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Chapter 1

My cleats dig into the asphalt as I stride toward my car, still riding the high of tonight's victory. Sweat clings to my skin beneath my jersey, the coolness of the night air hitting my face as the crowd's cheers still echo in my ears. I'm the fucking king of this school tonight. Eighteen years old, quarterback, game-winning touchdown — it doesn't get better than this.

The stadium lights illuminate the parking lot, casting long shadows as I move between the rows of cars. My muscles ache in that satisfying way that only comes after domination on the field. Coach called it the best game of my career. College scouts were watching. Everything's falling into place just like I knew it would.

I reach my car — nothing fancy, just an old Mustang my dad helped me restore — and fish the keys from my duffel bag. The metal feels cool against my palm. I slide into the driver's seat, tossing my bag into the back, and just sit there for a minute, letting it all sink in.

The moment replays in my head: fourth quarter, down by four, thirty seconds on the clock. The ball snapping into my hands. The perfect pocket forming around me. Seeing that gap in the defense. My legs pumping as I broke through the line, dodging one tackle, then another. The end zone opening up before me like a fucking promised land. The roar of the crowd as I crossed the line, ball clutched against my chest.

Fuck. I'm hard just thinking about it.

I close my eyes, head tilted back against the headrest, a smile spreading across my face. My hand drifts down, adjusting myself through my track pants. The adrenaline's still pumping, making everything feel more intense. More alive.

The passenger door suddenly yanks open, and I jolt upright, my heart hammering. But it's not some random creep or security guard.

It's Hannah.

Fucking Hannah. The cheerleading captain. The girl every guy in school jerks off to. And she's sliding into my passenger seat like she belongs there.

"Hey, superstar," she purrs, shutting the door behind her.

My eyes can't help but drop to her chest. Her cheerleader top is tight, stretched across her perky tits. The school colors never looked so good. Her skin glows with a light sheen of sweat from her own performance tonight, and her hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders.

"Hey," I manage, my mouth suddenly dry. My cock stiffens further in my pants.

She shifts in the seat, turning toward me, and I catch the scent of her perfume — something sweet and sexy that makes my head swim. Her skirt rides up her thighs, revealing smooth, tanned skin that I instantly imagine wrapped around my waist.

"That was some touchdown," she says, her eyes locked on mine. "I don't think I've ever seen Coach so excited. He practically had an orgasm on the sidelines."

I laugh, feeling my confidence return. "Yeah, well, I aim to please."

"Do you?" Her voice drops lower, taking on that tone that makes my cock throb. "Aim to please?"

Her hand lands on my thigh, fingers lightly tracing patterns that send electricity shooting through my body. My breath catches in my throat.

"I've been watching you all season," she continues, leaning closer. Her tits are practically in my face now. "The way you command the field. The way everyone looks to you."

"Yeah?" I say, trying to keep my voice steady. "Like what you see?"

Her tongue darts out, wetting her lips. "You know I do."

We've flirted in the hallways. Exchanged looks during pep rallies. But this is different. This is her in my car, her hand on my thigh, moving higher with each passing second.

"You were amazing tonight, Tyler," she whispers. "The whole school's talking about you. But I don't want to just talk."

Her hand brushes against my erection, and I can't stop the groan that escapes my lips. She smiles, knowing exactly what she's doing to me.

"Hannah — " I start, but she cuts me off.

"I've been thinking about this for a long time," she says, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through my pants. "About us. About what it would be like."

"Yeah?" It's all I can manage. My brain short-circuits with each brush of her fingertips.

She leans in, her breath hot against my ear. "I want to congratulate the hero properly."

Before I can respond, her lips are on mine. Soft at first, then hungry. Her mouth opens, and her tongue slips between my lips, tasting like cherry lip gloss and promises. I groan into the kiss, my hand instinctively coming up to cup the back of her neck, holding her to me.

Her fingers tangle in my hair, tugging just enough to send sparks down my spine. Our tongues dance together, the kiss growing more desperate with each passing second. I can feel her tits pressing against my chest, her nipples hard points even through the layers of our clothes.

I slide my free hand up her side, my thumb brushing the underside of her breast. She moans into my mouth, the sound going straight to my cock. My hips shift involuntarily, seeking friction.

When we finally break apart, we're both breathing hard. Her eyes are dark with lust, her lips swollen from our kiss. I've never seen anything hotter in my life.

"That's just the beginning," she says, her voice husky. "I've got a special reward for our star quarterback."

My cock twitches in anticipation. The victory on the field was sweet, but something tells me what's about to happen in this car will be even sweeter.

Hannah pulls back from our kiss, a mischievous smile spreading across her face. Without breaking eye contact, she grabs the hem of her cheerleader top and yanks it off in one smooth motion. Holy fuck. Her tits spring free, perky and perfect, her nipples hard in the cool night air. My mouth goes dry, and my cock throbs painfully against my zipper as I drink in the sight of her half-naked in my passenger seat.

"Like what you see?" she asks, her voice dripping with seduction. She cups her tits, pushing them together, creating a cleavage that makes my head spin.

"Fuck yeah," I manage to croak out, my eyes glued to her chest.

She leans closer, her scent — a mix of sweet perfume and that intoxicating female musk — filling my nostrils. "I've got a special reward for our MVP," she purrs, her fingers trailing down my chest. "Something to celebrate your big win."

My breathing becomes shallow as she traces circles around my nipples through my shirt. Every touch sends electric shocks straight to my groin.

"What kind of reward?" I ask, though I already know — hope — what she has in mind.

Hannah giggles, the sound pure sex. She jiggles her tits right in my face, the soft flesh bouncing tantalizingly close to my lips. "The kind that'll make you forget all about that touchdown."

Her nipples brush against my cheek, and I groan. I want to taste them, to take them in my mouth, but she pulls back slightly.

"Start the car," she commands, her voice husky. "Drive us somewhere... private."

My hands shake as I jam the key into the ignition. The engine roars to life, matching the thundering of my pulse. I pull out of the parking space, trying to focus on the road while Hannah's hands wander over my thighs.

"Such a big, strong quarterback," she whispers, her fingers inching closer to the bulge in my pants. "I bet you've got a big cock to match, don't you, Tyler?"

"Why don't you find out?" I challenge, my voice gruff with need.

She doesn't need to be told twice. Her nimble fingers work at my belt, undoing it with practiced ease. The button of my jeans pops open, and the zipper slides down, releasing some of the pressure on my aching cock.

Hannah's hand slips inside my boxers, and I almost swerve off the road when her warm fingers wrap around my shaft. "Oh my God," she gasps, her eyes widening. "You're so big."

Pride surges through me alongside lust. I know I'm well-endowed — the locker room has confirmed that — but hearing it from Hannah's lips is something else entirely.

She pulls my cock free from my boxers, the cool air hitting my heated skin. I'm rock hard, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Hannah licks her lips, her eyes darkening with desire as she stares at my erection.

"Keep your eyes on the road," she teases, her breath hot against my shaft as she leans down. "Wouldn't want to crash before I get my protein shake."

I grip the steering wheel tighter, knuckles turning white as I feel her warm breath ghost over my sensitive skin. She's so close, her lips hovering just inches from the tip of my cock. The anticipation is almost as torturous as the sight of her naked tits swaying with each movement of the car.

She starts with a kiss, her soft lips pressing against the base of my shaft. My hips jerk involuntarily, seeking more contact. Hannah laughs softly, the vibration sending shivers up my spine.

"Patience," she murmurs before her tongue darts out, licking a long, wet stripe from the base to the tip.

"Fuck," I hiss, forcing myself to keep my eyes on the road even as pleasure courses through my veins.

Hannah's tongue swirls around the head of my cock, collecting the pre-cum that leaks from the slit. "Mmm, you taste good," she purrs before taking the head into her mouth.

Her lips stretch around my girth, warm and wet and perfect. She sinks down, taking more of me into her mouth, her tongue working magic along the underside of my shaft. The wet heat enveloping me is almost too much to bear.

I reach down with one hand, tangling my fingers in her soft hair as she begins to bob her head up and down. The sight of her lips wrapped around my cock, her naked tits pressed against my thigh, is straight out of my wettest dreams.

"That's it," I growl, guiding her movements with my hand. "Suck that cock, Hannah."

She moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my body. My hips buck forward, seeking more of that delicious warmth. She adjusts quickly, taking me deeper, her head moving in a rhythm that matches the acceleration of the car.

I press harder on the gas pedal, the speedometer climbing as Hannah's pace increases. The faster I drive, the more enthusiastically she works my cock, her cheeks hollowing with the suction that's driving me wild.

The sound of her slurping fills the car, wet and obscene and fucking hot. Saliva drips down my shaft as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. My balls tighten at the sight of her stretched lips and the feeling of her tongue massaging my length.

"You like sucking my cock, don't you?" I taunt, my voice rough with desire. "Fucking cheerleader slut, so eager for it."

She whimpers around my shaft, the degradation clearly turning her on. Her hand cups my balls, gently squeezing as she continues to work my length with her mouth.

The road ahead blurs as pleasure builds inside me. I'm driving too fast, but I can't bring myself to slow down — not with Hannah's incredible mouth bringing me closer to the edge with each passing second.

I grip her hair tighter, holding her head in place as I thrust upward, fucking her mouth with abandon. "Take it," I growl. "Take that cock down your throat."

She gags slightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat further, allowing me to use her mouth as I please. The wet, choking sounds she makes only fuel my arousal.

"Yeah, choke on it," I demand, pushing her head down harder. "Show me how much you want it."

Hannah moans around my shaft, her eyes looking up at me with a mixture of submission and lust that nearly makes me cum on the spot. I force myself to hold back, wanting to prolong this incredible sensation.

"Fucking slut," I spit, my hips bucking wildly. "This is what you wanted all along, isn't it? To be face-fucked by the quarterback? To be used like the cocksucker you are?"

She nods as best she can with my cock filling her mouth, her enthusiasm evident in the way she slurps and sucks, desperate to please me. Spit dribbles down her chin, making the whole thing even messier, even hotter.

The road ahead is a blur of streetlights and shadows. All that matters is the wet heat of Hannah's mouth, the sight of her lips stretched around my girth, and the building pressure at the base of my spine signaling my approaching climax.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, hot and urgent. I'm seconds away from exploding. "Gonna cum," I grunt, yanking Hannah's head back by her hair. She whimpers, her eyes watering, lips swollen and red from the friction. With my free hand, I grip my cock, slick with her saliva, and aim it at her face. My whole body tenses, muscles locking as the first rope of hot cum shoots out, splattering across her cheek.

"Fuck!" I groan, my hips jerking as a second pulse follows, then a third. Thick white streaks paint Hannah's face, some landing on her lips, some dripping down to her chin. She sticks out her tongue, catching what she can, moaning like she's tasting the best thing in the world.

The waves of pleasure are so intense I almost forget I'm driving. The car swerves slightly before I regain control, my breathing ragged as the last drops of cum ooze from my tip. Hannah looks up at me, her face glistening with my seed, a smile of pure satisfaction on her lips.

"God, you taste good," she purrs, using her finger to collect some of my cum and sucking it into her mouth. The sight nearly makes my spent cock twitch back to life.

I'm still basking in the afterglow, one hand on the wheel, the other caressing Hannah's hair, when I notice the flashing lights in my rearview mirror. Blue and red strobes cutting through the darkness behind us.

"Shit!" I hiss, quickly stuffing my cock back into my pants. "Cops!"

Hannah's eyes widen in panic. She frantically searches for tissues in the glove compartment, trying to wipe my cum from her face. "Oh my God, oh my God," she repeats, her earlier confidence evaporating.

I pull over to the side of the road, heart hammering in my chest. Getting caught with my pants down and a half-naked girl in my car is not how I planned to end my victory night. The police cruiser stops behind us, its headlights flooding my car with harsh light.

"Stay calm," I tell Hannah, though my own pulse is racing. "Maybe they just want to check my taillight or something."

The driver's door of the police car opens, and I watch in the side mirror as a figure emerges. It's not the burly male officer I expected. Instead, a woman approaches, her silhouette illuminated by the headlights. As she gets closer, my mouth goes dry for an entirely different reason.

Officer Eva Alba is a fucking goddess in uniform. I've seen her around town before, but never this close. Her Latina heritage gives her an exotic beauty that the standard-issue police uniform can't disguise. She walks with confidence, hips swaying with each step. The gun belt accentuates her tiny waist, and even in the dim light, I can see how her shirt strains against her full tits.

She taps on my window with a manicured nail, and I roll it down, trying to look innocent despite my flushed face and the lingering scent of sex that fills the car.

"License and registration, please," she says, her voice carrying a hint of an accent that makes my cock stir despite my predicament. Then her eyes flick to Hannah, who's frantically trying to put her top back on, traces of my cum still visible on her face. Officer Alba's expression changes, a knowing smirk replacing her professional demeanor.

"Well, well," she says, leaning down to get a better look inside the car. Her position gives me a clear view down her shirt, revealing the swell of her impressive cleavage. "Looks like someone's been celebrating a little too enthusiastically."

I fumble for my wallet, pulling out my license with shaking hands. "I'm sorry, Officer. I know I was driving a bit fast, but — "

"A bit fast?" She arches an eyebrow, her full lips curving into a smile that's both intimidating and incredibly sexy. "You were doing seventy in a forty-five zone. That's reckless driving, young man."

Her eyes drift lower, noticing the bulge in my pants that's starting to grow again under her intense gaze. I shift uncomfortably, but there's nowhere to hide in the confined space of the car.

"And what do we have here?" Officer Alba's flashlight illuminates Hannah's disheveled appearance. "Distracted driving is a serious offense."

Hannah shrinks under the officer's scrutiny, her earlier boldness completely gone. Officer Alba straightens up, her hand resting on her hip in a pose that emphasizes her curvy figure.

"Miss, I suggest you call a taxi to take you home," she says, her tone leaving no room for argument. "This young man and I need to have a serious discussion about his... driving habits."

Hannah looks at me, uncertainty in her eyes. I nod slightly, not seeing much choice in the matter. She fumbles for her phone, her hands trembling.

"Step out of the car, please," Officer Alba instructs me, her voice dropping to a husky tone that sends a shiver down my spine.

I comply, my legs unsteady as I stand before her. She's shorter than me, but her presence is commanding. Up close, I can see that her face is flawless, with high cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that seem to look right through me. Despite being around forty, she has the body of a college cheerleader — toned and tight in all the right places.

"Turn around," she orders, and I obey, facing my car.

Hannah watches wide-eyed from the passenger seat as Officer Alba pulls my hands behind my back and cuffs them with practiced efficiency. The cold metal bites into my wrists, but instead of fear, I feel a strange thrill coursing through me.

"You have the right to remain silent," she begins, her breath warm against my ear as she recites my rights. Her body presses against mine as she secures the cuffs, her tits brushing against my back. "Anything you say can and will be used against you."

I catch a whiff of her perfume — something exotic and expensive that makes my head swim. The handcuffs click into place, and she spins me around to face her. Her eyes drift down to the obvious bulge in my pants, and a knowing smile plays on her lips.

"Looks like someone enjoys being restrained," she purrs, her hand brushing against my erection as she checks my pockets. The touch is brief but deliberate, sending a jolt of electricity through my body.

Hannah's taxi arrives, and Officer Alba opens the passenger door for her.

"Run along now, sweetheart," she says dismissively. "Your boyfriend and I have some serious matters to discuss at the station."

Hannah hesitates, looking at me with concern. "Tyler, will you be okay?"

Before I can answer, Officer Alba cuts in. "He'll be just fine, honey. Now go home and clean yourself up."

I watch helplessly as Hannah slides into the taxi, my cum still drying on her cheek. As the taxi pulls away, Officer Alba's hand grips my arm, guiding me toward her patrol car.

"Reckless driving, indecent exposure," she lists my offenses, her fingers digging into my bicep. "You're in a world of trouble, quarterback."

The way she says "quarterback" makes it clear she knows exactly who I am. Her other hand slides down my back, dangerously close to my ass, as she leads me to her cruiser.

"Let's see if we can work something out," she whispers, opening the back door and pushing me inside. "I'd hate to see a promising young athlete like you lose his scholarship over one night of... poor judgment."

The door slams shut, and I'm left sitting in the back seat, hands cuffed behind me, cock throbbing with renewed interest as Officer Alba walks around to the driver's side, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step.


Chapter 2

I sit in the back of Officer Alba's patrol car, the cold metal of the handcuffs digging into my wrists. Through the window, I watch as streetlights and buildings blur past, each one taking me further from my victory night and deeper into something I never expected. My heart pounds in my chest — part fear, part excitement. I've never been arrested before. Never even been in trouble with the law. But the way Officer Alba looks at me in the rearview mirror makes me think this might not be a standard arrest.

Her eyes keep flicking up to meet mine, dark and intense. Each time our gazes lock, a jolt of electricity shoots through my body. Despite my predicament, my cock remains half-hard in my pants, refusing to stand down.

The reality of my situation starts to sink in. Reckless driving. Public indecency. If this goes on my record, my scholarship could vanish. All those scouts who watched me play tonight — they'd disappear faster than Hannah did. My entire future, everything I've worked for, could be flushed down the toilet because I couldn't keep it in my pants for one night.

"Officer Alba," I say, my voice cracking slightly. I clear my throat and try again. "Officer, I know I messed up, but I've got a lot riding on my record staying clean."

She doesn't respond immediately, just raises an eyebrow in the mirror.

"I've got scouts looking at me," I continue, desperation creeping into my voice. "Full-ride scholarship offers. This could ruin everything."

"Should have thought about that before you decided to get your dick sucked while driving at dangerous speeds," she replies, but there's something in her tone that doesn't match her harsh words. Something playful. Teasing.

I shift uncomfortably in the seat, the handcuffs limiting my movement. "I know. It was stupid. Really stupid. But isn't there anything I can do? Community service or something?"

Officer Alba's eyes drift down in the mirror, focusing on the bulge in my pants that's becoming more noticeable by the second. "Interesting," she murmurs, a smirk playing on her full lips. "Most people in your position would be too scared to maintain an erection. But not you."

Heat rushes to my face. I try to adjust my position to hide my obvious arousal, but it's impossible with my hands cuffed behind me.

"I can't help it," I admit, embarrassment and arousal fighting for dominance in my mind. "You're... I mean..."

"I'm what?" she prompts, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper that makes my cock throb painfully.

"You're really hot," I blurt out, immediately regretting my candor. "I'm sorry, that was inappropriate."

To my surprise, she laughs — a rich, melodic sound that fills the car. "Bold. I like that." Her eyes meet mine again in the mirror. "So, the star quarterback thinks I'm hot, does he?"

I nod, not trusting my voice.

"And exactly how hot do you think I am?" Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and I nearly groan at the sight.

"The hottest woman I've ever seen," I answer honestly.

She hums appreciatively, her gaze once again dropping to my crotch. "That's quite a compliment, considering the state I found you in with that cheerleader." She pauses, then adds, "Though I must say, I'm impressed with what I'm seeing. That bulge suggests you're... well-equipped for a young man."

My cock jumps at her words, straining against my zipper. This can't be happening. A forty-year-old police officer — a smoking hot one — is openly flirting with me while I'm handcuffed in her patrol car.

"Maybe we can work something out," she says, her voice dripping with suggestion. "A mutually beneficial arrangement that keeps your record clean and satisfies my... curiosity."

The implication is crystal clear, and my body responds immediately. My mouth goes dry, and my pulse quickens to a hammering beat. This is wrong on so many levels — she's in a position of authority, she's twice my age, she's fucking arresting me — but my cock doesn't seem to care about ethics.

"What did you have in mind?" I ask, my voice hoarse with desire.

Officer Alba's eyes gleam with wicked intent. Without answering, she suddenly pulls the patrol car off the main road, turning down a secluded path that leads into a wooded area. The headlights illuminate trees and undergrowth, but no other cars or buildings are visible. She drives for another minute before pulling into a small clearing and killing the engine.

The sudden silence is deafening. I can hear my own heart pounding in my ears, my breath coming in short, shallow bursts. Officer Alba adjusts the rearview mirror to get a better look at me, her eyes raking over my body with undisguised hunger.

"You know," she says conversationally, as if we're discussing the weather, "my husband never satisfies me the way I need." She runs a hand through her dark hair, pushing it back from her face. "Billy's a good man, but he's... lacking in certain departments."

The casual mention of her husband should be a bucket of cold water, but instead, it only heightens the forbidden nature of whatever's about to happen. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper, begging for release.

"I see the way young men look at me," she continues, her fingers idly playing with the top button of her uniform shirt. "But most are too intimidated to do anything about it. Too afraid of the badge. Or too respectful of the wedding ring." She twists the gold band on her finger, a small smile playing on her lips. "But you... I think you're different, Tyler Brady."

Hearing my full name on her lips sends a shiver down my spine. She knows exactly who I am. Has she been watching me? The thought makes my cock twitch.

"I am," I confirm, my voice stronger now, confidence returning as I sense where this is heading. "I'm not afraid of you. Or your badge."

"Good," she purrs, her hand moving to the door handle. "Because I'm about to conduct a very thorough search."

She steps out of the car, the slam of her door echoing in the quiet night. Through the window, I watch her walk around to the back, each step deliberate, her hips swaying hypnotically. The tight uniform pants hug her ass, showing off curves that shouldn't be legal. Her utility belt sits low on her hips, the handcuffs — matching the ones currently restraining me — glinting in the moonlight.

My breath fogs the window as I wait, my entire body thrumming with anticipation. The sound of her heels on the gravel gets louder as she approaches my door. I don't know exactly what's about to happen, but I'm certain of one thing: this night just took a turn I never saw coming, and I'm more than ready for it.

The back door opens, and Officer Alba stands there, silhouetted against the night sky. Her hand rests on her hip, inches from her gun, a posture that somehow manages to be both threatening and irresistibly sexy.

"Now then, Mr. Brady," she says, her voice thick with desire. "Let's see what we can do about that scholarship situation of yours."

Officer Alba slides into the back seat beside me, the leather creaking under her weight. The space is cramped, forcing her thigh to press against mine. Even through our clothes, the contact burns like fire. Her perfume fills the confined space — something exotic and expensive that makes my head swim. She turns to face me, those dark eyes studying me like I'm a puzzle she can't wait to solve. My heart hammers against my ribs, my cock straining painfully against my zipper as she leans closer.

"I need to search you thoroughly," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Standard procedure for suspects. Need to make sure you're not hiding anything... dangerous."

Her hand lands on my thigh, fingers splayed wide, heat seeping through my track pants. I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry as the desert.

"But I'm handcuffed," I point out, the metal digging into my wrists behind my back. "Isn't that enough restraint?"

She laughs softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "The cuffs are for my protection. The search is for yours." Her fingers inch higher, nearing the bulge that's impossible to hide. "If I find what I'm looking for, maybe we can discuss reducing your charges."

"And what exactly are you looking for?" I ask, my voice husky with need.

Her eyes flick down to my crotch, then back up to meet my gaze. "Evidence," she purrs, her lips curving into a predatory smile.

Without warning, her hands move to my chest, sliding under my jersey. Her touch is electric, fingertips trailing over my skin, exploring the contours of my muscles. I flex instinctively, wanting to impress her, and am rewarded with an appreciative hum.

"Strong," she murmurs, pushing my jersey up to expose my abs. "Very strong. All that football practice pays off, doesn't it?"

"Yeah," I manage, my breath catching as her nails lightly scrape across my skin.

She tugs at my jersey, working it up my chest despite the awkward angle with my hands cuffed behind me. "Lift your head," she commands, and I comply, allowing her to pull the fabric over my head and bunch it behind my neck. I'm now half-naked, chest exposed to her hungry gaze.

"Very nice," she says, running her hands over my pecs, thumbs brushing my nipples. The sensation shoots straight to my groin, making my cock twitch visibly beneath my pants. Officer Alba notices and smirks. "Sensitive, aren't we?"

Her exploration continues downward, fingers tracing the ridges of my abs, dipping into my navel. She reaches the waistband of my track pants, hesitating just long enough to build anticipation before slipping her hand inside.

"Fuck," I gasp as her fingers wrap around my shaft, her touch cool against my burning skin.

"My, my," she whispers, eyes widening slightly. "What do we have here? Quite the concealed weapon you're carrying, Mr. Brady."

She strokes me once, twice, her grip firm but gentle. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, making her hand slide easier with each movement. I buck into her touch, desperate for more.

"Your cheerleader friend is a lucky girl," Officer Alba says, her voice husky with desire. "Though I wonder if she knows how to handle such a big cock properly." She leans closer, her lips brushing my ear. "A woman my age knows exactly what to do with a man like you."

"Show me," I challenge, my earlier fear completely replaced by raw lust.

Her eyes flash with approval at my boldness. "First, let's get rid of these," she says, tugging my pants down my hips. I lift up as best I can with my hands restrained, allowing her to pull them down to my ankles along with my boxers. My cock springs free, standing proud and erect between us.

Officer Alba's eyes darken as she takes in the sight. "Impressive," she murmurs, wrapping her hand around me again. "Very impressive."

She strokes me slowly, her grip perfect — not too tight, not too loose. Each movement sends waves of pleasure coursing through me. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.

"You like that?" she asks, though the answer is obvious from my ragged breathing and the way my hips thrust upward into her touch.

"Yeah," I groan, the word barely recognizable.

"Tell me what you want, Tyler," she demands, her strokes slowing to an agonizing pace. "Tell me exactly what you want Officer Alba to do to you."

The request sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. "I want to feel your mouth on me," I say, emboldened by desire. "I want to see those lips wrapped around my cock."

She smiles, pleased by my directness. "All in good time," she promises. "But first..."

She leans in, closing the distance between us, and presses her lips to mine. The kiss is nothing like Hannah's earlier — this is a woman who knows exactly what she's doing. Her tongue slides into my mouth, demanding and skillful, tasting faintly of coffee and mint. I respond eagerly, meeting her intensity with my own.

Her hand never stops working my shaft as we kiss, her thumb occasionally swiping over my sensitive head, spreading the pre-cum that continues to leak from me. I strain against the handcuffs, desperate to touch her, to explore her body the way she's exploring mine.

Sensing my frustration, she breaks the kiss and smiles wickedly. "Patience," she whispers. "Good things come to those who wait."

Without warning, she releases my cock and begins unbuttoning her uniform shirt. Each button that pops open reveals more of her smooth, tanned skin. My eyes fixate on the lacy black bra that comes into view, barely containing her impressive breasts.

"You like what you see?" she asks, shrugging the shirt off her shoulders to reveal her full glory.

"Fuck yes," I breathe, drinking in the sight of her. For a woman of forty, Officer Alba's body is incredible — toned arms, flat stomach, and tits that look like they belong on a woman half her age. The black lace contrasts beautifully with her caramel skin.

She reaches behind her back and unclasps her bra with practiced ease. The straps slide down her arms, and then the garment falls away completely, freeing her breasts. They're magnificent — full and round with dark nipples that are already hard with arousal.

"These what you want?" she teases, cupping them, offering them to me like ripe fruit.

I nod, mouth watering at the sight. "Let me taste them," I beg, no longer caring about my pride or the power imbalance between us. All I care about is getting my mouth on those perfect tits.

Officer Alba leans forward, bringing her chest to my face. "Go ahead," she purrs. "Show me what that mouth can do."

I don't need to be told twice. I bury my face between her breasts, nuzzling the soft flesh, inhaling her intoxicating scent. My tongue darts out, tasting the salt of her skin, tracing a path from her cleavage to one hardened nipple. I take it into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder as she moans her approval.

"That's it," she encourages, her hand returning to my cock, stroking in rhythm with my suckling. "Use your teeth. Gently."

I obey, grazing my teeth over her sensitive peak, rewarded with a sharp intake of breath. I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention, alternating between soft licks and firm sucks that have her squirming beside me.

"Such a good boy," she murmurs, her voice thick with desire. "So eager to please."

I motorboat her tits, burying my face between them, shaking my head back and forth as I've seen in pornos. The vibration of my mouth against her skin makes her laugh — a rich, throaty sound that somehow makes me even harder.

"Enthusiastic," she comments, pulling back slightly to look at me. Her lips are parted, cheeks flushed with desire. "I like that in a man. But don't worry, Tyler. I'm just getting started with you."

Her hand squeezes my cock for emphasis, and I groan, anticipation building for whatever comes next. With Officer Alba, I have a feeling the night is about to get even more interesting.

Officer Alba slides off the seat and positions herself between my legs, her naked tits brushing against my thighs as she settles into place. The sight of her kneeling before me, this powerful woman in her police uniform pants with her breasts exposed, nearly makes me cum on the spot. She looks up at me through long lashes, a predatory smile playing on her full lips as her hands slide up my thighs, nails leaving trails of fire in their wake.

"Let's see what you're really packing, quarterback," she purrs, wrapping her fingers around the base of my cock. She holds it upright, studying it like it's a prize she's won. "Mmm, so thick. So young. So hard."

I can't form words, can only watch as she leans forward, her breath hot against my sensitive skin. She maintains eye contact as her tongue darts out, flicking teasingly across my swollen head. The brief contact sends electricity shooting up my spine, making me gasp.

"You like that?" she asks, though she clearly knows the answer.

"Fuck yes," I manage to grunt, straining against the handcuffs that keep me from grabbing her head and forcing her down.

She smirks, pleased with my response, then slowly lowers her mouth onto my cock. Her lips stretch around my girth, warm and wet and perfect. The sight of her taking me in is almost as good as the sensation itself — almost.

"Holy shit," I groan as she sinks down, taking half my length into her mouth in one smooth motion. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, creating a vacuum of pleasure that makes my toes curl inside my shoes.

Officer Alba works my shaft with expertise that puts Hannah's earlier efforts to shame. This isn't a girl experimenting with sex; this is a woman who knows exactly what she's doing. Her tongue swirls around my head while one hand pumps the base of my shaft and the other gently massages my balls.

"That feels so fucking good," I pant, my hips jerking upward involuntarily, seeking more of her wet heat.

She pulls off with a pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. "I'm just getting started, baby," she says, her voice husky with desire. Without warning, she dives back down, taking me deeper this time, so deep I feel my tip hit the back of her throat.

Instead of gagging, she relaxes her muscles and takes me even deeper. I watch in awe as my entire length disappears into her mouth, her nose pressing against my pelvis. She holds there for a moment, her throat contracting around my head, before slowly pulling back, gasping for air.

"Jesus Christ," I breathe, amazed at her skill. No one has ever deepthroated me before. The sight of this sexy MILF cop swallowing my entire cock is the hottest thing I've ever seen.

"Big boy like you needs special attention," she says with a wink before diving back down. This time, she doesn't hold back. Her head bobs rapidly, taking me deep with each downward motion. Wet, obscene sounds fill the patrol car as saliva coats my shaft, making her movements slicker, faster.

The slurping noises grow louder as she works me with increasing enthusiasm. Her technique is perfect — varying pressure, speed, and depth to keep me on the edge without pushing me over too soon. Occasionally, she hollows her cheeks, creating a suction that has me seeing stars.

Unable to resist any longer, I start to buck my hips, meeting her downward motions with upward thrusts. The first time I push too deep, she gags slightly, but instead of pulling away, she moans around my cock, the vibrations sending new waves of pleasure through me.

"You like it rough, Officer?" I growl, emboldened by her response.

She pulls off just long enough to gasp, "Fuck my mouth, Tyler. Show me what that young cock can do."

That's all the encouragement I need. Despite my restrained hands, I find leverage by planting my feet firmly on the car floor. I thrust upward as she lowers her head, driving my cock deep into her throat. Each time I hit the back, she gags, but she doesn't stop. Instead, she relaxes further, letting me use her mouth as I please.

The sound of her choking on my cock is intoxicating — wet, desperate gulps for air whenever I allow her a moment's respite. Saliva runs down her chin, dripping onto her naked tits, making them glisten in the dim light of the car.

"Take it all," I command, surprised by my own dominance but too far gone to care. "Choke on my cock, Officer."

She moans around my shaft, her eyes watering but filled with unmistakable lust. The sight of tears tracking down her cheeks as she struggles to accommodate my size and aggressive thrusts only turns me on more. Her lipstick is smeared across my cock and around her mouth, visible evidence of her sloppy technique.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the symphony of obscene sounds filling the confined space. The car windows have fogged up, creating a private cocoon for our illicit encounter. The knowledge that we're hidden from the world, that this powerful woman is on her knees sucking my cock like her life depends on it, pushes me closer to the edge.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I warn, my thrusts becoming erratic as the familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine.

Instead of pulling away, Officer Alba takes me deeper, her hands gripping my thighs to steady herself as I fuck her face with abandon. Her throat opens for me, accommodating my full length as I drive into her mouth over and over.

The wet, sloppy sounds reach a crescendo as she gags and slurps around my pulsing shaft. Drool connects her chin to my balls in thick strands, breaking and reforming with each thrust. Her mascara runs in black rivulets down her cheeks, her perfectly applied makeup ruined by her enthusiastic service.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," I chant, feeling my orgasm approaching like a freight train. My muscles tense, thighs flexing as I drive into her mouth one final time.

The first spurt hits the back of her throat, making her eyes widen. She pulls back slightly, allowing my next shots to fill her mouth rather than shooting directly down her throat. I watch in awe as her cheeks bulge with my load, her throat working as she swallows gulp after gulp of my hot cum.

Some escapes the corners of her lips, trailing down her chin to join the mess of saliva already there. The sight of Officer Alba, this authoritative figure, with her face covered in my fluids and her mouth full of my cock, is something I'll never forget.

As the last pulses of my orgasm fade, she slowly pulls off, making sure to clean every inch of my shaft with her tongue. She looks up at me, her eyes glazed with lust, and deliberately swallows the last of my seed, her throat bobbing with the motion.

"Delicious," she purrs, licking her lips to catch any stray drops. "You taste even better than I imagined."

I slump back against the seat, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my mind blown by what just happened. "That was... incredible," I manage, watching as she wipes her chin with the back of her hand.

Officer Alba rises slightly, her naked tits at eye level, nipples hard and begging for attention. She cups one breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers as she stares at me with hunger still evident in her eyes.

"Don't tell me you're done already," she teases, her free hand reaching down to rub herself through her uniform pants. "I haven't even started having my fun yet."

Despite having just experienced one of the most intense orgasms of my life, I feel my cock twitch with renewed interest. The benefits of being eighteen — my recovery time is practically nonexistent.

"What did you have in mind?" I ask, my voice hoarse from my earlier groans.

Officer Alba smiles, a wicked gleam in her eye as she begins to unbutton her pants. "Oh, I'm not finished with you yet, Tyler Brady. Not by a long shot."


Chapter 3

Eva puts her uniform top back on but leaves it unbuttoned, her magnificent tits still visible as she slides back into the driver's seat. I sit in the back, my hands still cuffed behind me, but my mind racing with possibilities. As she starts the engine and pulls back onto the road, I notice something glinting on her utility belt — the handcuff keys. They're right there, temptingly close to the edge of her belt, almost falling out of their holder. My pulse quickens as an idea forms in my mind. If I can just get those keys, the tables could turn very quickly.

"Where are we going now?" I ask, trying to keep my voice casual as I edge forward in my seat, positioning myself directly behind her.

"Somewhere even more private," she purrs, her eyes meeting mine in the rearview mirror. "I'm not done with that young cock of yours yet."

While she focuses on driving, I lean forward as much as I can, using the movement of the car to mask my intentions. Each time we hit a bump or turn a corner, I inch closer to the front seat. Eva's too busy describing what she plans to do to me next to notice my subtle movements.

"I'm going to ride you until you can't remember your own name," she says, her voice dripping with lust. "Then I'm going to make you eat my pussy until I cum all over that handsome face."

Her dirty talk provides the perfect distraction. As she takes a sharp turn, I lunge forward, my fingers brushing against her belt. The keys are just within reach. I hold my breath, stretching my cuffed hands to their limit.

Got them.

My fingers close around the cold metal, and I carefully slide the keys off her belt, the sound of the engine covering the slight jingle. I slump back in my seat, hiding my triumph as I work the key into the lock of my handcuffs behind my back. It's awkward and takes all my concentration, but I've got nothing but time as Eva drives us deeper into the secluded area.

"You're quiet back there," she notes, glancing at me in the mirror. "Overwhelmed by what just happened?"

"Just thinking about what's coming next," I reply truthfully, feeling the satisfying click as one cuff springs open. I keep my hands positioned as if still bound, waiting for the perfect moment.

"Trust me, it gets better," she promises, pulling the patrol car into another clearing, this one even more isolated than the last. The headlights illuminate nothing but trees and underbrush before she kills the engine, plunging us into darkness broken only by the dim glow of the dashboard lights.

Eva checks her appearance in the mirror, adjusting her hair and wiping away a smudge of lipstick. She has no idea what's about to happen. The second cuff comes free with a quiet click, and I carefully set them on the seat beside me, hidden in the shadows.

"Ready for round two?" she asks, opening her door and stepping out. The sound of her heels on the gravel seems impossibly loud in the quiet night.

"More than ready," I call back, my heart pounding with anticipation.

She walks around to my side of the car, her unbuttoned shirt revealing glimpses of her gorgeous tits with each step. She opens my door, confident smirk on her face, clearly expecting to find me still helplessly restrained.

"Come on out, stud," she says, reaching in to grab my arm. "I want to feel that big cock inside me."

The moment her hand touches me, I make my move. In one swift motion, I grab her wrist and pull her toward me while simultaneously lunging forward. She gasps in surprise as I spin her around, pinning her arms behind her back. Before she can process what's happening, I snap one cuff around her wrist.

"What the — " she starts, but I secure her other wrist before she can finish, the handcuffs clicking into place with a sound that sends a thrill through my body.

"Looks like the tables have turned, Officer Alba," I whisper in her ear, my chest pressed against her back.

For a moment, she struggles against the restraints, testing their hold. Then, surprisingly, she laughs — a rich, throaty sound that vibrates through her body and into mine.

"Well played, quarterback," she says, turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. Instead of fear or anger, her eyes are dark with excitement. "Now what are you going to do with me?"

The question hangs in the air between us, loaded with possibility. I step out of the car, my cock already hardening again at the sight of this powerful woman now at my mercy. I spin her around to face me, drinking in her appearance — uniform shirt hanging open, perfect tits on display, hands secured behind her back, her face flushed with arousal rather than embarrassment.

"First," I say, my voice deeper than usual with newfound dominance, "I'm going to strip you naked."

She raises an eyebrow, challenging me. "And then?"

"Then I'm going to fuck you until you scream my name."

A shiver runs through her body, visible even in the dim light. "Big talk for a high school boy," she taunts, but her nipples harden visibly, betraying her excitement.

I grab her open shirt and push it off her shoulders, letting it hang from her cuffed wrists. Her breasts are fully exposed now, the cool night air making her nipples stand at attention. I lean down and take one in my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp.

While my mouth works on her tits, my hands move to her utility belt, unbuckling it with surprising ease. It falls to the ground with a heavy thud, her gun and other equipment still attached. Next comes the button of her uniform pants, which I pop open with a flick of my wrist.

"Someone's eager," she comments as I yank her zipper down.

"You have no idea," I growl, hooking my fingers into her waistband and tugging her pants down her legs. She's wearing black lace panties that match her discarded bra, the fabric dark with her arousal. I help her step out of her pants, leaving her in just her panties, shoes, and the shirt hanging uselessly from her cuffed hands.

I run my hands up her sides, savoring the feel of her smooth skin, the curve of her waist, the fullness of her breasts. She's in incredible shape for a woman of any age, let alone forty — firm and toned with just the right amount of softness in all the right places.

"Turn around," I command, surprised by how natural it feels to give orders to this woman who, just minutes ago, had complete power over me.

Eva complies, turning to face the patrol car. I press my body against her back, my hard cock nestled against her ass through the thin fabric of her panties. My hands reach around to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers until she moans.

"You like that?" I whisper in her ear, grinding my hips against her.

"Yes," she admits, arching her back to push her ass more firmly against me.

I slide my hands down her body, hooking my thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slowly peeling them down her legs. She steps out of them, now completely naked except for her high-heeled boots and the shirt hanging from her cuffed wrists.

The sight of her bare ass in the moonlight is breathtaking — round and firm, the perfect handful. I give it a sharp slap, watching with satisfaction as a red handprint appears on her tanned skin and a gasp escapes her lips.

"Bend over the hood," I order, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

Eva hesitates for just a second — a final show of resistance — before complying. She leans forward, her breasts pressing against the cool metal of the patrol car hood, her ass raised invitingly toward me. With her hands cuffed behind her back, she's completely at my mercy, and the power rush is intoxicating.

"Look at you," I say, running my hands over the curves of her ass, spreading her cheeks to expose her most intimate parts. "The big bad officer, bent over her own patrol car. What would your colleagues think?"

She turns her head to the side, her cheek pressed against the hood. "They'd be jealous," she replies, her voice breathless with anticipation. "Especially when they find out what you're packing."

I step back slightly, taking in the view — Eva's perfect ass raised in the air, her legs slightly spread, the curve of her back leading to her bound hands. The position leaves her completely exposed, her pussy glistening with arousal in the moonlight. The sight makes my mouth water and my cock strain against my pants.

I quickly strip off my remaining clothes, freeing my erection. The cool night air feels good against my heated skin. Eva tries to look back at me, craning her neck to catch a glimpse of my naked body.

"Like what you see?" I ask, echoing her earlier taunt.

"Very much," she admits, licking her lips. "Now are you going to stand there admiring the view, or are you going to fuck me like you promised?"

Her challenge ignites something primal in me. I step forward, pressing the head of my cock against her wet entrance, teasing her without pushing in. She tries to move back against me, desperate for penetration, but I grip her hips firmly, holding her in place.

"Not so fast," I growl, enjoying my newfound control over this woman who, just minutes ago, had all the power. "Beg for it."

"You've got to be kidding me," she scoffs, though the tremor in her voice betrays her arousal.

I slap her ass again, harder this time, eliciting a sharp cry that's equal parts pain and pleasure. "Beg," I repeat, rubbing the head of my cock through her slick folds, gathering her wetness but still denying her what she really wants.

"Please," she whispers, so quietly I can barely hear her.

"Louder," I demand, slapping her other cheek for emphasis.

"Please!" she cries out, her pride crumbling under her desire. "Please fuck me, Tyler!"

"That's better," I say, positioning myself at her entrance. "But I think we need some ground rules first."

"What?" she gasps, frustration evident in her voice.

"From now on, you address me as 'sir,'" I tell her, surprising myself with my own boldness. "And you tell me exactly what you want. In detail."

Eva is silent for a moment, processing this new development. Then she looks back at me, her eyes dark with a mixture of lust and defiance. "Please fuck me... sir," she says, the last word dripping with sarcasm.

I reward her partial compliance by pushing just the head of my cock inside her, giving her a taste of what's to come before pulling back out. She moans at the brief penetration, her body trembling with need.

"Tell me exactly what you want," I remind her, circling my thumb over her exposed clit, making her gasp.

"I want you to fuck me," she says, her voice strained. "I want to feel your big cock inside me, stretching me open. I want you to pound into me until I scream. Please... sir."

That's all I need to hear. I position myself again, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance, ready to claim her completely. But just as I'm about to thrust forward, she speaks again.

"Wait," she says, her tone suddenly different. "Do you have protection?"

The question momentarily breaks the spell of dominance I've woven. "No," I admit, the responsible part of my brain finally catching up to my libido.

Eva laughs softly. "Check the glove compartment," she says. "Billy insists I keep some there. For 'emergencies.'"

The irony isn't lost on me as I quickly move to the passenger side of the patrol car, opening the glove compartment to find a small box of condoms. I tear one open with my teeth, rolling it onto my throbbing length before returning to my position behind Eva.

"Now," I say, grabbing her hips again, my confidence fully restored. "Where were we?"

"You were about to fuck me, sir," she replies, the title sounding less sarcastic this time.

"That's right," I agree, positioning myself at her entrance once more. "And don't you forget it."

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside Eva's wet heat. We both cry out — me from the incredible tightness gripping my cock, her from the sudden fullness. For a moment, I stay completely still, savoring the sensation of her walls pulsing around me, adjusting to my size. Then I pull back until only the tip remains inside before slamming forward again, setting a rhythm that has the patrol car rocking on its suspension.

"Fuck! You're so big," Eva gasps, her handcuffed wrists straining against their restraints as she arches her back to take me deeper. "God, I knew you'd feel good inside me."

Her words fuel my confidence, and I increase my pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of our skin meeting echoes through the clearing, accompanied by Eva's increasingly vocal moans. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks, using the leverage to drive into her with even more force.

"You like that?" I growl, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "You like getting fucked by a teenager while your husband sits at home?"

"Yes!" she cries, shameless in her admission. "Fuck me harder! Show me what that young cock can do!"

I comply, pounding into her with all the strength in my athletic body. Each thrust sends shockwaves through her ass, making it jiggle in the most hypnotic way. My balls slap against her pussy, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds filling the night air.

"This is what you wanted all along, isn't it?" I taunt, reaching forward to grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back. "To be bent over your patrol car and fucked like a slut?"

"Yes!" she moans, her voice strained from the angle of her neck. "I've wanted you since I first saw you in town. Dreamed about this cock stretching me open."

The confession sends a surge of pride through me. This gorgeous MILF, this authority figure, has been fantasizing about me. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it to control the rhythm of our fucking. With my free hand, I reach around and find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in circles that match the timing of my thrusts.

"Oh, fuck!" she cries, her inner walls clenching around me in response to my touch. "Right there! Don't stop!"

I continue my relentless pace, driving into her with a stamina only an eighteen-year-old athlete could maintain. The hood of the patrol car is fogging up from the heat of Eva's body pressed against it, her breasts sliding across the metal surface with each powerful thrust.

Suddenly, a ringtone cuts through the sounds of our passion. Eva's phone, which must have fallen from her discarded belt, is lighting up on the ground near the car. The screen displays a name that makes my blood run even hotter: BILLY.

"Well, well," I say, slowing my thrusts but not stopping. "Look who's calling."

"Don't answer it," Eva pleads, panic edging into her voice for the first time tonight. "Just let it ring."

I pull out of her completely, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness. Keeping one hand firmly on her bound wrists to maintain control, I bend down and pick up the phone.

"What are you doing?" she hisses, trying to look back at me. "Tyler, don't!"

I slide back into her in one smooth motion, making her gasp mid-protest. "I think you should talk to your husband," I say, my voice low and dangerous. "Let him know you're okay."

Before she can object further, I swipe to answer the call and put it on speaker, placing the phone on the hood of the car near Eva's face.

"Hey, honey," Billy's voice comes through the speaker, oblivious to what his wife is currently engaged in. "Just checking in. You working late again?"

Eva's eyes are wide with a mixture of fear and excitement. I start moving again, slowly at first, watching her struggle to compose herself.

"Y-yes," she manages, her voice remarkably steady despite my cock sliding in and out of her. "Just a routine patrol. Nothing exciting."

I pick up the pace slightly, challenging her ability to maintain her composure. Her eyes close, biting her lip to keep from moaning as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

"Well, don't work too hard," Billy says, his voice kind but bland. "I made myself a sandwich for dinner. That leftover chicken from yesterday."

"That's... good," Eva replies, her breath hitching as I thrust particularly deep. "I'm glad you... found something to eat."

I lean forward, my chest against her back, and whisper in her ear, "Tell him how much you miss him." At the same time, I reach around to cup one of her breasts, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"I miss you, Billy," she says, the words turning into a near-moan at the end as I tweak her nipple harder.

"Miss you too, babe," he replies, completely unaware that his wife is being thoroughly fucked by a high school quarterback as they speak. "The house is always so quiet when you're on night shift."

I increase my pace again, my hips slapping against her ass loud enough that I'm surprised Billy can't hear it through the phone. Eva bites her lip so hard I'm afraid she might draw blood, her whole body trembling with the effort of not crying out.

"Mute the call," I command, pulling her hair back roughly. She quickly presses the mute button with her nose, the only part of her that can reach the phone.

The moment the call is muted, she lets out a strangled cry of pleasure. "Fuck! You're going to make me cum, you bastard!"

"That's right," I growl, pounding into her mercilessly now. "Cum on my cock while your husband listens, not knowing his wife is being fucked senseless by a teenager."

Her walls flutter around my shaft, a prelude to her approaching orgasm. I quickly hit the unmute button, just as Billy is mid-sentence.

" — thinking maybe this weekend we could go visit your mother? It's been a while since — "

"That sounds... wonderful," Eva interrupts, her voice strained as she fights against her building climax. "Whatever you... want... to do."

I yank her hair back harder, forcing her to arch her spine at an extreme angle. The new position allows me to hit even deeper inside her, and I can feel her beginning to lose control.

"Eva? Are you okay?" Billy asks, finally noticing something off in his wife's voice. "You sound out of breath."

"I'm fine," she gasps, her eyes rolling back as I continue my assault on her senses. "Just... climbing some... stairs."

I hit the mute button again. "Cum for me," I demand, my fingers working her clit with renewed vigor. "Cum all over my cock, you cheating slut."

"Yes, yes, YES!" she screams, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsating rhythmically as waves of pleasure wash through her.

I quickly unmute the call again, impressed by how quickly Eva manages to compose herself despite the powerful orgasm still rippling through her body.

"So anyway," Billy continues, completely unaware of what just happened, "I was thinking we could leave early Saturday morning, beat the traffic. What do you think?"

"That's... perfect," Eva replies, her voice shaky but under control. "Billy, I should go. I need to... finish up here."

"Alright, honey. Stay safe out there. I love you."

Eva's eyes meet mine, a mixture of guilt and lingering pleasure in their depths. "I love you too, Billy," she says, the words muffled by my cock which I've just shoved into her mouth after pulling out of her pussy.

Billy hangs up, and I remove my cock from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft. "That was quite a performance," I say, impressed despite myself. "I wonder what Billy would think if he knew his wife was such a talented actress."

Eva says nothing, her body still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm.

I line myself up with her entrance again, ready for round two. "Don't worry," I say, pushing back into her welcoming heat. "We're just getting started."

I grab Eva's hips and flip her over in one smooth motion, wanting to see her face for what comes next. She lands on her back on the hood of the patrol car, her hands still cuffed beneath her, forcing her back to arch and her tits to thrust upward invitingly. Her legs dangle off the edge, and I waste no time positioning myself between them, spreading her thighs wide with my hands. Her pussy glistens in the moonlight, swollen and wet from her recent orgasm, ready for more.

"I want to see your face when I fuck you," I tell her, guiding my cock back to her entrance. "I want to watch you fall apart while thinking about your husband."

Eva's eyes are dark with a mixture of lust and shame, but she doesn't look away. If anything, the mention of Billy seems to excite her further, her hips moving restlessly as she seeks the fullness of my cock again.

I push inside her in one long, slow thrust, savoring the sensation of her walls gripping me, still sensitive and pulsing from her previous climax. She gasps, her legs instinctively wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"Oh god," she moans, her head falling back against the hood. "You feel even bigger in this position."

I start to move, setting a steady rhythm that has the patrol car rocking beneath us. In this position, I can see everything — the bounce of her full tits with each thrust, the flush spreading across her chest and neck, the way her mouth falls open in silent pleasure when I hit just the right spot.

"You just came on my cock while talking to your husband," I remind her, increasing my pace. "What kind of wife does that make you?"

"A bad one," she admits, her voice breaking as I slam into her particularly hard. "A very bad one."

"Say it," I demand, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp but not enough to restrict her breathing. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a slut," she whispers, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "A cheating slut who loves young cock."

Her admission sends a surge of power through me, more intoxicating than any drug. This woman — this authority figure who had me handcuffed not long ago — is now beneath me, confessing her darkest desires as I pound into her.

"Louder," I command, my grip on her throat tightening slightly.

"I'm a slut!" she cries out, her voice echoing through the clearing. "A filthy, cheating whore who loves getting fucked by teenage cock!"

"That's right," I growl, releasing her throat to grab her tits, squeezing them roughly as I continue to thrust. "And whose cock is making you feel better than your husband ever could?"

"Yours, Tyler! Your cock is so much better than Billy's! He could never fuck me like this!"

Each confession seems to push her closer to another orgasm, her pussy clenching around me rhythmically. The metal hood of the patrol car is slick with sweat beneath her, the badge and "To Protect and Serve" lettering a stark contrast to the debauchery taking place on its surface.

I lean down and capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard while continuing to hammer into her. The dual sensation makes her arch her back even further, a string of profanities falling from her lips.

"Harder," she begs, her heels digging into my lower back. "Fuck me harder! Make me forget his name!"

I comply, unleashing every ounce of my athletic strength into each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin is almost deafening, punctuated by Eva's increasingly desperate moans. I grab her legs and push them up, nearly folding her in half, allowing me to penetrate even deeper.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!" she chants, her eyes rolling back as the new angle hits spots inside her that send her spiraling toward another climax. "I'm going to cum again! You're making me cum again!"

"Do it," I demand, maintaining my relentless pace. "Cum on my cock. Show me how much better I am than your husband."

Her entire body goes rigid, her mouth open in a silent scream as her second orgasm hits even harder than the first. Her pussy clamps down on me like a vise, rippling and pulsating around my shaft in waves that threaten to push me over the edge too.

But I'm not ready to finish yet. I want to savor this victory, this complete domination of a woman who thought she had all the power. I slow my thrusts, allowing her to ride out her orgasm while building toward my own at a more controlled pace.

"Please," she whimpers, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "I can't take anymore."

"You'll take what I give you," I tell her, my voice firm as I begin to increase my pace again. "I decide when we're done."

The look of surprised submission on her face is priceless — a woman used to giving orders now completely at my mercy. I grab her hips, lifting them slightly off the hood for an even better angle, and resume my punishing rhythm.

Eva's moans turn to short, desperate cries with each thrust, her body oversensitive from her multiple orgasms. Tears leak from the corners of her eyes, but the smile on her face tells me they're tears of pleasure, not pain.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Take it. Take every inch."

My movements become more erratic as I near my climax, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips hard enough to leave bruises. The thought of marking her, of leaving evidence of our encounter that she'll have to hide from her husband, pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Going to fill you up with my load."

"Yes," she gasps, her eyes locked on mine. "Cum inside me, Tyler. I want to feel it."

That's all it takes to send me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Waves of pleasure crash through me as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her waiting pussy, each pulse making me groan with satisfaction.

For several moments, we stay frozen in position, both of us panting, sweat-slicked bodies pressed together as we come down from our respective highs. Then slowly, I pull out, watching with fascination as a trickle of my seed escapes her well-fucked pussy.

"That was..." Eva starts, then shakes her head, apparently at a loss for words.

"Not quite done yet," I tell her, moving up toward her face. I press the head of my cock, still slick with our combined fluids, against her lips. "Clean it."

Her eyes widen, but she obediently opens her mouth, taking my semi-hard cock inside. She sucks and licks, cleaning every trace of our encounter from my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight of Officer Eva Alba, naked and handcuffed on the hood of her own patrol car, sucking my cock clean after being thoroughly fucked, is an image I'll never forget.

When I'm satisfied, I pull away and start gathering my clothes, getting dressed methodically while Eva watches from her compromised position.

"Uncuff me now," she says, her voice attempting to reclaim some of her earlier authority. "You've had your fun."

I pause in the middle of pulling on my shirt, considering her request. A slow smile spreads across my face. "No, I don't think I will."

"What?" she gasps, genuine alarm replacing the post-orgasmic haze in her eyes. "Tyler, this isn't funny. Give me the keys."

"You know what's not funny?" I ask, fully dressed now and dangling the handcuff keys just out of her reach. "Threatening to ruin someone's future over a blowjob in a car."

"I wasn't really going to arrest you," she protests, struggling against her restraints. "It was just a game!"

"And this is just a game too," I reply, pocketing the keys and walking around to the driver's side of the patrol car. "A game called 'how will Officer Alba explain being found naked and handcuffed in the middle of nowhere?'"

"You can't do this!" she cries, panic creeping into her voice. "Tyler, please!"

I open the driver's door and slide into the seat, feeling a rush of power as I grip the steering wheel. Through the windshield, I can see Eva struggling to sit up on the hood, her naked body illuminated by the moonlight.

"Tyler!" she calls out as I start the engine. "What about Billy? What about my career?"

I roll down the window and flash her a smile that's all confidence. "You should have thought about that before you abused your power, Officer Alba."

"At least leave my clothes!" she begs, but I'm already putting the car in reverse.

"Consider this a lesson in justice," I call out as I back away, watching her naked form grow smaller in the rearview mirror. "And don't worry — I'm sure someone will find you eventually."

I spin the patrol car around and hit the gas, tires kicking up dirt and gravel as I speed away. The adrenaline of the night — the victory on the football field, the encounter with Hannah, the complete domination of Officer Alba, and now my grand escape — courses through my veins like liquid fire.

As I hit the main road, I can't help but laugh out loud. Tonight, I proved I'm not just a champion on the football field. I flip on the sirens just for the hell of it, their wailing cutting through the night as I drive Officer Alba's patrol car triumphantly into the darkness, leaving her and all consequences far behind me.
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