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Chapter 1

The floodlights of the stadium still buzz, a dull hum that echoes the frenzy of the crowd that had been chanting my name just moments ago. I stride towards my car, a beat-up old Mustang tucked away in the shadows at the edge of the parking lot. My cleats click against the pavement, the sound echoing my racing heart. I can still feel the sweat trickling down my back, the high of victory coursing through my veins.

I toss my helmet into the backseat and slide into the driver’s side. The leather creaks under my weight, a familiar sound that welcomes me home. I grip the steering wheel, the cool metal grounding me. My breath is ragged, my chest still heaving with exhilaration.

My mind replays the final moments of the game. The roar of the crowd as I threw the winning touchdown. The slap of palms against my back, my teammates hoisting me onto their shoulders. The flash of cameras and the shrill screams of cheerleaders. I can still see the arc of the ball against the night sky, the perfect spiral that cut through the cool autumn air.

I lean back, a smirk playing on my lips. That was fucking epic. My body thrums with energy, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I can feel the power, the glory, the fucking triumph. I’m Tyler fucking Brady: quarterback, champion, and god of the fucking field.

My breath hitches as I remember Isabella’s eyes meeting mine from the sidelines. She’s the head cheerleader… and she’s fucking sexy as hell. Those damn eyes, that fucking smile. She’d bitten her lip, her cheeks flushed, her tits heaving under that tight little cheer uniform. I adjust myself in the seat, feeling my cock stir at the thought. Fuck, I could take her right now. Bent over the hood of my car, that little skirt flipped up, her panties shoved to the side.

The driver’s side window is still foggy when the passenger door swings open suddenly. A gust of cool night air rushes in, and with it, a whirlwind of golden hair and glittering pompoms. Isabella, fucking queen of the cheer squad, slides into the seat beside me, her thigh pressing against mine. My gaze drops to her tits, barely contained in that tight top, bouncing slightly as she settles in. Fuck me.

“Hey, superstar,” she purrs, her voice like warm honey. I can feel the vibration of her words in my chest, setting my heart on a harder pace. Her scent fills the car, a mix of sweet vanilla and something else – something fucking intoxicating.

“Isabella,” I manage to growl, my voice still hoarse from the game. I can feel the pulse in my neck quicken, my cock already twitching to life. She’s so close, her perky tits inches from my arm, her beautiful face leaning in.

“That was one hell of a game, Tyler.” Her hand lands on my thigh, squeezing gently. My muscles tense under her touch, every nerve ending sparking like live wires. “You were on fire.”

I grin, a cocky smirk that promises all sorts of dirty things. “I always bring the heat, baby.”

Her laugh is low and throaty, sending shockwaves straight to my groin. “You certainly do,” she murmurs, her eyes locked onto mine. They’re filled with lust and mischief, a combination that makes my blood boil.

Before I can say another word, her lips are on mine. They’re soft, so fucking soft, and warm. Her tongue darts out, tracing the seam of my lips, demanding entry. I open up, letting her in, our tongues clashing in a hot, wet dance. Her hands grip my face, nails digging into my skin, and I can taste her hunger, her desperation. It matches mine.

My hands find her hips, gripping tightly as I pull her closer. Her chest presses against mine, those perfect tits flattening against me. I can feel her nipples, hard and eager, through the thin fabric of her top. Fuck, I want to bite them, suck them, make her scream my name.

She moans into my mouth, a sound so fucking sexy it makes my cock throb harder. I’m rock fucking hard, ready to explode already. Her hands roam down my chest, my abs, heading lower. I groan, breaking the kiss, my forehead resting against hers.

“Fuck, Isabella,” I pant, my breath ragged. Her hand hovers just above my crotch, teasing. I can feel the heat of her palm, the promise of what’s to come. “You’re such a cute little slut.”

I break away from her lips, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The windows are already fogging up, the air thick with our desire. Isabella’s eyes gleam with mischief as she leans back, her hands sliding down to the hem of her cheerleading top.

“You did good out there, Tyler,” she purrs, her voice a sultry melody that sends shivers down my spine. “You deserve a reward.”

My eyes widen as she slowly lifts her top, revealing inch after inch of smooth, tanned skin. My mouth goes dry, my heart pounding in my chest like a fucking drum. She knows exactly what she’s doing, the little tease.

She pulls the top over her head, her perky tits bouncing free, those perfect pink nipples hard and begging for my mouth. Fuck me sideways. Her tits are a fucking masterpiece, rounded and firm, just the right size to fill my hands, my mouth, my everything.

She tosses her top aside, her eyes never leaving mine. A coy smile plays on her lips as she cups her tits, lifting them slightly, jiggling them gently. My cock twitches at the sight, straining against my pants, desperate to be free.

“You like what you see, Tyler?” she murmurs, her voice dripping with sex. She pinches her nipples, rolling them between her fingers, her breath hitching slightly. Fuck, she’s so hot it hurts.

“Yeah,” I manage to choke out, my voice hoarse with need. “Fuck, Isabella, you’re such a cute whore.”

She grins, leaning back against the passenger door, her tits thrust out, on display just for me. “I’ve seen you watching me, Tyler,” she says, her voice a low purr. “Watching my tits bounce as I cheer. Watching my ass as I walk away. You want me, don’t you, Tyler? You want to fuck me?”

I nod, my mouth too dry to form words. Of course, I fucking want her. I’ve jerked off to the thought of her more times than I can count. And now here she is, half-naked in my car, her tits on display, talking dirty to me. It’s every teenage boy’s wet dream come true.

“Well,” she whispers, her hand trailing down her stomach, hovering just above the waistband of her skirt. “Maybe we can have a private post-game party.”

My knuckles blanch as I grip the steering wheel, the engine purring to life as I pull out of the parking lot. Isabella’s words still echo in my head, her promises making my cock throb in anticipation. I can smell her, a sweet scent of vanilla and something muskier, something that makes my heart pound in my chest. I can feel her eyes on me, watching me, wanting me.

“Where are we going, Tyler?” she asks, her voice a sultry purr that sends a shiver down my spine. I can hear the smile in her voice, the tease. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

“Somewhere quiet,” I manage to grunt, my eyes scanning the dark roads ahead. I can feel her moving beside me, leaning over the center console. Her breath is warm on my neck, her lips brushing against my ear.

“Good,” she whispers, her hand trailing down my chest, my stomach, her fingers playing with the waistband of my jeans. I can feel my cock straining against my zipper, desperate for her touch. “Because I can’t wait much longer, Tyler.”

Her hand palms my cock, squeezing gently. I groan, my hips bucking slightly at her touch. She laughs softly, her fingers working to free my dick from my jeans. I can feel the cool air hit my cock as she pulls me out, her lips hovering just inches away from my throbbing flesh.

“Fuck, Isabella,” I hiss, my eyes darting between the road and her lips, so close to my cock. I can feel her breath, warm and inviting, teasing my sensitive skin.

“You want me to suck your cock, Tyler?” she asks, her tongue darting out, licking her lips. I nod, my mouth too dry to form words. She smiles, her eyes never leaving mine as she lowers her head, her lips brushing against the tip of my cock.

I groan, my hands gripping the steering wheel so tight I think it might snap. Her tongue darts out, licking me from base to tip, her eyes still locked on mine. It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen, her pink tongue against my hard flesh, her lips wrapping around me as she takes me deep into her mouth.

Her head starts to bob, her lips sliding up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling around me. I can feel the vibrations of her moans, her hums of pleasure as she sucks me. It’s fucking heaven. I can feel the pleasure building, my balls tightening as she takes me deeper, her throat constricting around me.

“Fuck, Isabella,” I groan, my eyes flicking between the road and the sight of her lips stretched around my cock. “You’re such a slutty cock sucker.”

She hums again, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me. I can feel her hand cupping my balls, her fingers playing with them as she sucks me. It’s too much, too fucking good. I can feel the pleasure building, the tingling at the base of my spine. But I don’t want to come yet. Not like this. I want to fuck her, to feel her tight pussy wrapped around me.

My hips have a mind of their own, bucking forward, seeking more of Isabella’s skilled mouth. Fuck, she knows what she’s doing. Waves of pleasure surge through my body, like electric jolts, and my fingers tangle in her soft hair. It’s like silk, cool against my heated skin.

“Shit, Isabella,” I groan, my voice deep and hungry. “You’re fucking killing me.” Her hum of satisfaction vibrates around my cock, sending another wave of pleasure through me. The car’s speed increases with my heartbeat, the engine’s roar matching my own growls.

She looks up at me, her eyes meeting mine, and it’s the hottest thing ever. Her lips are stretched around my cock, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucks me harder. The sight of her, the feel of her, it’s all too much. My body is on fire, every nerve ending sparking with pleasure.

“That’s it, baby,” I rasp, my hands tightening in her hair. “Suck it harder. Show me what you can do with that pretty little mouth.”

Her eyes flare at my words, and she doubles her efforts. The sound of her sucking, her slurping, it’s fucking obscene. It’s fucking perfect.

The car is speeding now, the world outside a blur. But I can’t focus on anything but Isabella, her mouth, her tits pressing against my thigh. Her scent fills the car, sweet and musky, and I can’t get enough. I never want this to end.

“Suck it, bitch,” I groan, my hips moving in time with her mouth.

Her hum of pleasure sends another wave of ecstasy through me. I’m lost in her, in this moment. There’s nothing else, just Isabella and her mouth and the fucking heaven she’s creating.

Oh fuck, Isabella’s mouth is… it’s fucking magical. Her tongue, shit, it’s swirling and flicking, driving me insane. I can feel every little movement, every wet caress, as if her tongue is fucking electric. My moans fill the car, low and guttural, like an animal. I can’t fucking help it. The pleasure is too much, too intense. It’s like she’s casting a spell, pushing me to the edge with just her mouth.

“Isabella,” I pant, my voice ragged. “I bet you love the taste of cock in your mouth.”

She doesn’t answer, of course. She’s too busy, her head bobbing up and down, her lips stretched tight around my cock. The sight of her, fucking hell, it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes watering slightly, but she’s hungry. She’s fucking starving for my cock.

Her tongue flicks against the sensitive underside, tracing the thick vein that runs along it. My hips jerk, the sensation too intense. I’m leaking pre-cum, my body preparing for the inevitable release. But not yet. Fuck, not yet. I want this to last.

I reach down, my fingers tangling in her soft hair. It’s damp with sweat, her body heated from her efforts. I grip her hair tightly, holding her head in place. Her eyes widen slightly, but she doesn’t stop, doesn’t even slow down. She’s too far gone, too lost in the moment.

“Fuck, Isabella,” I growl, my voice low and commanding. “You’re fucking loving this, aren’t you? Loving the taste of my cock?”

Her response is a slurp, a fucking obscene sound that sends a shockwave of pleasure through me. I can’t take it anymore. I can’t fucking hold back. I start to thrust, my hips moving aggressively, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth. She chokes slightly, her eyes watering more, but she takes it. She fucking takes it all.

The sound of her slurping, her choking, it’s fucking filthy. It’s fucking perfect. Her saliva coats my cock, dripping down to my balls. It’s messy, it’s dirty, and it’s the hottest fucking thing ever. Her nails dig into my thighs, her body tense, but she doesn’t stop. She doesn’t fucking stop.

The car is filled with the wet, filthy sounds of Isabella’s mouth on my cock. I look down. Her eyes are red, tears streaming from the effort, but fuck, those eyes are hungry. She’s enjoying this as much as I am. I feel a twist of lust in my gut, a power trip like no other. I’m in control here. I’m the one driving this fuck show.

“Look at you, slutting it up for me,” I pant, my voice hoarse with lust. “You’re fucking gagging for it, aren’t you? You love being my little fuck toy.”

Isabella moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure straight to my balls. Her hands are on my thighs, nails digging into my jeans, desperate for something to hold onto as I fuck her face.

I tighten my grip on her hair, my other hand white-knuckling the steering wheel. The car’s going faster now, the engine’s hum matching the racing of my heart. The world outside is a blur, but in here, it’s crystal fucking clear what’s happening. I’m using her. I’m fucking her face like I own it. Because right now, I fucking do.

“You’re such a good little cock sucker, aren’t you?” I grunt, thrusting harder, pushing her limits. Her spit is everywhere, dripping down my shaft, coating my balls. It’s fucking obscene. It’s fucking perfect.

My body’s starting to tense. There’s a heat in my belly, a tightening in my balls. Fuck, I know that feeling. I’m close. So fucking close.

Her eyes are rolling back, her breath is ragged, but she’s not stopping. She’s pushing through, eager to see this through to the end. Eager to make me come undone.

My grip on the steering wheel tightens, my knuckles turning white. My body’s coiling, the pleasure building, ready to explode.

Fuck, I can’t hold back anymore. I tug Isabella’s lips off my cock, her spit leaving a shiny trail on my throbbing length. My body convulses, every muscle tensing as I throw my head back, a primal groan ripping from my throat.

“Fuck, Isabella, I’m coming!” I manage to grunt, just as the first hot rope of cum shoots out, splattering across her cheek. She gasps, her eyes wide, but she doesn’t pull away. She fucking loves it.

Another spurt, this time across her forehead, dripping down her nose. Her tongue darts out, licking the corner of her mouth, catching a stray drop. Fuck, that’s hot. My cock twitches again, more cum painting her face, marking her. Mine.

My breath comes in ragged pants, my heart pounding in my chest. The car is filled with the scent of sex and the sound of our harsh breaths. I look down at Isabella, her face glistening with my cum, her chest heaving, tits still out, nipples hard. Fucking perfect.

A sense of satisfaction washes over me, mixed with a relief so intense it makes my limbs feel heavy. I did it. I fucking won the game, and now I’ve claimed my reward. Isabella’s face is a fucking masterpiece, painted with my cum.

She grins up at me, her fingers tracing circles in the mess on her cheeks. “Fuck, Tyler,” she purrs, her voice husky. “That was…”

Her words are cut off as a flash of red and blue lights up the rearview mirror. My heart, which had started to calm, kicks back into high gear. Fuck. A cop.

“Shit!” Isabella squeaks, her eyes wide as she scrambles to cover her tits, cum still dripping down her face. My own heart is pounding, but there’s a thrill too, a spark of excitement in the pit of my stomach.

“Tyler,” she hisses, wiping at her face with the back of her hand. “What do we do?”

I grip the steering wheel, my knuckles turning white again, but this time not from pleasure. My mind races, but I’m not scared. Not really. There’s something exhilarating about this. The risk, the danger. My cock twitches again, already half-hard and ready for more.

“Tyler!” Isabella snaps, her voice sharp with panic. I look at her, her face a mix of fear and leftover lust. It’s fucking intoxicating.

“It’s alright, Isabella,” I say, my voice steady as I meet her gaze. “I got this.”

The driver’s side window is rolled down, letting in the cool night air. The sound of gravel crunching under heavy boots echoes through the quiet night. A pair of legs comes into view, clad in blue uniform pants that hug shapely thighs and a tight, round ass. My pulse quickens, and my cock, already half-hard, begins to throb again.

A shiny badge catches the glow of the streetlight, and then she’s there, leaning down to peer into the car. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a tight bun, but a few loose strands frame her face, softening the severe style. Big blue eyes meet mine, and a mischievous smile plays on her full lips. She’s not looking at my face, though. Her gaze is fixed firmly on my exposed cock, still glistening with Isabella’s saliva and my own cum.

“Evening, officer,” I say, my voice steady even as my heart hammers in my chest. I make no move to cover myself. I can’t help but smirk as her eyes roam over my body, taking in every inch of me.

“Good evening,” she replies, her voice a sultry purr. She straightens up, giving me a better view of her body. Her uniform shirt is crisp and white, the buttons straining against her ample tits. The fabric stretches taut across her body, hinting at the curves hidden beneath. She’s got the face of a model and the body of a college cheerleader, all toned and tan, with big tits and an ass that just begs to be grabbed.

I see the name on her badge: Office Anne.

She places one hand on the roof of the car, leaning down again, giving me an even better view of her cleavage. My cock twitches in appreciation. She sees it too, and her smile widens, revealing a set of perfect white teeth. I can’t help but imagine those teeth grazing my skin, that mouth wrapped around my cock.

“You seem to be in a bit of a situation here,” she says, her eyes finally meeting mine. There’s a spark of amusement in them, a hint of lust. My blood runs hot, my body responding to the challenge in her gaze.

“Just enjoying the spoils of victory,” I say, my voice low and husky. I can feel Isabella shrinking back in the passenger seat, trying to make herself invisible. But Officer Anne doesn’t even spare her a glance. She’s focused solely on me, her eyes dark with desire.

“Victory, hmm?” she says, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. I track the movement, my cock throbbing at the sight of that pink tongue.

She instructs me to get out of the car, and I do. The way she looks at me, like I’m a fucking popsicle she wants to lick up and down… my eyes trace over her body. Her uniform clings to her like a second skin, those big tits of hers pressing against the buttons of her shirt, threatening to burst free any second. Her blonde hair cascades down her shoulders. I want to wrap it around my fist and pull.

“You, sweetheart,” Officer Anne says, finally tearing her gaze away from me and looking at Isabella. Her voice is like velvet, firm and commanding, dripping with authority. “Call a taxi and get yourself home. And, for Pete’s sake, cover your tits.”

Isabella jumps at the sound, her eyes wide as she fumbles with her phone. I can see her hands shaking as she dials the number.

Officer Anne turns back to me. She leans in, her breasts inches from my face, and I can smell her perfume – something sweet and musky that goes straight to my cock. She grabs my wrist, her touch sending electric sparks shooting through my body. I can feel the cold metal of the handcuff as it clicks into place, binding me to the steering wheel. She does the same with the other, her breath hot on my ear.

“Tyler Brady,” she whispers, her voice like honey. “You’re under arrest for disruptive driving.”

Her lips graze my ear, and I have to bite back a groan. She pulls back, her eyes locking onto mine. I’m fucking helpless, but my cock is rock hard, ready for more action.

She begins to read me my rights, her voice sultry and smooth. I can barely focus on the words, my eyes drawn to her mouth, those full lips moving seductively with each syllable.

“You have the right to remain silent…”

All I can think about is shoving my cock between those lips, feeling her tongue slide against me. She knows it too, her eyes flicking down to my cock, a smirk playing on her lips.

“Anything you say can and will be used against you…”

Isabella slips out of the car, her face pale, but I barely notice. I’m captivated, ensnared by the alluring charm of Officer Anne. She leans back, giving me a full view of her body, her hand resting on her belt, drawing my eye to her curves.

“Do you understand these rights as I have read them to you?” she asks, her eyebrow arching.

I nod, my mouth dry. “Yes, ma’am,” I manage to croak out.

She smiles, a wicked curve of her lips. “Good boy.”


Chapter 2

The patrol car’s engine purrs like a prowling jaguar, vibrating through the seat and up my spine. I’m stuck in the back, hands cuffed behind me, like some kind of criminal. But fuck, it’s kinda hot. The scent of leather and Officer Anne’s lingering perfume is making my head spin.

Every bump in the road makes my heart jackhammer. What if this arrest fucks up my scholarship? What if Coach finds out? My football career could be fucked before it even starts. The thought makes my stomach churn, cold sweat trickling down my neck.

“Anne – I mean, Officer,” I stammer, leaning forward in my seat. Her blonde hair is like a fucking halo under the streetlights. “This could fuck up my whole future. My scholarship–”

She doesn’t respond, just keeps driving, her eyes on the road. My eyes trace the curve of her neck, the rise and fall of her chest. Fuck, she’s hot. Like, mom-I’d-like-to-fuck hot. Married or not, she’s a fucking MILF wet dream.

I shift in my seat, the cuffs clinking against the metal bar. The street lights flicker through the window, strobing across my face. Every nerve in my body is alive, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through my veins. This is so fucked up. So why does it feel so fucking good?

My dick throbs in my jeans, pressing against the rough fabric. I try to think of anything else – football stats, Coach’s ugly mug – but my eyes keep drifting back to Officer Anne. Her full lips, her big tits, her everything.

“Officer Anne,” I try again, my voice lower this time, desperate. “Please. I can’t have a record. I – I’ll do anything.”

Fuck, I’m in deep shit. And all I can think about is how good it would feel to be even deeper in Officer Anne.

Officer Anne’s eyes meet mine in the rearview mirror, a wicked smirk playing on her lips. Those fucking lips – full, pouty, made for sin. She’s enjoying this, I can tell. Her eyes are gleaming with a hunger that’s got nothing to do with food.

“Really?” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction like warm honey. “Well, maybe there’s a way we can work this out.”

Work this out? Fuck, what does she mean? My heart hammers in my chest, but my dick – that traitor – throbs in my pants. I can feel the precum leaking from my tip, fucking soaking my boxers.

Her eyes drop, checking out my package. That fucking smirk grows wider, dirty. “You’re packing quite the weapon there, Tyler. I can see why you’re so popular with the cheerleaders.”

Oh fuck. My cheeks flush, but my cock twitches at her words. I squirm in my seat, the cuffs biting into my wrists. The pain shoots up my arms, but it only adds to the fucking thrill. Officer Anne’s tongue darts out, wetting her lips, and I swear to god, I almost nut right there.

She chuckles, low and throaty. A sound that vibrates through my fucking bones. “Just making an observation, Tyler. Just an observation.”

The patrol car slows, and Officer Anne steers us onto a hidden dirt path, the kind that’s only ever used by kids looking for a place to make out or cops looking to bust them. The cruiser’s tires crunch over the gravel, the sound fucking drowning out the pounding in my ears. She eases the car to a stop, the engine idling with a soft, steady purr, like a fucking jungle cat ready to pounce.

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry as the Sahara. What the fuck is she planning?

Officer Anne kills the engine, and the sudden silence is deafening. She turns to face me, her blonde hair falling in waves around her shoulders, framing those fucking gorgeous tits. Her eyes – Jesus, those fucking eyes – are locked onto mine, pinning me like a butterfly to a board.

“Stay put, Tyler,” she orders, her voice laced with sex and sin. She steps out of the car, her high heels clicking against the pavement, a sharp staccato that echoes through the quiet night. The driver’s side door slams shut behind her, the sound final, like the closing of a cell door. Or the opening of one.

My breath hitches as I watch her walk around the front of the car, her hips swaying with each step. Fuck, that uniform should be a crime in itself. The way it hugs her curves, accentuates every fucking flawless inch of her. I tug at my cuffs, the metal biting into my wrists, a harsh reminder of the reality I’m fucking trapped in.

My dick is throbbing, fucking pulsating with every beat of my heart. It’s like every drop of blood in my body has rushed south, leaving me lightheaded and fucking dizzy with need. I shift in my seat, the leather creaking beneath me, as I try to adjust my raging hard-on. Fuck, I’m so goddamn turned on right now, I could cut through steel with my cock.

The back door swings open, and there she is, framed by the dark night, a vision of pure, fucking sin. Her blonde hair cascades down her shoulders, catching the dim light like a fucking halo.

“Don’t get too comfy,” she purrs, her voice a low, sultry growl that goes straight to my cock. She climbs in, the car shifting with her weight, her presence filling the small space. My breath hitches as her scent surrounds me, a mix of sweet perfume and something darker, muskier. Fuck, it’s intoxicating.

She leans in, her breath warm against my ear. “Just need to make sure you’re not hiding anything dangerous,” she whispers, her voice dripping with innuendo. Fuck, she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

Her hands start at my shoulders, firmly squeezing, kneading my muscles. She leans back slightly, her eyes locked on mine as she begins to unbutton my shirt. Each button gives way, revealing more of my chest, my abs. Her fingers graze my skin, electric shocks following her touch.

“Is this necessary?” I manage to grit out, my voice tight with desire. Her smile is slow, seductive, a cat playing with its prey.

“Of course it is,” she murmurs, her hands sliding down to my waistband.

My breath hitches again as her fingers deftly unbuckle my belt, pop the button on my jeans. The sound of my zipper is fucking loud in the confined space.

She shifts back, her eyes never leaving mine as she tugs at my jeans. I lift my hips, helping her, my heart pounding in my chest. Fuck, this is really happening. Her hands slide down my legs, pulling off my jeans, my socks, and my shoes. Each touch is deliberate, each movement calculated to drive me fucking wild.

And then, there I am, sitting in the back of a patrol car, handcuffed, in just my boxers, my cock straining against the fabric. Officer Anne licks her lips, her eyes gleaming with lust. Fuck, I’m in trouble. The best fucking kind of trouble.

The patrol car is filled with the sound of my ragged breaths, the scent of Officer Anne’s perfume drugging my senses. Every nerve ending in my body is sparking with anticipation. Her fingers trace the waistband of my boxers, her touch searing my skin. I can feel the curve of her breasts pressing against my arm, her heat scorching me.

“Officer Anne, you’re making me–” I groan, my voice already hoarse with lust.

“Making you hard as a rock?” she asks. I can feel her smile against my ear, her breath hot, her voice husky. “And I must say, you’re packing quite a bit of it down here.” Her hand cups me through my boxers, squeezing gently. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, my hips jerking slightly. Fuck, her dirty talk is driving me insane.

“Is that the weapon you were looking for?” I manage to grit out, my heart pounding wildly. Her laugh is low, sultry, vibrating through me.

“Yes… and maybe I should make sure it’s working properly.”

Her words send a wave of desire crashing through me. I can feel my cock throbbing, straining against my boxers, begging for release.

Her hand moves, sliding up my chest, her nails grazing my nipple. I hiss in a breath, my skin tingling, my body aching for more. Her mouth is by my ear, her voice a seductive purr. “You want that, Tyler? You want my lips wrapped around your big, thick cock?”

Fuck, this woman is going to be the death of me. I can feel the heat between us, the air thick with our combined desire. I turn my head, our eyes meeting, our lips inches apart. Her breath hitches, her pupils dilate. I can see the lust in her eyes, the hunger. It’s intoxicating.

“Fuck yes, I want that,” I growl, closing the gap between us. Our lips crash together, a passionate, heated mess. Her tongue slides against mine, a dirty dance that sends bolts of pleasure straight to my cock. Fuck, she tastes good. Like sin and temptation.

My hands, cuffed behind my back, are aching to touch her. I shift, straining against the cuffs, my fingers finally brushing against her hair. It’s soft, silky, a stark contrast to the harsh, hungry kiss we’re sharing. I can feel her body pressing against mine, her curves molding to my hard planes. Fuck, she feels good.

Her mouth is hot, wet, her tongue exploring every inch of mine. I can feel her moans vibrating through me, her body squirming against mine. I want to touch her, to feel her, to explore every curve and contour of her body. But these fucking cuffs…

I groan in frustration, pulling at the cuffs. She chuckles against my mouth, her hands sliding down my body. I growl, capturing her mouth again. Fuck, I could kiss this woman forever. But I want more. I want her naked, writhing beneath me. I want to feel her heat, her wetness. I want to fuck her until we’re both breathless and spent.

But for now, I’ll settle for her mouth on mine, her body pressing against me, her heat driving me fucking wild. The patrol car is filled with the sounds of our moans, our ragged breaths, the wet slide of our tongues against each other. Fuck, I’m in heaven. And I never want to leave.

The patrol car is steamed up, the windows fogged with our heated breaths. Officer Anne pulls back from our kiss, her lips swollen and wet. She’s straddling me, her uniform disheveled, her blonde hair falling loose from its usual neat bun. Her eyes are wild, her pupils dilated as she looks down at me, a smirk playing on her lips.

“You’re an eager boy, aren’t you, Tyler?” she purrs, her voice a low growl that sends a shiver down my spine. Her hands are on her shirt, slowly unbuttoning it, revealing a glimpse of her cleavage.

“Fuck, Officer Anne,” I groan, my eyes glued to her fingers as they work their way down. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.” My cock is straining against my boxers, so hard it’s almost painful.

She chuckles, a sound that’s pure sin. “Oh, I think I have an idea.” She pulls her shirt open, revealing her naked tits. They’re perfect, full and round, her nipples hard and rosy. I can’t help but stare, my mouth watering at the sight.

“Fuck,” I breathe, my voice barely a whisper. I lean forward, burying my face in her cleavage. Her skin is soft, warm, and she smells fucking amazing. I motorboat her tits, the softness and warmth driving me crazy. Her breath hitches, her body arching towards me.

“That’s it, baby,” she moans, her voice breathless. “Worship mama’s titties. Suck them. Make them yours.”

I look up at her, my face still buried in her tits. Her eyes are closed, her lips parted, her face flushed. She’s fucking gorgeous. I take a nipple in my mouth, sucking hard. She gasps, her body jerking against mine.

Suddenly, she pulls away, a sultry smile on her lips. She moves down my body, her hands trailing down my chest. I watch her, my heart pounding in my chest. She settles between my legs, her eyes locked on mine as she unbuttons my jeans, pulling them down along with my boxers. My cock springs free, hard and throbbing.

“Impressive,” she murmurs, her eyes on my cock. She wraps her hand around it, her grip firm as she strokes me. I groan, my hips bucking into her hand. “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s… and so much bigger than the other cocks I’ve sucked back here.”

“Fuck, Officer Anne,” I breathe, my head falling back against the seat. “That feels so fucking good.”

She smiles, a wicked glint in her eyes. “Oh, baby,” she purrs. “I’m just getting started.”

With that, she leans down, her mouth finding my cock. She takes me deep, her skilled tongue and lips working their magic. I groan, my hands fisting at my sides, my body tense with pleasure. She’s good, so fucking good. She takes me deeper, her head bobbing up and down, her mouth hot and wet.

“Fuck, Officer Anne,” I moan, my voice hoarse. “You’re going to make me come.”

She hums, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through me. I’m close, so fucking close. She’s bringing me to the edge with her magic mouth. The patrol car is filled with a symphony of filthy sounds. The wet, sucking noises Officer Anne makes as she worships my cock are driving me insane. I look down, my breath hitching at the sight of her lips stretched wide around my shaft, her cheeks hollowed like she’s trying to suck the very soul out of me. She takes me so deep that she chokes, her eyes watering slightly, but she doesn’t stop. She’s ravenous, and I’m the feast she’s been craving.

“Goddamn, bitch,” I pant, my fingers twitching with the urge to grab her hair. But my hands are still cuffed, and the restraint only heightens the sensation. “You’re fucking greedy, aren’t you?”

She moans in response, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Her head bobs up and down, her tongue swirling around my shaft like a fucking tornado. I can feel every lick, every suck, every fucking inch of her hot, wet mouth.

My hips start to move on their own, bucking up to meet her mouth. The sound of my balls slapping against her chin fills the car, a lewd, dirty rhythm that’s fucking music to my ears. I’m sweating, my heart pounding like I’ve just run a dozen drills on the field. But this is so much better than any game. This is fucking heaven.

“That’s it, you filthy MILF slut,” I groan, my voice hoarse with lust. “Take that cock. Fucking choke on it.”

She looks up at me then, her eyes meeting mine. Her mascara is smudged, her lips swollen and shiny with spit. She’s a fucking mess, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. She winks at me, taking me even deeper, her throat constricting around my cock.

My head falls back, my eyes rolling back in my skull. Pleasure courses through me, hot and electric. I’m so fucking close. But I don’t want to come yet. I want this to last forever. I want to live in this moment, with Officer Anne’s mouth on my cock, her eyes on mine, her moans vibrating through my body.

The car is filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of Officer Anne’s mouth working me over. She’s not just sucking me off, she’s fucking devouring me. I look down, and I can see spit ropes stretching from her lips to my cock, her mascara still streaking down her cheeks like war paint. She’s a fucking mess, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“I bet you love having a stranger’s cock in your mouth every night,” I pant, my hips bucking harder, chasing that wet, sloppy heat. “Gag on my cock. Suck it like some horny cock-addicted slut.”

She moans, and it’s low and dirty, vibrating through my entire body. Her nails dig into my thighs, her head bobbing up and down, faster, sloppier. She’s not just sucking me, she’s fucking consuming me. Her blonde hair is plastered to her face, her cheeks hollowing out as she takes me deep, gags, and then does it all over again.

Her tits bounce with the force of her movements, slick with sweat and spit. I can see her nipples, hard and pink, and I want to reach out, grab them, pinch them. But my hands are still cuffed behind my back, leaving me at her mercy. And fuck, does she know how to use that mercy.

“Harder,” I groan, my voice hoarse, my body tense. “Fucking take it harder, bitch.”

She looks up at me, her eyes watering, her lips swollen and red. She winks, fucking winks at me, and then she’s taking me deeper, her throat convulsing around my cock. The sounds coming from her are obscene, loud, gagging noises that make my balls tighten.

My hips are moving on their own, savagely bucking up into her mouth. I can feel her teeth grazing my shaft, her tongue licking at my length, her throat squeezing my head. It’s too much, too fucking much, but I can’t stop. I won’t stop. Not until I’ve taken everything she has to give.

My body is a live wire, every nerve ending sparking with pleasure. The world outside this car doesn’t exist, not right now. There’s only Officer Anne, her mouth, and the fire burning through my veins. Her teeth lightly graze the sensitive skin of my shaft, her tongue presses firmly against the underside of my cock, and her throat… fuck, her throat is a velvet vice, gripping me tight, milking me. She’s not just giving me head, she’s fucking owning me.

“That’s it, you MILF slut,” I gasp, my voice ragged. “Fuck, baby, I’m close.”

She doesn’t stop, doesn’t slow down. Instead, she doubles her efforts, one hand working the base of my cock, the other cupping my balls, and her mouth… her mouth is a fucking miracle. My hips are moving of their own accord, grinding up into her face, chasing the heat and the wet and the fucking perfection of her throat.

I can feel it building, the tension in my gut coiling tighter and tighter. My breath hitches, my heart hammers, and my cock throbs, the pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. And then, it snaps. White-hot ecstasy courses through me, my body tensing as I release into Officer Anne’s mouth.

“Fuuuck!” I moan, my eyes rolling back, my hips jerking.

Officer Anne doesn’t pull back, doesn’t flinch. She takes it all, her throat working as she swallows every last drop. When she finally pulls away, her lips are shiny and wet, a satisfied smirk playing on her face. She licks her lips, slowly, deliberately, like a cat cleaning cream off their whiskers.

“Mmm,” she purrs, her voice husky. “You taste as good as you look, Tyler.”

I watch, panting, as she adjusts her clothes, her fingers deftly buttoning her shirt. Her nails are painted red, like her lips, like the marks she’s left on my cock. I want to reach out, to grab her, to pull her back to me. But my hands are still cuffed, and my body is still humming with the aftershocks of my orgasm.

She turns to look at me, her blonde hair falling in soft waves around her face. Her lips are still glistening, still swollen from the thorough fucking they just gave my cock. She runs her tongue over them, like she’s savoring the last drop of a sweet dessert. I can’t look away, I’m spellbound, my body already responding, ready for round two.

“You think we’re done, Tyler?” she asks, her voice a low purr that sends vibrations straight to my balls. “Think again, sweet cheeks.”

Her hand reaches out, her red nails tracing the line of my jaw. I lean into her touch, my body craving more. So much more.

“I’m not done with you yet, Tyler,” she says. “Not even close.”


Chapter 3

The patrol car hums beneath me, Officer Anne’s blonde hair dancing in the rearview mirror. She thinks she’s in control. She thinks I’m just some kid she can tease and play with. But I saw my chance when she leaned in close, her big tits right in my face, and I snatched the handcuff keys from her belt. Jingle jangle, freedom sings in my fingers.

I twist my wrists, careful and quiet, until the cuffs click open. Officer Anne’s none the wiser, her eyes on the road, her mind who knows where. I can see the sway of her hips even as she sits, the curve of her ass pressing against the seat. She’s a fucking goddess alright, and I’m gonna give her exactly what she’s been wanting.

The car slows, gravel crunching under the tires as she pulls off the main road. We’re in the middle of nowhere, trees thick and tall. It’s fucking perfect.

Officer Anne kills the engine, her breath already coming a little faster. She turns to look at me, those full lips parted, eyes filled with a hunger she can’t hide. “Ready for round two?” she says, her voice all husky and low.

She steps out of the car, her boots crunching on the gravel. I watch her walk around the front of the car, her hips swaying, her hand trailing along the hood. She’s taking her time, putting on a show. She knows I’m watching, and she fucking loves it. She pauses before opening my door. The anticipation is killing her, too.

Her eyes meet mine as she swings the door open. They’re filled with desire, with need. She wants this as much as I do. More, maybe. She licks her lips, her tongue darting out quick and pink. I can almost feel it on my skin.

“You’re a naughty boy, Tyler,” she murmurs, leaning in, her voice a low purr. “But mama is going to set you straight.”

I don’t say anything, just let her look at me, let her think she’s in charge. She reaches for the handcuffs, her fingers brushing my wrist. Her skin is warm, electric. Her eyes flick down, then widen as she sees the open cuffs.

But it’s too late.

“What the–” she starts, but I don’t let her finish. I grab the cuffs, quick as a flash, slapping one around her wrist. Her eyes widen in shock, those big tits heaving as she gasps.

“Tyler, what are you doing?” she asks, her voice breathy, a hint of nervousness creeping in. Fuck, it’s hot.

“Taking what I want, Officer Anne.” My voice is steady, confident. I spin her around, grabbing her other wrist and securing it with the cuff. Her ass brushes against me, and I can feel the heat of her body. She struggles a little, half-heartedly, her breath coming in quick gasps.

“Tyler, stop this,” she says, but her voice is lacking conviction. She wants this. She fucking loves this.

“No. I think mama needs a good spanking… and a good stuffing, too.”

With her hands secured behind her back, I turn her to face me. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright. I can see the pulse at her neck, quick and fluttering. I reach up, brushing a strand of blonde hair away from her face. She leans into my touch, just slightly, her breath hitching.

“You’re fucking sexy,” I murmur, my hand tracing the line of her jaw, her neck, her collarbone. Her skin is warm, soft. I can feel her heart pounding.

My hands move lower, unbuttoning her shirt, one button at a time. She watches me, her breath coming in quick gasps.

“Tyler,” she whispers, but she doesn’t stop me. She can’t. She wants this too much. Her body is trembling, her nipples hardening under that thin bra. I want to see them, taste them.

I push her shirt open, my eyes feasting on her tits. They’re perfect, round and full, her nipples straining against the lace. I reach up, cupping them, my thumbs brushing over her nipples. She moans, low and deep, her head falling back.

“Fuck,” I groan, my cock throbbing. My hands move lower, unzipping her pants, pushing them down over her hips. She kicks off her boots and her pants, her eyes never leaving mine. She’s standing there in her bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back, her body begging for my touch.

I reach out, tracing the lace of her bra, the curve of her tits. She shivers, her breath hitching. I move lower, my fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, pulling her against me. She gasps, her body pressing against mine, her tits crushed against my chest.

“Tyler,” she whispers, her voice a plea. I can feel her heat, her desire. She wants this. She wants me. And I’m going to give her exactly what she wants.

Flipping her around, I force her to bend over her car’s hood. The patrol car’s hood is still warm from the engine, and Officer Anne’s body drapes over it, her ass exposed to the cool night air. The moonlight casts a glow on her curves, highlighting every inviting inch of her. She’s a picture of temptation, bent over and restrained, her wrists cuffed behind her back. I stand behind her, my heart pounding in my chest, my cock straining against my jeans.

“Tyler, what are you doing?” Officer Anne protests, half-heartedly. Her voice is breathy, giving away her excitement. She wants this as much as I do. I can see it in the way her body is already arching for me, her hips slightly raised, her thighs parted just enough to give me a glimpse of her glistening pussy.

I don’t answer her. Instead, I unbutton my jeans, the sound of the zipper loud in the quiet night. I push them down, my cock springing free, hard and ready. I stroke myself, my eyes never leaving the sight in front of me. Fuck, she’s hot. Every curve, every line of her body is screaming for my touch. I remove her panties in one quick motion.

“Tyler, we can’t…” she starts again, but her words trail off into a moan as I run my hands over her ass, squeezing, kneading. Her skin is soft, smooth, and I can feel the muscles underneath trembling slightly.

“Shh, slut,” I murmur, leaning over her, my cock pressing against her. I can feel her heat, her wetness. She’s ready for me. “You know you want this. You’ve been wanting this all night.”

She lets out a small whimper, her body pressing back against mine. I can feel her need, her desire. It’s intoxicating. I want to bury myself in her, feel her tighten around me.

I guide my cock to her entrance, rubbing the tip against her wetness. She gasps, her body tensing. I lean over her, my mouth by her ear. “You’re so fucking wet, you MILF whore,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with lust. “You’re wet for me, aren’t you?”

She nods, her cheek pressed against the hood of the car. I can see her eyes, closed, her lips parted. She’s lost in the sensation, in the anticipation.

I don’t make her wait any longer. With one hard thrust, I bury myself in her. She cries out, her body arching, her hips pushing back against mine. She’s tight, so fucking tight. And warm. And wet. Fuck, she feels good.

“Shit, baby,” I groan, my hands gripping her hips. “You feel amazing.”

She moans, her body moving with mine. I start to move, thrusting into her with force, with intensity. I can’t hold back. I can’t go slow. I want her too much. I need her too much.

“Tyler,” she gasps, her voice ragged. “Tyler, fuck…”

I lean over her again, my mouth by her ear. “That’s right, bitch,” I whisper, my voice dark with desire. “I’m fucking you. I’m fucking you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

She moans, her body trembling. I can feel her tightening around me, her body responding to mine. I know she’s close. I can feel it. I can sense it.

The sound of our flesh slapping together echoes through the quiet night air. My balls swinging and hitting against her pussy create a lewd, wet smacking noise with each thrust. The scent of sex and sweat and Officer Anne’s perfume fill my nostrils. I can’t get enough of this woman. My woman.

My hands are everywhere. One tangled in her thick blonde hair, gripping tight and pulling her head back so she’s forced to arch her back even more. Her big tits bounce with each thrust, and I can’t resist groping them, squeezing them, feeling their weight in my palm. Her nipples are hard, pebbled, and I roll them between my fingers, pinching just enough to make her cry out.

“Tyler, oh fuck, Tyler!” she screams, her voice a mix of pleasure and pain. I love hearing my name on her lips, love knowing I’m the one making her feel this way. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Her pussy is so fucking wet, so fucking tight. I can feel her muscles clenching around me, trying to pull me in deeper. I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to come too soon. Not yet. Not until I’ve wrung every last drop of pleasure from her body.

I’ve got her bent over the hood of the patrol car, her blonde hair wrapped around my fist like a fucking leash. Her back is arched, presenting that sweet ass to me like an offering. I can see the sweat trickling down her spine, her body glistening under the moonlight. Fuck, she’s a sight.

Suddenly, a ringing fills the air. What the fuck? It takes me a moment to realize it’s Officer Anne’s phone, vibrating on the hood of the car where she left it. I see the name flashing on the screen. Billy. Her fucking husband.

A wicked grin spreads across my face as I reach for the phone, not missing a single thrust. I put it on speaker, holding it close to Officer Anne’s face.

“Answer it,” I demand, my voice rough with lust. I want him to hear her. I want him to know she’s mine now.

Officer Anne’s eyes widen in panic, in disbelief. She opens her mouth, but all that comes out is a moan as I thrust into her particularly hard. I grin, doing it again. And again.

“A-Anne?” Billy’s voice is thin, reedy. He sounds like a fucking mouse. Not a real man. Not like me.

I lean down, my mouth by her ear. “Talk to him,” I growl, my voice low, commanding. I want to hear her try to form coherent sentences while I’m fucking her brains out.

The phone call echoes through the air, Billy’s voice a pathetic whimper compared to the symphony of Officer Anne’s moans.

“Where are you, Anne?” Billy’s voice crackles through the speaker. My cock twitches inside her at the sound of his fucking cluelessness.

Officer Anne’s breath hitches, her pussy clenching around me as she tries to form words. I give her hair a sharp tug, pulling her head back, forcing her to look at the night sky. She screams, a sound that goes straight to my balls. Fuck, this woman is fucking perfect.

“I-I’m just out – yes! On patrol – shit! Honey – ugh!” she manages to gasp. Her voice is breathy, trembling with the desire she’s trying to hide. I can feel her body tensing, her thighs shaking with the effort of holding back her orgasm. I’m not having that. I want him to hear her come. I want him to hear what I can do to her.

I pick up my pace, my hips slapping against her ass, my balls swinging and smacking her clit with each thrust. She’s trying so hard to keep her voice steady, to keep up this fucking charade. But I can feel her unraveling, her body betraying her.

“You sound strange, baby. Is everything okay?” Billy asks, his voice laced with concern. Fucking idiot. If only he knew what was happening to his precious wife right now.

Officer Anne’s breath hitches again, her nails scraping against the metal of the car hood. I can feel her pussy fluttering around me, her orgasm so fucking close. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, slick and swollen. I rub it in tight circles, her moans blending with her words.

“Yes! Everything is – ugh! It’s fine – yes! Baby – shit!” she pants. Her voice is high-pitched, her words coming out in short gasps. I can feel her heart racing, her body trembling beneath me. She’s close. So fucking close.

“Are you sure? You sound like you’re in pain–” Billy starts, but Officer Anne cuts him off, her voice a desperate cry.

“Yes! I mean – no, I’m not in pain. I’m just – oh fuck, Tyler!” She screams my name as I thrust into her particularly hard, her body convulsing around me. I can feel her orgasm ripping through her, her pussy milking my cock. Her moans of pleasure blend with her attempts to maintain a normal conversation, creating a fucking symphony of deceit and lust.

I grin, victorious, as I hear Billy’s confused voice on the other end. “Who’s Tyler, Anne? What’s going on?”

But Officer Anne can’t answer him. Not anymore. She’s lost in her orgasm, her body shaking with the force of it. Her moans fill the air, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a fucking vise. I grit my teeth, holding back my own orgasm. Not yet. Not fucking yet. I want to draw this out, want to fuck her through her orgasm, want to make her come again and again until she’s a fucking mess.

Her breath hitches, her body trembling as she rides out her orgasm. I can hear Billy’s voice, distant and tinny, calling her name. But she’s gone, lost in the pleasure I’ve given her. And I’m not done with her yet. Not by a fucking long shot.

I flip Officer Anne around like she’s nothing more than a ragdoll, my hands gripping her hips with a bruising force. Her back had been a fucking spectacular sight, all arched and sweaty, but I want to see her tits bounce as I fuck her. I want to watch her face as I make her come again. Her blonde hair is a tangled, sweaty mess, sticking to her forehead and framing her flushed cheeks. Fuck, she’s hot.

She gasps as her back hits the still-warm hood of the patrol car, her big tits heaving with each breath. Her nipples are hard, pointing towards the sky like a fucking invitation. I can’t resist leaning down and taking one into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it before biting down gently. She arches her back, pushing more of her tit into my mouth, a silent plea for more.

Her hands are restrained, the handcuffs clinking against the metal of the car. I can see the marks on her wrists, red and angry, a testament to her struggle and my dominance. It makes my cock throb, knowing that I did that to her. That I put those marks on her. That I took control and fucked her like she’s never been fucked before.

I reach down and guide my cock into her, feeling her pussy stretch around me. She’s so fucking tight, even after her orgasm. I can feel her walls fluttering around me, still sensitive from her climax. I groan, the sound vibrating against her tit as I begin to move, my hips finding a rhythm that’s just for us.

Her voice is breathy, desperate as she tries to talk to Billy. I can hear his tinny voice coming from the phone, but I don’t give a fuck what he’s saying. I’m too focused on the feeling of Officer Anne’s pussy around my cock, the sight of her tits bouncing with each thrust, the sound of her moans blending with her words.

I reach up and put the phone on mute, not wanting to hear Billy’s voice anymore. His voice fades away, leaving only the sound of our bodies slapping together, our breaths mingling, our moans echoing through the air.

Officer Anne’s eyes are glazed over, her lips parted as she pants. She’s trying to talk, trying to form words, but all that comes out are moans and gasps. She’s a fucking mess, and I love it.

I lean down, my lips brushing against hers as I speak. “You’re mine, bitch. Right now, you’re all fucking mine.”

She moans, her eyes fluttering closed as I thrust into her harder, deeper. I can feel her body responding, her hips meeting mine with each thrust. She’s close, I can feel it. Her body is trembling, her pussy clenching around me. I sit back, my hands gripping her hips as I pound into her. Her tits are bouncing, her body shaking with each thrust. I can see her stomach muscles clenching, her body tensing as she gets closer and closer to the edge.

“Tyler,” she gasps, her voice a desperate plea. “Fuck! Make me your slut! Your damn cum dumpster! Your whore!”

My heart is pounding in my chest like a fucking drum, my cock throbbing as I slam into Officer Anne. The patrol car is rocking back and forth, the suspension creaking under our weight as I drive into her with everything I have. The sound of our flesh slapping together is obscene, filthy, and fucking perfect.

“Fuck, Officer Anne, you’re so fucking tight,” I grunt, my hands gripping her hips so hard I can see my fingertips turning white. Her tits are heaving, her body glistening with sweat as she writhes beneath me. She’s a fucking goddess, a vision of pure, unadulterated sex.

“I’m your slut, Tyler,” she gasps, her voice a ragged moan. “I’m your fucking whore.”

Her words send a surge of lust through me, my cock swelling even more. I can feel her pussy gripping me, her walls fluttering as I stretch her open.

“Harder, Tyler,” Officer Anne begs, her nails raking down my back. “Fuck me harder. Use me. Abuse me.” Her words are like a fucking challenge, a dare. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head as I slam into her with brutal force. Her screams of pleasure are music to my ears, her body convulsing as I drive her closer and closer to the edge.

“You like that, don’t you?” I growl, leaning down to bite her neck. “You like being my fucking plaything.”

She moans, her eyes rolling back as I hit that spot deep inside her. I can feel her body tensing, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She’s close. So fucking close.

“I’m gonna come, Tyler,” she screams, her body arching off the hood of the car. “I’m gonna come so fucking hard for you.”

Her words send me into overdrive, my hips moving like a jackhammer as I fuck her with wild abandon. Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, her walls milking me as she screams my name. I can feel her juices gushing out, coating my cock and balls as she comes undone beneath me. It’s the most fucking beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

The sight of Officer Anne sprawled out on the hood of the patrol car, her body glistening with sweat under the moonlight, is fucking intoxicating. Her big tits heave up and down as she pants, trying to catch her breath after the intense orgasm. I can see the remnants of her pleasure coating my cock, and it’s a fucking turn-on. Her blonde hair is wild and disheveled, her full lips parted as she gasps for air. She’s a fucking mess, and I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.

“Fuck, Officer Anne,” I growl, my voice hoarse with lust. “You’re a fucking sexy MILF bitch.”

Oh, fuck. Her voice is like a fucking siren’s call, dripping with honey and sin, and it’s got me harder than a diamond drill bit. My hips grind forward, slamming my cock into her tight, wet pussy like I’m trying to bury myself in her forever. Her walls clamp down on me, hot and pulsating, and I swear I can feel every fucking ridge, every quiver of her cunt as it milks me like I’m her personal fucking fountain of cum.

My cock is throbbing, veins bulging, and I can feel the pressure building at the base, ready to explode. Her moans are fucking pornographic, and I can’t stop myself – I’m lost in her, in the way her body drags me deeper with every thrust. My balls tighten, slapping against her ass as I fucking plow into her, and then it hits me – the first spurt.

“Tyler,” she moans, her voice a sultry purr. “Come for me, baby. Mark me as yours.”

Fuck. Her words are my undoing. My hips jerk forward, my cock plunging deep into her pussy as I let go. I throw my head back, a guttural roar escaping my lips as I come undone. Hot, thick ropes of cum shoot out of my dick, filling her up like I’m marking my territory. My cock pulses, twitching wildly as I pump her full, and I can’t stop. It’s like my body’s been hijacked by pure fucking lust. I’m shaking, my abs tight, my back arched, and I’m growling like some wild animal as I spill everything I’ve got inside her.

I look down at her, a smirk playing on my lips. “You’re mine now, Officer Anne,” I say, my voice laced with possessiveness. “Every fucking part of you belongs to me.”

She smiles up at me, her eyes filled with lust and satisfaction. But I’m not done with her yet. I slip my cock out of her pussy, a groan escaping my lips as I feel her tight walls reluctantly let me go. I take a step back, my eyes never leaving hers as I move around to the side of the car.

I grab a handful of her hair, tilting her head back as I guide my cock to her lips. She looks up at me, her eyes wide with surprise and desire. I don’t give her a chance to react. I slip my cock into her mouth, a groan of pleasure escaping my lips as I feel her warm, wet tongue against my sensitive flesh.

“Suck it clean, bitch,” I command, my voice firm and dominant.

She moans, her eyes fluttering closed as she takes me deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around my shaft, licking and sucking every last drop of our combined pleasure. I hold her hair tightly, guiding her movements as she cleans my cock with her skilled mouth.

Fuck, the sight of her like this, on her knees, her mouth wrapped around my cock, is almost enough to make me hard again. I can feel the stirrings of desire in my balls, the tingling sensation at the base of my spine. But for now, I’m content to watch her, to feel her, to know that she’s mine. Completely and utterly mine.

The patrol car’s headlights cut through the night, illuminating Officer Anne’s glistening body sprawled across the hood. Her blonde hair is a tangled mess, sticking to her sweat-kissed skin. She’s a vision of sin and temptation, her curves stark against the cold metal. Her mouth is filled with me, her lips stretched wide around my cock. The sight of her like this, helpless and wanton, has me feeling ten feet tall.

Her muffled moans vibrate against my shaft, sending shivers up my spine. I can feel her throat working as she tries to speak. It’s fucking exhilarating, knowing she can barely think straight because of me. Because of what I do to her.

I hear the tinny voice coming from her phone, forgotten on the hood. It’s somehow been unmuted.

“…love you, baby.” It’s that fucker, Billy. Her pathetic excuse for a husband. He has no idea that his MILF wife is right now sucking the cock of another man. His voice is weak, just like him. Not like mine. Not like the one that made her scream earlier.

Officer Anne’s eyes flutter open, meeting mine. There’s a spark of panic in them, but also a raging inferno of lust. She tries to pull away, to speak, but I tighten my grip on her hair, keeping her in place. She mumbles something, her words distorted by my cock. I can feel her trying to form words, to tell him she loves him too. But all that comes out is a jumbled mess of sounds, wet and sloppy around my flesh. It’s fucking intoxicating, this power. This control.

The line goes dead. Billy’s gone, none the wiser. I pull my cock from Officer Anne’s mouth, a trail of saliva connecting us for a moment before it breaks. She gasps, her chest heaving as she sucks in air.

“Tyler,” she pants, her voice hoarse. “Please… uncuff me.”

I chuckle, a low rumble in my chest. “No,” I say, my voice firm. I step back, tucking my cock back into my jeans. Her eyes widen in surprise, then narrow in anger. It’s fucking adorable.

“Tyler!” she snaps, her voice sharper now. “You can’t just leave me handcuffed!”

“I’m not leaving you. As you said, we’re just getting started.”

She doesn’t resist as I force her to spread her ass cheeks for me.

“You and I are going to have a lot of fun for the rest of the night,” I say with a wink. “And I’ll uncuff you once I’ve blown my load in every hold on your MILF body.”

Hearing my words, Officer Anne smiles. This is going to be a hell of a victory celebration.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:
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