
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
    Pegged by the Police Girl 
 
      
 
    Tom was speeding down the highway in his black Camaro, feeling the rush of speed as that powerful engine purred in front of him. He had just landed a major deal for his company and he was in a hurry to get home and tell his beautiful, semi-professional model wife that they would be able to take that vacation to Europe after all. He shook his head when he looked in his rear view mirror and saw the red and blue police lights behind him. He had figured that on this isolated stretch of road, no one would bother to set up a speed trap. 
 
    He sighed as he pulled to the side of the dark and deserted road. 
 
    The police car pulled up behind him and just sat for a long time, then finally the door swung open and two black leather boots stepped out onto the gravel of the break-down lane. Tom wasn’t sure if he was surprised to see the police officer was a woman, or that he was just shocked that she had such an amazing fit body, but he couldn’t help but stare as the dark-haired beauty approached.  
 
    She wasn’t the kind of beautiful that his wife was. His wife was a slender, small hipped, slightly anorexic blonde. This girl had toned, muscular arms and a fit, V shaped back but she wasn’t the slightest bit masculine. She had the body of a cross-fit athlete, with large, heaving breasts, and wide, full hips. Her big rack jiggled slightly in the tight blouse of her dark blue uniform, and the incredible ratio of her wide hips to tiny waist was made even more dramatic by the wide leather gun-belt she wore. She held a thick, black metal mag-light in her hand and used it to tap on the glass of his window, pushing him out of his stupor. He shot up and rolled down the window for her. “Good evening Officer,” he said. 
 
    “License and registration,” she said in a cold but surprisingly feminine voice. 
 
    He handed over the paperwork. Her nametag said ‘Officer McAdams’ in simple block letters. The white buttons of her dark uniform shirt looked like they were about to pop off one by one by the sheer force of her beautiful, round breasts pressing against the tight blouse. The skin of her cleavage looked supple and vibrant in the moonlight. 
 
    “What are you looking at?” her suddenly harsh voice snapped. 
 
    “I…” What could he possibly say? He’d been caught red handed, not just looking, but staring. “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Step out of the car,” she told him firmly. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he said.  
 
    “Take your hand,” she said in a slow, commanding voice. “Pull the handle on your door, open it and then get your perverted ass out of the car.” 
 
    The steel in her voice sent a shiver down his spine as he reached out with a trembling hand and opened his door. He stepped out of the car, feeling the intense heat of her body in the cold night air as she invaded his personal space. “Turn around, and place your hands on the hood of your car,” she said. Her breath smelled sweet and felt soft on his skin, but her voice was full of harsh command. 
 
    “Don’t you think this is a bit too much?” he asked. 
 
    “You’re a criminal,” she told him. 
 
    “I was just speeding,” he argued. 
 
    She spoke in a slow, loud voice, as if he was too stupid to understand, “That makes you a criminal. You don’t get to choose which laws matter; especially when you’re a little pervert that can’t keep his eyes to himself.” 
 
    He started to speak again but she interrupted him by suddenly grabbing his arm and putting him into an agonizing wrist-lock. She slammed him roughly against the hood of his own car, his face smacking hard against the smooth steel surface. He let out a broken little whimper that he didn’t suppose sounded very masculine. Her strong, fit arms held him down, closing the handcuffs down onto his wrists before he even realized what was happening. He started to rise, thinking he could talk his way out of it, but she twisted the handcuffs against the skin his wrists to force compliance, sending him collapsing back down on his face with a groan. She kicked his feet apart, making him spread his legs wide and then began to search him. Her soft hand, roughly and indifferently rubbing his body sent electric tingles rushing through his body. He was incredibly aware of her energy and her heat, so close to him as her hands explored him thoroughly.  
 
    As she leaned against him, running her hands down his sides, her soft tits pressed against his back, filling him with a jolt of excitement. Her hands moved with rough efficiency across his body, down his hips and then back up the inside of his thighs. 
 
    Suddenly her hand pressed against his cock. “What the hell is this?” she demanded. 
 
    “I… It’s… my…” 
 
    “I know what it is,” she growled in his ear. “Why is it hard?” 
 
    He felt like he was standing in front of a stage of glaring eyes instead of alone on a dark road. He stuttered trying to make his voice break through the heavy lump in his throat. “I…” 
 
    “Why is your little dick hard?” she asked again with more insistence. “Do you think this is some kind of fucking game, little pervert? You think I’m here for your fucking pleasure?” 
 
    He didn’t think that. He did respect her and all other lady cops, so why couldn’t he stop his cock from throbbing with heat and uncontrollable hardness. She squeezed his balls roughly through his pants. 
 
    “Answer me, Bitch,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whimpered. 
 
    “You’re sorry? You think just because I’m a woman you can disrespect me and all you have to do his batt your eyelashes and say you’re sorry? You think I’m going to have pity on you just because you’re a weak, small dicked little bitch?” 
 
    “I don’t… I’m not…” 
 
    “Shut up,” she said. She pressed her body against him once more, undoing his belt and pushing down on his slacks. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he cried. 
 
    “I’m going to teach you a little bit of respect,” she told him.  
 
    He tried to rise back towards her, but she wrenched his handcuffs, pushing him back down to the hood of his car, his naked ass pressed against her, his hard dick tight against the cold steel side of his car. “What are you doing? What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “You have two choices,” she told him. “I can put you in my police car and drive you to jail where you will be charged with public indecency, reckless driving, resisting arrest and whatever else I can think of on the long drive there… or we can settle this right here and right now.” 
 
    “Please don’t take me to jail,” he whimpered, his wrists in agony where she still gripped him by the handcuffs. “Settle this here, I’ll do anything.” 
 
    She let go of his handcuffs causing him to sigh with relief but then her hand suddenly came hard across the skin of his bare ass. He cried out. He’d been spanked before, teasingly; soft little slaps that barely stung; but this was brutal. She brought the flat of her hand across his pale skin like she was practicing karate on his sensitive skin, slapping him brutally on one cheek then the other. He whimpered with each slap, but still his dick throbbed. He pictured her back there, gorgeous in her tight uniform and black leather boots, slapping him hard with her hands in black leather gloves, and his dick surged with need. 
 
    “Are you going to continue to disrespect female police officers?” she demanded. 
 
    “No, Ma’am,” he cried. “No officer. I’ll be good. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” she said. “I don’t believe you’re sorry at all.” 
 
    He swallowed. He didn’t want to argue with her so he just waited, bent over the hood of his car, his bright red ass burning in the cold night air, his hands cuffed tightly behind his back. She didn’t do anything for a while, as if she was just staring at him, thinking, and then she suddenly grabbed him by the hair. She pulled his face up off the hood straining his neck and making him whimper. She pushed the fat, long handle of a big black mag-light flashlight to his mouth. 
 
    “Suck it,” she said. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Trust me Princess,” she warned. “You’re going to want to get it nice and wet.” 
 
    “Please,” he pleaded.  
 
    “It’s not too late to go to jail.” 
 
    His heart pounding his dick still throbbing, the bare skin of his ass and legs shivering in the cold night air, he opened his mouth and let her slide the fat metal handle of the flashlight through his trembling lips. She moved the steel flashlight back and forth in his wet mouth. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she purred in an aroused but amused sounding voice. “You’d actually probably do just fine in jail.” She pushed the thing deep into his mouth, pressing it to the entrance of this throat. “I bet everyone there would really enjoy you.” 
 
    He let his mouth drool down the black tube as he fought back the urge to gag on it. Finally she pulled it from between his lips. He gasped for air as she took the wet flashlight from his mouth and pulled it out of his sight.  
 
    He whimpered, “I promise I’ll never…” 
 
    “Shut up,” she said again. She ran the handle down the crack of his ass, pushing his cheeks apart with the cold, spit-wet steel. “Last chance to take the first option and go to jail,” she said. 
 
    “I can’t go to jail,” he said. He knew what happened to guys like him in jail. As bad as this was going to be at least it would be over soon. Plus, he could still feel those amazing, round breasts pressing against his back as she leaned down and purred into his ear. 
 
    “If you don’t want to go to jail, then beg for me to fuck that tight little ass of yours,” she moaned. 
 
    “Don’t make me do this,” he said. 
 
    “I’m not making you do anything. It’s up to you princess. Beg for me to fuck you, or beg for the judge to give you less than five years.” 
 
    “Please,” he whimpered. 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please fuck me,” he cried. 
 
    “Please fuck me where?” 
 
    “In my tight little ass,” he squeaked. 
 
    Officer McAdams laughed. “Spoken like a desperate little bitch.” 
 
    Tom gasped as the flashlight handle began to press against his tight asshole. “Oh fuck,” he whimpered. She held the pipe against his hole, just the tip of the handle touching his delicate puckered skin. Her other hand released his hair and began to unbutton her uniform blouse. As she let lose the buttons her big gorgeous breasts pushed out through the open shirt. Braless she leaned forward once again, lifting up his shirt so she could press her bare skin against his. He shuddered when he felt her soft tits against him, hard pink nipples poking his flesh. She kissed the back of his neck almost affectionately, causing tremors of pleasure to tingle across his neck and scalp. “Are you ready to be my bitch?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he whimpered. 
 
    She laughed, reached down between their two bodies and twisted his handcuffs once more, making him wince with pain. “Then let’s get started, Bitch,” she said. 
 
    His cock throbbed with anticipation even as his stomach trembled with fear. The heavy flashlight handle began to press into his tight asshole. He whimpered in terrible expectation.  
 
    “Remember,” she said. “Anytime you want me to stop all you have to say is: Take me to jail and lock me up for the next five years.” She laughed again than began to drive her tool inside him. 
 
    His wrists burned where the metal dug into his skin as she wrenched on his handcuffs. His small asshole split wide as the hard, cold rod pressed slowly inside him. He whimpered weakly, his legs trembling beneath him, his face against the hood, his shoulders pulled back by the tight handcuffs. “Oh fuck,” he cried.  
 
    She pressed the flashlight deeper. He closed his eyes, wailing as the girth of the flashlight burrowed through his inner cavity. The dense fullness of cold hard steel overwhelmed him. The pain of his asshole stretching out and his wrists twisting and his insides getting violated were not enough, however, to make his dick stop swelling with a massive erection. His awareness of the beautiful woman behind him, pressing her tool into him as her gorgeous voice purred, “Such a tight little virgin asshole you have, Princess,” filled him with terrible, uncontrollable need. 
 
    He whimpered in a weak, feminine voice as she started driving the make-shift dildo back and forth inside him with increasing speed and force. He could feel it moving inside him as if it was making connection with his whole body at once, as if every part of him was wrapped around that black, steel flashlight handle.  
 
    He groaned, wet drool spilling across the hood of his car, naked from the waist down as the beautiful lady-cop drove her tool deeper and deeper inside him, beginning to pound his ass with merciless intensity. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you bitch?” she asked. “You like that big, black rod in your tight little asshole, don’t you?” 
 
    Tom looked over his shoulder and he could see her big, beautiful tits jiggling as she drove that rod back and forth within him, brutally railing his tender insides, the small round muscles of her perfectly toned arm flexing with a steady rolling pulse as the flashlight violated his depths. “It hurts,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” her voice moaned. “You deserve it. You deserve to suffer like a bitch while you get used like a dirty, little whore.” 
 
    It was true, he knew. Deep down, he did deserve it. Deep down, he’d been waiting for it to happen for a very long time. The steel rocked back and forth deep inside him, the handcuffs scrapped against his wrists and his dick tingled with desperate need for release. The flashlight felt huge and all powerful, ramming back and forth inside his body. He whimpered like a girl, his weak voice changing pitch as the tool moved in and out of his rectum. His prostate throbbed with flashes of unexpected pleasure that rolled up his spine, only to dissipate suddenly, leaving his mind to return to the sensation of the savage pounding of the steel hammering inside him. 
 
    As the flashlight moved in and out of him, those flashes of pleasure began to increase, coming at quicker intervals and lasting longer, so that it was only the moments of terrible pain that came in short flashes. 
 
    As he whimpered in pain and unexpected ecstasy, she released her grip on his handcuffs and reached down, grabbing his hard cock in her fist with a tight grip. She began to jack him with a hard, pounding fist as she drove the mag-light back and forth inside him, filling him with throbbing, painful need that radiated out from his cavernous depths. 
 
    “Who’s my little bitch?” she asked. 
 
    “I am,” he whimpered. “I’m your little bitch.” 
 
    “And who’s your fucking momma, little bitch.” 
 
    “You are!” he cried, the pain and pleasure and humiliation and desperate need for release all beginning to overwhelm his mind and body. “You are my momma and I’m your weak little Bitch!” His prostate throbbed, filling him with intensity as his balls tightened and began to release their contents firing wave after wave of hot, creamy jizz onto the side of his car. 
 
    The dominance of the woman and her rock-solid flashlight felt complete, as if she was not only claiming his tight, virgin asshole but his deepest, most hidden soul and he began to cry as his legs trembled and his dick shot off hot, salty sperm. Finally he collapsed forward onto the car, completely spent. She pulled the flashlight from his ass, leaving him feeling hollow and violated and completely used. 
 
    She wiped the handle of the flashlight clean on the back of his shirt then put it back on her duty belt. She walked back to the car without saying a word, leaving him bent over his hood in handcuffs, naked from the waist down. He just waited there, afraid to move from the spot. 
 
    A few minutes later she came back and released him from his handcuffs. He sighed with the relief in his tight shoulders and raw wrists as he moved back from the car, knelt down and began pulling his pants over his weak, trembling legs. She took the speeding ticket she had written him and stuck it into the sticky cum running down the side of the car, plastering it to the steel. “You have three weeks to pay that or the department will issue a warrant for your arrest.” Her voice was indifferent and cold. “Have a good evening sir, and please drive more carefully from now on.”  
 
    She left him there, struggling to button his pants as she walked back to her police cruiser, He felt weak and drained from the release, which had been the most intense climax he had ever known. She got in her car and fired up the headlights, exposing him like a deer on the side of the road, before she stepped on the gas and sped off into the night. 
 
    Hi pulled his speeding ticket from the side of the car where it had been glued with his sticky cum and he looked at a note she had written at the bottom. “If you have any questions contact officer Brandy McAdams at this number.” It was followed by her personal cellphone number. He walked back to his car and sighed with pain as he sat down on the seat. Then he got out his own cellphone and sent her a text. 
 
    “I’ll be driving down this road the same time tomorrow,” he wrote. 
 
    A few moments later he got a text back from her. “I’ll see you then, Bitch,” she replied. 
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