simmers in my core.

We lie in the quiet. My mind, usually a storm of routes and reports and awareness, is still. Foreign. Quiet.

“Renata?” he says, testing the name without the title. It sounds different in the dark— softer, more intimate.

I lift my head. In the dim light from the hallway his features are softened, jaw and cheekbones in shadow. His eyes are open, watching.

“You’re thinking,” he says. “I can hear it.”

“Officers are always thinking,” I reply, but the usual edge is missing.

“About what?”

I let out a long breath and settle my head back on his chest. “About the fact that I’m naked in your bed. That my gun is on your floor. That my handcuffs are on your nightstand.”

“They look good there,” he says, and I hear the smile. “Better than on my dash.”

A small laugh escapes me, rusty. “That’s one way of looking at it.”

His hand moves to my hair, fingers gently working through a knot. “You’re also thinking that this changes things.”

I go still. He’s right. The power exchange on the cruiser was clean. A transaction under the stars, bracketed by rules. Here, in his bed, in the warm aftermath, the lines are blurred. The armor is off, literally and figuratively.

“Does it?” I ask, turning it back on him.

He’s quiet for a moment, still working through my hair. “It changes the location,” he says finally. “Not the rules. Not unless you want it to.”

I prop myself on one elbow to look at him fully. “What do you want, Danny?”

He meets my gaze, serious. “I want what you give me. I want to follow your orders. I want to earn your…” he searches, “…your approval. Your praise. Here, or in the cruiser, or anywhere else.” He reaches up, traces the line of my eyebrow with his thumb. “But I also see you now. Not just the uniform.”

I tilt my head against the pillow. “Why do you need it, Danny? The orders. Having the choices taken away.”

He’s quiet long enough that I think he won’t answer. His thumb keeps tracing slow circles at my temple. When he speaks, the teasing edge is gone from his voice.

“Six months ago I had a call. A kid, maybe nine, pulled out of a car her mother rolled on the interstate. I did everything right. Airway, C-spine, the bleed, all of it, by the book, in the dark, on a shoulder with traffic still screaming past. She didn’t make it to the hospital.” His jaw works. “For weeks I couldn’t sleep without running it again. Every decision, in order, looking for the one I got wrong. Clinically, I know I didn’t get any of them wrong. Doesn’t matter. I make calls like that every shift—somebody lives or doesn’t, and it’s on me, alone, in about four seconds, and then I have to carry it home and set the table and go to sleep like a person who didn’t just decide something like that.”

He exhales, slow, like it costs him something to keep going.

“With you, in the cruiser, on my knees—there’s nothing to decide. You tell me, and I do it, and whatever happens next isn’t mine to carry. It’s the only quiet I get anymore. That first night, when you told me to get out of the car, for about ninety seconds I wasn’t responsible for a single thing in the world. I’ve been chasing that ever since.” His eyes lift to mine, unguarded in a way I haven’t seen before. “Not just you. That, too. But mostly you.”

His touch is gentle. Disarming.

I catch his wrist, not to stop him, but to feel the solid bone under my fingers. “The uniform is part of it.”

“I know. And I love that part.” His eyes darken with fresh heat. “The leather, the metal, the way you stand in it… it’s part of you. But it’s not all of you.” He brings my captured wrist to his lips and presses a kiss to my palm. “I want all of it.”

The simplicity of it cracks something open inside me. A vulnerability I haven’t allowed in years, not since the divorce, not since I learned to seal myself inside the vest and the badge.

I don’t know how to answer him. So I don’t use words.

I lean down and kiss him. This time there is no command in it, no claim. My mouth moves over his slowly, deliberately, learning the shape of him all over again. His lips part. He tastes of salt and the faint metallic edge of the cuffs still lingering on his skin, of me, of the night we’ve already spent. His hands rise to hold my face, thumbs dragging across my cheekbones in slow arcs.

When I draw back, the air between us is thick. Both of us are breathing harder.

“On your stomach,” I tell him. The order is there, but something else threads through it now.

A slow smile cuts across his face. He rolls without hesitation, the long muscles of his back and shoulders sliding under skin. He settles his cheek against the pillow and watches me over one shoulder, eyes dark.

I straddle his thighs. The room is low-lit, just enough to catch the faint red marks my fingers left on his hips earlier. I press my mouth to the nape of his neck, tongue tracing the fine hairs there. Salt. He shivers, a single ripple running down his spine.

My palms glide lower, over the knobs of bone and the tight swell of his ass. I spread him open. A soft, shaking breath leaves him. I lean in and drag my tongue lower, slower, circling the tight ring of muscle. He jerks once, then melts under me with a groan that the pillow barely muffles.

“Sir…”

“Quiet,” I say against his skin, and then I give him my mouth the way he needs it. I lick and press, working the flat of my tongue in steady circles, tasting the intimate musk of him. His hips push back in a silent, greedy ask. I answer it. One hand pins his hip to the mattress. The other slides between my own thighs, fingers stroking my clit in the same rhythm I’m using on him. The wet sound of my tongue, the rough drag of my fingertips, the low, helpless noises he keeps trying to swallow—it all feeds the same tight coil low in my belly.

He’s shaking now, fingers twisted in the sheets. “Please… please, sir…”

I lift my head just enough to speak. “Please what?”

“I need… I need to touch you. Please.”

I think about it. The night is thinning. Dawn is coming. I want his hands on me without steel between us.

“Turn over.”

He moves fast, rolling onto his back. His cock lies thick and flushed against his stomach. His eyes are wide, almost frantic.

I climb higher, knees bracketing his ribs. “Sit up.”

He pushes himself upright against the headboard. I shift back until I’m over his face. His hands come up on their own, gripping the backs of my thighs, and then his mouth is on me—hot, focused, licking into my cunt with the same hunger he showed when I had him spread. I brace both hands on the headboard above him. My head drops forward. Every flick of his tongue sends sparks straight up my spine.

One of his hands moves. Fingers slide into me from behind, two thick digits curling hard. I cry out, hips jerking against his mouth. The orgasm builds fast, a brutal, liquid pull that starts behind my navel and spreads.

“Danny—fuck, I’m—”

He hums against my clit, the vibration deep and filthy, and his tongue works faster. My thighs clamp around his head. I come hard, cunt pulsing around his fingers, a raw, broken sound tearing out of me. He keeps licking, gentler now, drinking every tremor until I’m twitching and oversensitive.

I slide off him and collapse onto the mattress. He gathers me in, mouth moving over my shoulder, my throat, the corner of my jaw.

“Your turn,” I manage, reaching for him.

He catches my wrist. “Wait.”

I look at him.

He slips out of bed, naked, the faint light catching on the line of his spine and the curve of his ass. He crosses to the nightstand, picks up my handcuffs. The metal catches the light once, dull and heavy. He brings them back and holds them out, chain draped across his fingers.

“Put them on me,” he says, voice low. “Wrists. In front.”

I take the cuffs. The steel is cool against my palm. “Why?”

“Because I want to feel them when you ride me. Because I want the reminder. Even here.”

Heat flares through me again, sharp and sudden. I nod. “Give me your hands.”

He holds his wrists together. I snap the cuffs on, the double click loud in the quiet room. I double-lock them. He flexes his fingers. The chain rattles softly.

“On your back.”

He lies down, cuffed hands resting on his stomach. The picture of him like that—bound because he asked for it—makes my cunt clench around nothing.

I climb over him, take his cock in my hand, and sink down in one slow push. The angle is different this time, deeper, the head of him dragging against the front wall inside me. I brace my palms on his chest and roll my hips in a deliberate, grinding rhythm. His cuffed hands lift to my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples, the cold bite of steel brushing my skin every time I move.

The contrast is sharp—warm fingers, cold metal. My freedom and his restraint. He watches me, eyes half-lidded, mouth open, breathing in short, rough pulls.

“You feel so fucking good,” he grits out, hips rising to meet me. “So tight around my cock, sir.”

“You’re mine,” I whisper, leaning down until my hair falls around both of us. I kiss him, slow and deep. “All mine.”

“Yours,” he answers against my mouth.

The rhythm turns urgent. The bed creaks. The headboard taps the wall in steady, filthy beats. I can feel him swelling inside me, getting close. My own climax is building again, fed by the way he looks at me, by the weight of the cuffs against my skin, by the raw, possessive fact of him under me.

I reach between us and rub my clit in tight circles. It takes almost nothing. I come with a choked cry, cunt clamping down around him in hard, rhythmic pulses. He shouts, back arching, cuffed hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise as he drives up into me and comes, thick and hot, filling me in deep, shuddering thrusts.

We collapse together, sweat-slick and tangled. For a long time the only sound is our breathing.

Eventually I reach for the key on the nightstand. I unlock the cuffs. He rubs at the red marks left on his wrists.

“Thank you,” he says quietly.

I don’t ask what for. I just curl against his side. He pulls the comforter over both of us.

I must drift, because the next thing I know, gray predawn light is leaking around the edges of the blinds. My body is stiff and pleasantly sore. Danny is asleep beside me, one heavy arm draped across my waist.

Reality presses back in. My shift is over. My gear is scattered across his apartment. The cruiser is in the visitor spot. I have a whole day ahead before I put the uniform on again tonight.

I ease out from under his arm. He murmurs something but doesn’t wake. I move quietly, gathering my clothes from the floor. Underwear. Trousers. Tank top. I leave the uniform shirt and vest folded over the chair for now. The duty belt goes on last, familiar weight settling around my hips. Glove pouch. Radio holder. Baton ring. Keepers. Handcuffs back in their case. Gun still secure.

I am Officer Vasquez again.

I stand beside the bed and look down at him. He sleeps deep, the sheet twisted low around his hips, the strong line of his back exposed. In sleep he looks younger. Lighter.

Something tight and tender pulls in my chest. I push it down.

On the kitchen counter I find a pen and notepad. I tear off a sheet and write one line.

Next time, don’t wait three nights.

I sign it R. and leave it on the nightstand beside the cuffs.

I let myself out. The morning air is cool and damp, carrying the smell of wet asphalt and the promise of rain. The city is stirring, sky shifting to pale silver.

As I drive, the empty streets sliding past, I can still feel the ghost of his hands on my skin, the memory of his surrender in my bones. The uniform sits differently now. Not armor. Something closer. Something that holds both the officer and the woman underneath.

But the cruiser isn’t mine to take home. I swing by the precinct first, finish my logs, and hand over the keys the way I do at the end of every shift. The duty belt goes into my locker, its weight lifting from my hips, and I cross the lot to my own car—the sensible, unmarked sedan. Just Renata again.

My personal phone stays silent in the cup holder. He’s still asleep.

But the game is far from over. I’m already thinking of ways to raise the stakes.

The sun crests the horizon, streaking the clouds orange and pink. I turn into my driveway, engine cutting off. For the first time in a long while, I’m not coming home to nothing.

I’m coming home carrying a secret. Hot. Dangerous. Delicious. It tastes like his skin and sounds like the click of steel closing around wrists.

My boots crunch on the gravel. I have a day to kill before the next shift.

I wonder how long it will take him to text.


Chapter 4 — Off the Clock

My phone buzzes on the nightstand at 2:17 p.m. I’ve been awake an hour already, lying in the washed-out afternoon light, replaying the drag of his mouth across my skin. The text is simple.

I’m up.

A pause, then another buzz.

And I saw your note.

I let myself smile, the sheets cool against my bare legs. My fingers move with a decisiveness that feels like shrugging the uniform back on.

Good. I’m off tonight. Be at the 7th Street all-night diner. Booth in the back. 9 p.m.

His reply is immediate.

Officer’s orders?

Exactly.

I don’t hear from him again for the rest of the day. The silence is its own kind of conversation. He’s obeying. The thought sends a low, warm pulse between my legs.

I spend the evening deliberately not getting ready. I do laundry. I pay bills. I clean my service pistol with methodical care, the solvent sharp in my nose. It’s only at 8:15 that I finally step into the shower, letting the hot water sluice over the faint, bruise-like marks his stubble left on the insides of my thighs. I dress with the same ritualistic attention I give my patrol uniform, but the clothes are different: dark jeans that hug my hips, a simple black t-shirt, a leather jacket worn soft at the elbows. No uniform. No belt. My hair is down, a dark curtain against my shoulders. I look at myself in the mirror. The woman staring back is familiar, but the authority in her eyes belongs to her alone now, not borrowed from the badge.

The diner is a relic, all chrome and cracked red vinyl. The smell of old coffee and grease hangs thick in the air. I spot him before he sees me. He’s already in the back booth, two mugs of coffee steaming on the table. He’s wearing a gray henley, the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, showing the cords of his forearms. He looks rested. Grounded. He watches the door, and when his eyes find me, something in his expression shifts, settles, ignites.

I slide into the booth opposite him. “You’re early.”

“Didn’t want a citation,” he says, his voice a low rumble. His eyes travel over me, taking in the lack of uniform. “You look different.”

“I’m off duty.” I wrap my hands around the mug. The heat bites against my palms.

“So am I.”

“I know.” I take a sip. The coffee is bitter and strong. “This isn’t a ride-along, Danny.”

He stills at the use of his name. “What is it?”

“A negotiation.” I hold his gaze. “The rules are different when the badge comes off. The power’s the same, but the… framework isn’t.”

He leans forward, elbows on the table. “Explain.”

“In the cruiser, it was a transaction. A choice I offered. Tonight, it’s a choice you’re making. Explicitly. Repeatedly.” I keep my voice low, but it carries the same weight. “The safeword stands. ‘Citation.’ You use it if you need to stop. But outside the car, I want to hear you ask for it.”

His throat works as he swallows. “Ask for what?”

“For what you want. For what happened last night to happen again. For my hands on you. For my orders.” I let the words hang between us, a challenge and an invitation. “You don’t get to just get caught anymore. You have to petition.”

A slow, deep flush spreads up his neck. He doesn’t look away. “And if I do?”

“Then we go back to your place. And I finish what we started this morning.”

He’s quiet for a long moment, his fingers tracing the rim of his mug. The diner hums around us—the clatter of plates, the low murmur of other conversations. Then he looks up, his dark eyes utterly clear. “Renata.” He says my name like it’s a key turning in a lock. “I want you to come home with me. I want your hands on me. I want your orders. I’m asking.”

A thrill, sharp and electric, cuts through my center. I nod, once. “Then finish your coffee.”

We drink in silence, a charged, comfortable quiet. He pays the bill despite my raised eyebrow. “My taillight’s fixed,” he says, a ghost of a smile on his lips. “Least I can do.”

His apartment is different at night. Softer. The city lights paint shifting patterns across the ceiling. He closes the door behind us, and the lock clicks with a finality that echoes in my ribs.

I don’t let him turn on the main light. A single lamp in the corner casts the room in a warm, amber glow. I shrug out of my jacket, let it fall over the back of a chair.

“Stand there,” I say, pointing to the center of the living room rug.

He goes without hesitation, turning to face me, his hands loose at his sides. The submission in his posture isn’t passive; it’s a focused, active readiness.

I walk a slow circle around him, my boots silent on the hardwood floor. I take my time, looking my fill. The breadth of his shoulders under the soft cotton. The way his jeans hang on his hips. The quiet, steady rhythm of his breathing.

“The rules from the car still apply,” I say, coming to a stop in front of him. “Check-ins. The safeword. You remember?”

“Yes.”

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Good.” I reach out, not touching him yet, just letting my hand hover near the side of his neck. “I’m going to touch you now. And then I’m going to tell you exactly what to do. Your job is to follow my orders. And to tell me what you feel. Understood?”

“Understood.” His voice is thick.

I close the final inch, my palm settling against the side of his neck. His skin is warm, the beat of his pulse strong and fast against my hand. I feel him shudder.

“Take off your shirt.”

His hands go to his hem, and he pulls the henley up and over his head in one smooth motion. He tosses it aside. His chest is solid, defined without being overly cut. A dusting of dark hair trails down his abdomen. I let my gaze travel over him, a slow, possessive inventory.

“Now your jeans.”

His fingers fumble slightly with the button, the zip. He pushes them down his hips, stepping out of them, kicking them away. He stands before me in just his black boxer-briefs, his cock already a hard, obvious line against the fabric. He doesn’t cover himself. He just waits, his chest rising and falling a little faster.

“You’re beautiful like this,” I say, and the praise is deliberate, a tool as much as a truth. A faint, pleased blush touches his cheeks. “On your knees.”

He sinks down gracefully, his knees hitting the rug. He looks up at me, and the view sends a surge of pure, hot power straight to my core. I step closer, until the toe of my boot is between his knees.

“Take me out of these boots.”

His hands are steady as they find the laces of my left boot. He undoes them with careful efficiency, his fingers brushing my ankle. He eases the boot off, then my sock, his hand cradling my heel. He repeats the process with my right foot. He sets each item aside neatly, aligned. The act is so tender, so devoted, it makes my breath catch.

“Now the jeans.”

He looks up, a question in his eyes. I give a single, slow nod.

His fingers hook into the waistband of my jeans. He unbuttons them, drags the zipper down. The sound is obscenely loud in the quiet room. He pulls, and I help by shifting my hips, letting him draw the denim down my legs. He guides them off, folding them roughly before placing them on top of my boots. I’m left standing in just my black t-shirt and a pair of simple black cotton panties. The air is cool on my bare legs.

“Touch me.”

His hands come to my calves, his palms warm and slightly rough. He strokes upward, over my knees, to my thighs. His thumbs press into the muscle, and I let out a soft sigh. His touch is worshipful, exploring. He leans forward, his face inches from my center, and I feel the heat of his breath through the thin cotton.

“May I?” he asks, his voice rough.

“Yes.”

He doesn’t use his hands. He nuzzles me through the fabric first, his nose tracing the seam of my panties, his breath hot and damp. A low groan vibrates against me. Then his mouth finds me, his tongue pressing a slow, firm circle right over my clit. The fabric is instantly soaked. Pleasure, bright and shocking, arcs through me. My hands come down to his head, my fingers tangling in his short, soft hair.

“Good,” I breathe. “Just like that.”

He makes a sound, a hungry, desperate thing, and doubles his efforts. His tongue is relentless, laving and circling, his lips sucking gently through the wet cotton. The sensation is muffled, maddening, building a deep, throbbing pressure. I roll my hips against his face, seeking more friction, and he gives it to me, his hands coming up to grip my ass, holding me steady for his mouth.

“Color?” I manage, my voice tight.

“Green,” he mumbles against me, the word vibrating through my entire body. “So fucking green.”

“Take them off.”

He pulls back, his lips glistening. He hooks his fingers into the sides of my panties and drags them down my legs. I step out of them. And then I’m bare before him, exposed. The cool air hits my wetness, a shock of contrast.

He stares for a long, heated moment, his eyes dark with want. Then he leans in again, but this time, there’s no barrier.

His tongue finds my clit directly, and I cry out, my knees buckling. He steadies me, his arms wrapping around my thighs as he licks a long, flat stripe from my opening to my clit. He tastes me, groaning like he’s starved, and then his mouth seals over my clit and he sucks, hard.

My vision sparks. I clutch his head, my hips rocking uncontrollably against his mouth. He’s expert, attentive, reading the shudders and gasps I can’t suppress. He flicks his tongue, then presses firm, then licks in tight circles. One of his hands slides from my ass, his fingers seeking and finding my entrance. He slides two fingers inside me, deep, and crooks them.

It’s too much. It’s perfect. The coil of pleasure in my belly winds tight, then tighter, a spring loaded to the breaking point.

“Don’t stop,” I command, my voice breaking. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He redoubles his efforts, his fingers pumping in a steady rhythm inside me, his mouth working my clit. The world narrows to the points of contact: his tongue, his fingers, the grip of his hand on my hip. The pleasure crests, a wave gathering itself, and then it crashes over me. I come with a choked shout, my body convulsing around his fingers, my thighs clamping against his head. He holds me through it, gentling his mouth but not stopping, drawing the spasms out until I’m limp and shuddering, my hands slack in his hair.

I sag back, and he guides me down, easing me onto the rug. I lie there, boneless, watching as he kneels over me, his own need evident in the straining fabric of his briefs. His lips and chin are slick with me.

“You,” I say, my voice hoarse. “I want you naked.”

He strips his briefs off in one frantic motion. His cock springs free, thick and hard, curving up toward his stomach. He’s beautiful in his urgency.

“Come here.”

He crawls over me, bracing himself on his arms above me. I reach between us, wrapping my hand around the thick length of his cock. Hot, silken skin stretches tight over the hard column. I give him a few slow, firm strokes, root to tip, and he drops his forehead to my shoulder with a raw, broken sound.

“Renata… please.”

“Please what?”

“I need to be inside you.”

I guide him to my entrance, the blunt head of his cock nudging through my slick folds. I look up into his eyes, dark and glassy with want. “Then get what you need.”

He pushes in, and the stretch steals my breath all over again. Thick. Filling. He sinks deeper, inch by deliberate inch, until his hips lock flush against mine and the head of his cock presses against the deepest part of me. We both go still, breathing hard.

“Color?” I whisper.

“Gold,” he grits out, eyes squeezed shut. “Fucking gold.”

I clench around him, deliberate, and he groans. “Then move.”

He obeys. He draws back until only the head remains inside, then drives forward again, setting a deep, steady rhythm that knocks the air from my lungs with every thrust. Each stroke drags over that spot inside me that makes my vision spark. I wrap my legs around his waist, cross my ankles at the small of his back, and pull him deeper. My hands slide over the flexing muscle of his back, feeling every shift and strain.

It’s different from last night. Last night was the game, the uniform, the power I held over him. This is stripped bare—two people chasing the same raw need. He fucks me with his eyes locked on mine, breath hot against my mouth, every thrust measured and relentless.

“Touch me,” I order, guiding his hand between our bodies.

His fingers find my clit, already slick and swollen. The double sensation—his cock driving into me while his thumb circles tight and steady—makes my thighs shake. Heat coils low in my belly, tighter with every stroke.

“I’m close,” he pants, rhythm starting to break.

“Not yet,” I tell him, even as my own release gathers, sharp and close. “Look at me.”

His eyes snap open, glassy and desperate.

“You wait for me,” I say, voice tight with the effort of holding back. “You come when I tell you to.”

A wild, pleading look crosses his face, but he nods, jaw locked. He keeps thrusting, control fraying at the edges, sweat slicking the skin of his chest against mine.

The pressure inside me builds, crests, breaks. “Now,” I gasp. “Danny, now!”

He buries himself to the hilt with a guttural shout and comes, pulsing hot and deep. The feel of it—thick, wet, intimate—pushes me over after him. My second orgasm slams through me, sharper, brighter, a white-hot rush that blanks my vision and rips a cry from my throat. I cling to him, face pressed to his shoulder, shaking as we ride it out together.

For long minutes the only sound is our breathing, ragged and slowing. He collapses beside me on the rug, one heavy arm draped across my waist. The room sharpens again—the low lamplight, the city glow bleeding through the windows, the mingled scent of sweat and sex and coffee thick in the air.

I turn my head to look at him. His eyes are closed, a faint sheen of sweat on his brow. Something quiet and deep settles in my chest, warmer than any win.

My radio, left silent on the coffee table after I showed him it was off-duty, crackles to life.

The dispatcher’s voice cuts through the quiet, tinny and urgent. “All units, report of a multi-vehicle collision, intersection of Broadway and 5th. Multiple injuries reported. EMS and Fire en route. Any available unit, respond.”

Danny’s eyes fly open. We stare at each other.

The part of my brain that never really clocks out locks in. Broadway and 5th. Two blocks away. Multi-vehicle. Multiple injuries.

His expression hardens, the softness of afterglow gone. He’s already moving, pushing up on an elbow.

My leather jacket lies across the room, draped over a chair. My badge catches the light.

He’s on his feet, yanking on his jeans. “That’s my intersection,” he says, voice all business now. “I need to go.”

I’m moving too, the warmth of him replaced by a cold rush of adrenaline. “I know.” I snatch my panties and jeans from the floor, step into them fast. My fingers fumble the button. “You’ll beat the rigs if you run.”

He’s pulling his henley over his head. “You’re responding?”

The question hangs there. My uniform is at home. My car is parked two blocks away at the diner. But my badge is here. The radio asked for any available unit. Off duty or not, I’m two blocks away. And two blocks is nothing.

“Yes.” The word leaves me before I finish deciding. I buckle my jeans, grab my t-shirt. “I’ll secure the scene until more units arrive.”

He nods, sharp and quick. No time for anything else. No kiss. No words. The world has snapped back into hard edges. He grabs his keys and wallet from the counter while I grab my badge off the chair, the shield cold and familiar in my hand, and pull my jacket on over the black t-shirt. I shove my feet into my boots by the door.

We spill into the hallway, a frantic pair. He glances at me once—something raw and unreadable in his eyes—then takes the stairs two at a time. I go the other way, hitting the street at a run.

The night air hits like a slap. Sirens already wail in the distance, converging. I run, badge clenched in my fist, heart hammering in time with my feet on the pavement.

I smell the accident before I see it—the sharp sting of spilled gasoline, the dusty bite of deployed airbags. Then I round the corner onto Broadway.

Chaos.

Two sedans and a delivery van tangled in the intersection. One car up on the sidewalk, front end crushed around a lamppost. Glass scattered like broken ice across the asphalt. People stumbling from the vehicles, some clutching their heads, others screaming. A crowd gathering on the corners.

My officer’s brain takes inventory in a single sweep. No fire. No obvious entrapment. Multiple potential injuries. Scene security first.

I push through the onlookers, badge raised. “Police! Move back! Give them space!” My voice cuts through the noise, automatic, authoritative.

People shuffle backward. I spot Danny then. He’s just arrived, personal car double-parked with hazards flashing. He’s already at the first sedan, leaning through the shattered driver’s window. He’s not Danny anymore. He’s EMT Okafor—calm, focused, hands moving with steady purpose as he talks to the person inside.

Our eyes meet across the wreckage. A silent current passes between us. He gives the briefest nod—I’ve got this one—and turns back to his patient.

I take the next vehicle, checking the occupants. A young woman in the passenger seat sobs, clutching her arm. “It’s okay,” I tell her, voice shifting into the calm, firm tone I use on scene. “Help is here. Don’t move. Can you tell me where it hurts?”

More sirens scream to a stop. Red and blue lights strobe across the buildings. Uniformed officers pour out, and relief hits me in a wave. I hand the scene to a sergeant, giving him a rapid rundown of what I’d seen. The fire department is already deploying tools. Two ambulances sit on site now, paramedics jumping out with kits.

Danny works with a partner, carefully extricating the driver from the first car onto a backboard. His movements are efficient, gentle, perfectly timed with his colleague. He is in his element, and watching him there—steady hands, focused voice—does something to my chest.

My role is finished. I’m not in uniform. I’m not on the clock. I’m a cop who happened to be close, and now the real response is here.

I step back to the edge, adrenaline draining fast, leaving me cold and oddly hollow. I watch them load the backboard into the ambulance. Danny climbs in after it and pulls the doors shut. He doesn’t look back.

The ambulance pulls away, siren joining the rest before fading into the distance.

One of the officers I’d briefed—Hendricks—claps me on the shoulder. “Good work, Vasquez. Lucky you were close.”

“Yeah,” I say, voice sounding distant even to me. “Lucky.”

I walk back to his apartment alone. The silence inside feels thick, heavy with the ghost of what we were doing minutes ago. The lamp still glows. Our clothes still lie scattered on the rug. The air still smells of sex and coffee.

I stand there a long minute, the badge still cold in my hand. Then I start cleaning up, methodical. I fold my clothes. I drape his henley over the back of the couch. I carry the two cold coffee mugs from the diner to the sink.

The actions are ordinary, grounding. But my mind won’t settle.

I saw him. Really saw him. Not the man who submits, not the man who gets off on being told what to do, but the man who runs toward the wreckage. The man whose hands, still trembling between my thighs minutes earlier, stayed steady and sure while assessing a neck injury. The competence. The care. It was a different kind of naked.

And I saw myself. The cop who ran toward it too. Not because the radio called, but because that’s who I am. The badge isn’t just a prop in a game. It’s part of me. He saw that. He saw the part of me that can’t clock out.

I sink onto his couch, leather cool through my t-shirt. My personal phone buzzes against my thigh. A text.

All stable. Transporting to County. Will be a while.

I stare at the words. He’s letting me know. He’s also telling me he’s not coming back tonight.

I type back, thumbs stiff. Okay.

Nothing else feels right. Be safe is already understood. I’m here feels like too much. I want you feels wildly out of place.

I sit in the quiet another hour. City sounds filter in—a distant siren, the low hum of traffic. My body aches, wrung out from him and the run and the adrenaline crash. My mind won’t quiet.

This changes things. The game lived in a bubble—the cruiser, his apartment, our small world of command and surrender. The real world just crashed through it. And we both answered the call, not as player and referee, but as who we are: an EMT and a cop.

I finally stand, body stiff. I can’t stay here. It feels like trespassing now. I take my badge and my jacket. I pull the door shut behind me until the lock catches.

The walk back to the diner to retrieve my car is long and cold. The night feels different. Sharper. Less like a playground and more like a city I have to patrol.

I drive home under a sky washed pale by city lights. The secret I’d carried this morning feels different now. Not just hot and dangerous. Complicated.

My next shift drags me back into the same precinct walls, but the uniform sits heavier now. I clip the badge on like plating myself in steel. Calls come in. Tickets get written. I keep every word by the book, voice level, commands crisp. At roll call the sergeant’s gaze lingers on me a beat too long, but he says nothing.

I know that look. Hendricks told half the shift “lucky you were close” before the ink was dry on my report, and cops talk. An off-duty officer, badge in hand, running toward a wreck where the first person she reaches is an EMT she’s been seen leaving a building with at six in the morning—nobody needs to be a detective. Nothing in the manual says I can’t see him. Nothing has ever had to, because nobody in this precinct has been stupid enough to fall for someone she keeps pulling over for the same broken taillight. If it becomes a thing people say out loud, it becomes a thing a captain calls a conflict of interest.

Three days pass. Radio silence from Danny.

I tell myself it’s fine. The game was fun while it lasted. The real world intruded, and the fantasy popped like a soap bubble. It’s for the best. Clean. Simple. Easier to let it end quietly now, on my own terms, before it costs either of us something we can’t get back.

I don’t believe a word of it.

Four years ago I told myself the same lie about my marriage—that letting it end quietly was cleaner than fighting for it, that the badge and the belt were enough of a life on their own. I believed it for exactly as long as it took to come home to an empty house and understand that quiet isn’t the same thing as peace. I’m not doing that again. Not without at least finding out what this is first.

On the fourth night, my patrol takes me past his street. I don’t mean to go there. My hands turn the wheel of their own accord. I cruise past his building. His car is there. The lights in his apartment are on.

I pull over a block down, kill the engine. My heart knocks hard against my ribs, a tight, painful knot high in my throat. I stare at the steering wheel, the familiar dashboard, the radio crackling with low, disembodied voices.

What am I doing?

The game is over. He hasn’t texted. He’s probably realized how messy this is. How unprofessional. How risky.

But the memory of him on his knees, looking up at me with those clear, willing eyes, won’t leave. The memory of him in the wreckage, calm and capable, won’t leave either. They’re two halves of the same man, and I want both. The submission and the strength. The one who obeys and the one who saves.

I want him.

The realization is quiet and absolute.

I pick up my personal phone. The text thread is still open, his last message staring back at me: All stable. Transporting to County. Will be a while.

I type. Delete. Type again.

Finally, I send: Are we done?

I hold my breath. The seconds stretch into a minute. Then two.

My screen lights up.

No.

The single word hits me like a punch to the solar plexus. Relief, so profound it makes me dizzy, floods through me.

Another text follows.

But I need to see you. Off the clock. For real.

I understand. The bubble is gone. We can’t pretend this is just a game anymore. We have to decide what it is.

My shift ends at 6 AM, I type. Your place?

Yes.

I’ll bring coffee.



The sky is lightening to a soft, pearly gray when I park outside his building. I’m in my civvies again—jeans, a sweatshirt, my hair in a messy knot. I carry two paper cups of coffee from the 24-hour place near the precinct.

He opens the door before I can knock. He looks tired, shadows under his eyes, but his face softens when he sees me. He’s in sweatpants and a worn t-shirt. He looks real. Beautifully, devastatingly real.

“Hey,” he says, stepping aside to let me in.

“Hey.” I hand him a coffee.

The apartment is clean. No clothes on the rug. The lamp is off. Morning light filters in, cool and pale.

We stand there, holding our coffees, an ocean of unsaid things between us.

“I’m sorry,” he says finally, his voice rough. “For just… disappearing after.”

“You were working.”

“I know. But I left you here. In the middle of… everything.”

“I left too,” I say. “I saw you work. It was important.”

He turns his cup slowly on the counter without drinking. “Can I tell you something?”

“Always.”

“The reason I don’t usually do this. Date anyone with a schedule like mine, let alone one that also runs toward wrecks for a living.” A humorless breath of a laugh. “Someone I was with, before, told me she couldn’t keep loving a man who was always somebody else’s emergency. She wasn’t wrong. I was never all the way in the room, even when I was standing in it.” He looks up, steady. “I don’t want to do that to you. Or have you do it to me—both of us gone the second the radio calls.”

“Both of us just did,” I point out, quiet.

“Yeah.” A ghost of a smile. “And I’ve never come back from a call this fast, wanting to know exactly where to find the other person.”

He takes a sip of coffee, watching me over the rim. “It changes things, doesn’t it? Seeing that.”

“Yes.”

“Does it ruin it?” The question is direct, his eyes searching mine.

“I don’t know.” I’m terrified of my own honesty. “Does it for you?”

He sets his cup down on the counter. He walks toward me slowly, until he’s standing right in front of me. He doesn’t touch me. “No. It makes it real. The game was… incredible. But this?” He gestures between us. “This is a man who wants a woman. A woman who happens to wear a badge and a belt sometimes. A man who happens to like following her lead. Sometimes. And who also runs into traffic to help people.”

My breath catches. “And the woman runs in right beside him.”

His lips curve into a slow smile. “Yeah. She does.”

“So what are the rules now?” I whisper.

He reaches out, his hand finally coming up to cup my cheek. His thumb strokes my skin. “I don’t know. We make them up. Together.”

“The safeword?”

“Stands. Always.”

“And the orders?”

His smile deepens, a warm, knowing thing. “Renata, I am asking you… to stay.”

It’s not a petition for a scene. It’s a petition for something else. Something bigger. My throat tightens. I nod, unable to speak.

He leans in and kisses me. It’s not like the hungry, desperate kisses from before. It’s slow. Deep. A sealing of a promise. It tastes of coffee and hope and a future I hadn’t let myself imagine.

When he pulls back, he rests his forehead against mine. “I want you,” he says, the words a low vibration between us. “Not the uniform. Not the game. You. But if you want to put the cuffs on me again, I’m not going to complain.”

I laugh, a wet, shaky sound. “Good to know.”

My jacket is still over the back of his chair from three nights ago. I reach into the inside pocket, and my fingers close around cold steel—the spare set I never turned back in, the one I’ve been carrying since the overlook without quite admitting why. I hold them up between us.

His breath catches. “Renata.”

“Not a scene,” I say, and it isn’t the officer’s voice at all. It’s just mine. “No orders. I just want to feel it once more before it means something different.” I take his hand, press the cold metal into his palm, and close his fingers around it. “Cuff me.”

Something in his face comes undone. He turns the steel over once, like he doesn’t quite believe I’ve handed it to him, then reaches for my wrist, slow and careful, and closes the cuff loose around it—loose enough I could slip free with a twist, and we both know it.

“I’ve had you locked to a headrest,” I say, watching his face. “Cuffed behind your back. On your knees for me more times than either of us can count. I wanted to know what it felt like from this side.”

“And?”

“Terrifying.” My voice shakes on the word, and I let it. “I trust you with it anyway.”

He lifts my cuffed wrist and kisses the inside of it, right over the pulse point, slow and reverent. Then he reaches for the small key I always keep clipped beside the cuffs, out of habit, and unlocks it himself. The cuff falls open. He sets it, and the key, on the nightstand, and the small, definite click of it landing there sounds like a door closing on one version of us and opening onto another.

“There,” he says, rough. “Now there’s nothing between us.”

I take his hand and lead him to the bedroom—already there, technically, but it feels like crossing a threshold anyway. There’s no circling this time, no ritualistic undressing. We undress each other, our movements gentle, almost reverent. The morning light spills across the bed, painting his skin in gold.

When we’re both naked, I push him onto his back. I straddle his hips, looking down at him. His hands come to rest on my thighs, warm and solid.

“Color?” I ask, the word a soft murmur.

“Green,” he says, his eyes clear and open.

I lean down and kiss him. Then I kiss my way down his body—the strong column of his throat, the planes of his chest, the trail of hair below his navel. He shudders when I take his cock into my mouth. He’s already hard, the velvety skin stretched taut over the thick length of him. I use my tongue, my lips, my hand at the base of him, working the shaft in a slow, wet rhythm. I learn the sounds he makes, the way his hips jerk and his thighs tense when I do something he likes.

His fingers thread into my hair, not guiding, just holding. “Renata… I’m close…”

I pull off, sliding back up his body. I position myself over him, guiding the blunt head of his cock to my entrance, and sink down. We both groan as he fills me, a perfect, stretching fullness that makes my cunt clench around him. I set the pace, rocking slowly, deeply, taking every inch of him on each downward stroke. Our eyes lock. This isn’t about power exchange. It’s about connection. It’s about seeing and being seen.

“Harder,” he says—not a plea this time, an ask with weight behind it, his hands sliding down to grip my hips and pull me into every stroke. I give it to him. Not because he told me to. Because I want to, and for once neither of us has to wonder which one it is.

He reaches between us, his fingers finding my clit, and I gasp, my rhythm faltering. “Together,” he murmurs, his voice strained. “This time, together.”

I nod, my movements becoming more frantic, chasing the coiling heat his touch is stoking. He thrusts up to meet me, his grip on my hip firm, fingers digging into flesh. Every drag of him against that spot deep inside me pulls a rawer sound out of both of us, until there’s no rhythm left, just need meeting need. The pleasure builds, a sweet, slow burn that suddenly ignites into a conflagration. I come with a cry, my body clamping around him, cunt pulsing in tight, rhythmic spasms, and the feeling pushes him over the edge. He shouts my name, his release pulsing deep inside me as I shudder through my own.

I collapse onto his chest, our hearts hammering against each other.His arms close around me, clutching me tight.

We lie there as the sun rises fully, painting the room in bright, clear light. No secrets. No games. Just this.

Eventually, I shift, lifting my head to look at him. “I have a question.”

“Hmm?”

“Your taillight.”

A slow, lazy grin spreads across his face. “What about it?”

“Is it actually broken?”

He laughs, the sound rumbling through me. “It was. The first night—genuinely broken.” He brushes a strand of hair from my cheek. “After that? I could’ve had it fixed in twenty minutes any time I wanted. I didn’t. Every stop after the first, I just wanted you to pull me over.”

I push up on one elbow, mock-outraged. “Do you have any idea how many hours of city resources you wasted? Two citations. Two license checks. Gas idling behind you at a fake traffic stop that was really just—what, flirting?”

“Extremely effective flirting.”

“That’s a pattern of intentional equipment violations, Mr. Okafor. I could still write you up.”

“You could.” He tugs me back down against his chest, grinning against my hair. “Citation stands. I’ll take whatever penalty you assign, Officer.”

I shake my head, but I’m smiling. “You’re going to be trouble.”

“Only if you order me to be, Officer.”

I kiss him. It tastes like a beginning.

Later, as I’m getting ready to leave—really leave, to go home and sleep—I pause at his door. My duty belt is in my hand. I look at it, then at him.

“Next time,” I say.

“Next time?”

“My place. And the uniform stays on.”

His eyes darken with pure, unadulterated want. “Yes, ma’am.”

I walk out into the bright morning, the weight of the belt in my hand feeling not like armor, and not like a second skin, but like a key. To a door I’d thought was locked. To a man who sees all of me—the cop, the woman, the commander—and asks for more.

I get into my car. I don’t drive home right away. I sit for a moment, watching the city wake up.

Then I start the engine. The game is over. But something else, something real and thrilling and deeply, profoundly ours, is just getting started.
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