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Chapter one
A Blaze of Passion


Calden was not one to act impulsively. He was a man who followed the rules, someone who valued connection and understanding before intimacy.

Yet, there was that one exception. The night he decided to abandon his usual caution, the night he fucked a girl without having at least a ten-minute conversation. Something primal had stirred within him. He did not even get to know her name.

In the days that followed, he tried to shake off her memory by spending time with other women. But no one could match the fire she had ignited in him; she had set the standard impossibly high.

Those warm eyes haunted him every night in his dreams. The way she called out to him, her voice filled with desire, was like a siren's song: impossible to resist. And when her lips parted in pleasure, it was a visual symphony that spurred him to keep going, no matter how tired he felt.

One plea from her tender mouth lit a spark that consumed them both, turning into four hours of intense, passionate fucking. Their plan was simple: to lose themselves in each other, to forget their demons for one night.

It worked, but now, he can't get her out of his head no matter what he does. Her scent lingers in the air around him, her soft touch still burns on his skin, and the memory of her moans and whispers still echo in his ears, a constant reminder of their unforgettable night together.

It was just sex, a way to escape the complexities of their lives. At the same time, it was more than that.

He didn't romantically care for her, but their shared passion was undeniable.

Her eyes were filled with a mixture of desire and pain, revealing a depth of emotion that went beyond physical pleasure.

“Do you like when I do this,” she asked as she put his dick into her mouth, sucking expertly.

“Love it,” he moaned.

“Do you like it when I do this?” she asked again as she used one hand to hold onto his penis, massaging as she took all of it into her mouth, sucking and spitting on it.

Thoughts of the warmth of her tongue and the depth of her mouth flooded his mind like a shot of pure adrenaline straight to his senses. She was anything but inexperienced, knowing just how to take him to the edge and back again.

She cupped his dick with both hands as she sucked on it gingerly. After he exploded hot cum into her mouth in pleasure, she liked it and made a beautiful mess with the sloppiness around her mouth.

He stirred and turned as he remembered all the details of their heated make-out session. If only he knew the name of the woman who had changed his sex life. All he could think of was, that he wanted some sort of closure; he had woken up the next morning and she was gone. She left nothing behind, no phone number and no note. Instead, she had taken a piece of him when she left, a piece he wasn't sure he'd ever get back.

When they first met at the bar, her big, round eyes held an innocence that made him feel guilty for even considering getting involved with her. But once she spoke, he couldn't bring himself to let her go.

“Hey handsome, want to fuck?”

That night, he was observing her from a distance. On the dance floor alone, she danced to the beat without a care in her sinfully crafted red dress. She was not the most beautiful girl in the room, but she definitely attracted the most attention with her ivory skin and loose hips. Her legs were as long as days, so she certainly didn’t need those strappy heels she was wearing. With her thick hair gathered in a cute bun and a modest attempt at makeup, she was striking.

“Excuse me?” he asked, confused.

“I saw you looking at me from over there.” She nodded to the dance floor.

“Oh,” he answered, feeling caught.

“So, do you wanna go somewhere and fuck?” she asked him again.

“I’m on duty, just catching a break.” He smiled as he flashed his badge at her.

“Ah, I won’t tell anyone,” she said as she looked at him directly and walked away.

He recognized the code and rose from his seat, intrigued. She led the way, her strides purposeful, and he followed. They stepped out into the night, the air crisp and cool around them. The parking lot was almost empty, with just a few cars scattered about. She headed toward an old, rusty truck parked in the shadows.

As they reached the truck, she stopped and turned to face him. With a mischievous smile, she unlocked the back door and gestured for him to climb in. The faint smell of leather and gasoline hit him.

Once inside, she closed the door behind them, enveloping them in darkness. She reached for a small flashlight and switched it on, illuminating the cramped space.

As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he noticed her sitting on a makeshift bed in the back of the truck. She held up a condom, a silent invitation. In her eyes, he glimpsed a sorrow mirroring his own turmoil. It was then that he realized they were both running from something.


Chapter two
Passion's Intensity


Drawing her close, he indulged in the taste of her lips—a tantalizing blend of soda and lime. She kissed him with an intensity he hadn't experienced in ages, rekindling a fire within him. Her lips caressed his with fervor, stirring a hunger deep within him.

“Make me forget,” she demanded—more a plea than a command.

He pressed her against the cold window, his touch firm as he kneaded her ass, kissing her sensually. His palms explored her D-cup breasts, their fullness and weight filling his hands. As he twisted her nipples through the fabric, she moaned, the sound sending a jolt of desire through him.

Feeling her grip on his pants, he sensed her intent. Her fingers undid his belt, the sound of the buckle loosening making his dick twitch in excitement. As she kept working on his Khakis, he could feel the fabric giving way, the cool air surrounding them contrasting the heat building between them.

Her body fit the small space perfectly as she crouched over him. She parted his legs, pulled down his underwear, and freed his beast.

Glancing at her face as she assessed the scene, he noticed her perplexed expression. Witnessing her swallow deeply as she grasped his semi-erect member, he felt a searing sensation from her touch. Her small, warm, and steady palms sent a jolt of electricity through his body.

His consciousness nearly detached from his physical body as she gently stroked his dick. The feeling of her palms was everything he thought it would be, just like the anticipation he felt watching his favorite porn star take control and deliver pleasure.

Her mouth enveloped his hardness, the warmth and wetness sending shivers down his spine. He could feel the delicate contours of her throat as she expertly worked her tongue around his shaft, every movement sending jolts of euphoria through him. Her hands, gripping him firmly, provided support as she bobbed her head up and down, tormenting him.

Sitting with his head against the front seat, eyes closed in bliss and her between his legs he relishes the sensation. He wasn't one to moan, but her expert touch made sounds of enjoyment escape his lips as he climaxed over and over again.


Chapter three
A Night of Burning Passion


She could not forget the man from a few nights ago. His scent lingers in her mind, and his touch against her skin is filled with power and consideration - a mixture she wasn’t familiar with. He saw her… really saw her. As she packs her cases from the table, she can’t get this stranger out of her mind; he is like a bad headache.

Men are liars; they destroy and hurt people, but his dick had felt so good in her mouth and his callous skin smelled clean and fresh. She had enjoyed the pleasure of his body grazing hers.

After their steamy foreplay in the car, he whisked her away to a nearby hotel that evening. His tall, strong frame molded perfectly against hers, exuding power. The fire in him could ignite an entire neighborhood. In the heat of the moment, her silky red dress—her only one—was torn, the fabric worn and weak against their fiery passion.

“Kiss me!”

“Touch me.”

“Scratch me,” he chanted as he carried her by the hips to the insanely large bed in the center of the room. He threw her gently onto it as he retrieved the condom she had given to him earlier in her truck.

He had a huge cock; as he undid his pants, it sprang free, thick and pulsing with need. With a swift motion, he tore open the condom packet, rolled it down his shaft, and without warning, penetrated her. While her mouth took his massive length in easily, her pussy whimpered in protest at the sudden intrusion. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that brought tears to her eyes, yet felt so incredibly good.

"Are you okay?" He paused, sensing her body stiffening beneath him.

"Yeah, don't stop. Fuck me," she reassured him, noticing his concerned expression. She arched her back, urging him on. Responding to her subtle encouragement, he lost himself in the moment.

"Oh, shit," he exclaimed repeatedly, his movements hitting all the right spots, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.

He sucked on her nipples and squeezed her ass as he thrust into her. Her body shook violently as she released her feminine juices all over him. He didn’t let her go; he held her legs together and placed them on his shoulders as he entered her again without hesitation. The friction against his penis was intense; he didn’t stop when she begged and cried out in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” she chanted as her hands covered her face. She had felt so bare before him.

As she thinks back to that evening, her toes curl in need, and her panties feel wet. She could use a fuck… and a new apartment, although one looked more promising than the other.


Chapter four
A Risky Proposition


In the morning, she struggles to squeeze her ass into the only salvageable skirt she has left; the rest is locked away in a storage unit, as she temporarily stays with a friend. She looks at herself in the mirror, taking in the reflection. Nothing has gone well for Sasha in the past eight months since her mother's passing. All their savings have been drained by hospital bills that still weigh heavily on her. The house has been foreclosed on due to several months of missed mortgage payments, and she has lost her job along the way.

Everything has spiraled downward, and currently, she only has $70 in her purse. This new job is the last chance she has to survive the coming week. Her mind is going awry as she dwells on the bad card’s life has dealt her recently. Angry at her new reality, she's barely scraping by each day, and being a college dropout isn't doing her any favors during the job hunt.

She felt the heavens smile on her when she got a call back for the final stage of an interview for the role of personal assistant to an executive in one of the biggest advertising firms in New Jersey.

Her blood pumps with excitement and causes her to step on the gas, going over the speed limit unconsciously. She glances at her phone and curses.

"Stupid Sasha, you are going to be late for the interview", she chastises herself accelerating even more.


She cannot afford to be late. This might be the last chance in life she gets. The next thing she notices are sirens blaring behind her, and a police officer instructs her to stop. 

“Fuck,” she runs her hands through her hair in frustration, gripping the steering wheel tightly.

“Oh fucking hell, not today.” She bangs her hands against the steering wheel before she does as instructed.

“Hello, miss,” the officer says while gesturing for her to roll the window down.

She does as she is told and is met with the warmest blue eyes she has ever seen. The man does justice to the police uniform. There is something about him that makes her skin crawl.

"This must be fate. I can't believe we're meeting again," the man says, his voice thick with lust.

She can feel his gaze on her, and a shiver runs down her spine. He's as captivating as she remembers, his presence filling the room.

“What?” she asks in a confused tone, squinting against the sun as she scans his lean figure.

She plays it cool, but in her mind, she can still taste him, sucking him off without gagging.

He immediately recognized the truck and decided to follow. Her speeding gave him the perfect excuse to pull her over.

Her body throbs with the memory as she tries to maintain her composure.

“Officer, I’m sorry, but I’m late for an interview,” her voice floats.

Calden already knows he won't give her a ticket, but he needs to know her name. This time, he won't let her go so easily. “Well, you were driving over the speed limit. Can I have your license and registration, please?”

"Damn it," she mutters, frustration evident in her voice. Sasha opens her glove compartment to retrieve the requested documents, only to find her blood-red dildo lying next to a black thong. She quickly grabs her driver's license and registration, trying to ignore the embarrassing items. Feeling her face flush with embarrassment she hands them over to the officer. When Sasha looks up at him; his eyes are sparkling and a smile gently tugs at the corners of his lips. He is flushed and clearly enjoying the mystery. She manages to smile apologetically.

“Look officer, I cannot afford to get a ticket right now,”

“Miss, I don’t make the rules,” he says with a big grin on his face while berating her.

After a few seconds she says, “Can you please let it go this one time?” Using her feminine charm. Her heart sinks as she watches the officer jotting down her information. If she stays for too long with this man, her body might betray her: he is the man whose dick she had in her mouth in the back of this very truck.

It felt so good when he entered her tight pussy in the hotel room, a couple of days ago. Missionary style had never been so satisfying. Memories flood his mind as he recalls how he had pressed her legs together before trying to pry them open with his pulsing dick.

All she can think about is getting to the interview on time. Sasha knows she can still make it if she hurries. The drive itself is only about seven more minutes according to her GPS.

“Well, I could let it go, but I don’t think that is a good idea as a dutiful officer.” His eyes twinkle as he stares at her breasts openly.

“You shouldn’t be like that, officer. I remember you begging me not to stop when I was fucking you with my tongue. Surely there is something you can do.”

“Oh, so you remember me after all.”

“Of course. How could I forget?” She says with her voice a lot weaker than she anticipated. “I can help you with that situation happening down there,” she states as she nods at his bulging pants.

“There are many things I want to do to you, Sasha. I want to punish you for leaving without a word. I…”

“Officer, I’ve been a naughty girl, but do you think we can rush this? I’m running late for an appointment,” she says, more coyly. “Come in.” She nods to the passenger seat. She wants this man just as much as he wants her. Just not right now.

“Wow, fuck it, you are even hotter than I remember.” He whistles as soon as he settles into the passenger side of the truck.

Her body trembles with satisfaction, but her brain is in overdrive, thinking about the interview. She quickly grabs his pants and hastily removes his belt.

Meanwhile, he fumbles with his gun holster for easy access.

As her eyes fall upon his exposed erection, a surge of primal desire courses through her veins. Her breath hitches, and a flush of heat spreads across her skin. Without hesitation, her hands move to touch him, her body reacting on pure instinct to the sight of his arousal. “Fuck, I missed your cock.” Her mouth betrays her mind.

“Did you miss it fucking you?” he asks.

“Yes, so much,” she affirms. Even her head has to admit this one.

He laughs as his body throbs with need. The cool air against his exposed dick is suddenly replaced by warmth.

Rubbing her hands together she places them on his hard cock. She can feel his body shake as she holds onto the man’s massive penis. Both of them release loud moans upon contact.

“Fuck,” he groans as her hands glide around his dick in soft sensual movements. She slides her palms along his hard shaft, intending to make each touch more arousing. Moving to his balls, she lightly massages them.

He is craving more than just her hands. Yearning for her mouth to envelop him. But at the same time, he doesn't want her to stop. Each stroke of her hands sends waves of pleasure through him, unlike anything he's ever experienced from a mere hand job.

She rubs softly and expertly switches to a faster pace.

Darn, she is good at it.

Her hands move on their own while her pussy hisses in protest; it wants to be freed. But once again, she wills her mind to win the battle. Sasha glances at the clock— she has one more minute if she wants to arrive on time for her interview.

His body jerks as warm fluid spills onto the back of her fingers. A few seconds later, he relaxes. With a bittersweet realization that this is a goodbye, he leans in to kiss her. “Ten minutes isn’t nearly enough for me to punish you, but I will let you go for now. I will see you tonight,” he says.

“Huh?”

“I have a copy of your license,” he explains. “I have your address.”

“Oh, I don’t think that’s a good one. Can I call you?” she asks.

“Okay, I get off work at seven tonight,” he says as he places a card into her exposed cleavage.

“See you tonight, handsome.” She smiles as she watches him zip up his pants before climbing out of her truck. She can’t wait to get fucked by this sexy stranger again, whose ass she watches from her rearview mirror.


Chapter five
Passionate Quickie


The interview went smoothly, leaving her invigorated as she stood in front of the building. The quickie was exactly what she needed, relaxing her in unexpected ways. It seemed to have done the trick—she got the job. She made a mental note to thank him for that later. Next week she will be starting at her new work.

She took out the card he had given her earlier that morning and calls him. “Hey, it's Sasha,” she says as soon as he takes the call.

“Hey, sexy! Tough luck, something came up, and we have to cancel tonight,” he says disappointed.

“Aw, I was looking forward to fucking you hard tonight,” she pouts. “But I understand duty. I’ll probably just touch myself with the red dildo you saw earlier,” she says as she quiets her voice into a whisper.

“Fucking hell, Sasha. Don't do that to me,” he stammers.

“I mean I could probably just lift my leg right now and pop it in. I’m already so wet thinking of your dick,” she moans into the phone.

“Where are you?” he asks coldly as he picks up his badge and car keys from his desk. He needs to fuck her immediately. He can spare thirty minutes.

“I’m at the bar off the alley on 19th,” she tells him triumphantly.

Minutes later he barges into her truck, sits in the passenger seat and pulls her to him for a kiss. His tongue roughly invades her mouth, taking charge. Her arms are around his neck as he massages her back to undo her bra.

“We have only ten minutes since I need to go back to work,” he says as he sets his phone down and turns on an eight-minute timer. He needs to touch this woman - to fuck her.

She unfastens his belt and discards it on the back seat; his hat and holster follow.

Her hot, full breasts spill onto his face. Every part of her is ready for him. He can smell the dampness in between her thighs.

“So wet,” he says as he presses his fingers against her slick center.

She lifts herself gently as she pulls his pants and underwear halfway to his knees. Kissing him again, this time she takes charge. Her hands are in his hair as she straddles him; his palms are on her breasts, massaging them. Then he takes one of her nipples between his teeth, grazing it lightly while the other hand cups her ass.

His eyes dart to the glovebox to retrieve a condom. She awkwardly gives him space to put it on before she moves on top of him. She uses her long fingers to push her wet panties to the side. With every inch he slides deeper inside, it feels tighter for both of them.

“Ah,” she moans. He is perfect, and her pussy purrs in response.

Her body jerks up and down, taking all of him into her core. He has a huge dick that hit her in her sweet spot. To feel him deeper inside, she bounces harder. The sight is perfect for him: her breasts are swinging up and down as she rocks his body. One hand is in his hair while the other keeps her panties to the side.

Her movements are smooth and agile but not fast enough for him. He holds her waist steadily and jerks up and down into her wet cunt. Her moans intensify as her hand grabs his hair tighter. He can feel the pang of every pull, but her dilated eyes and moans make up for the hair loss.

“Fuck yeah,” she moans.

“Fuck me harder!”

He pounds into her for another two minutes, before he feels her body shake. Her warmth pools around him. It smells like sex. They stare at each other for a moment as they catch their breath.

“We got three more minutes,” he declares.

“Let’s make it count,” she says as she lifts herself off of his dick. She can feel the loss of him inside her, but it is replaced by two of his fingers immediately.

A noise from deep inside escapes her lips.

His other palm envelopes her breasts before he expertly rolls her onto her back. As he bends over her, he parts her legs and sniffs her panties. She smells like detergent and cum. Parting her folds to the side, he continues to torture her.

Her pussy throbs with every movement of his fingers, aching for more.

“You are not good with your fingers,” she says brutally.

“Oh,” he says, surprised and with a hint of disappointment in his voice.

“Sorry,” she says. “I could walk you through it, but we don’t have the time right now.”

“I’m off tomorrow. You can teach me then,” he suggests.

She can’t answer because she feels his lips on her pussy, giving her a wet big sloppy kiss before withdrawing. She wants more, but he points at the beeping clock. It is time for him to leave. They both adjust their clothes in silence.

“Bye, Sasha,” he coos.

“See you tomorrow, officer…” she says, not knowing anything else to call him.

“Calden,” he says as he scribbles his address on a business card.

“We have to stop meeting in your truck,” he says with a smile as he climbs out. She watches as he drives off.

“That was a good fuck,” she murmurs to herself, sinking back into the car seat, savoring the lingering sensations.

***

After a long, exhausting day, they finally reunite the next afternoon, their bodies craving each other's touch. They share a lazy, lingering kiss that quickly escalates into a heated make-out session. Exhausted but content, they eventually drift off to sleep, tangled together in a comfortable mess of limbs.

The following morning, she's wearing nothing but his shirt, her body deliciously exposed. Bent over the expansive kitchen counter, she scrolls through her phone, the whirring of the coffee machine adding to the morning's quiet hum.

He enters the kitchen, a towel wrapped around his waist. His presence brings a sudden jolt of electricity. Approaching her silently, he wraps his arms around her waist, pulling her closer. She turns with a mischievous smile, surprising him with a passionate kiss.

“Morning,” he greets.

“Slept good?” she asks.

His mouth parts to answer, but she kisses him again.

“Someone slept well,” he affirms.

“Yes, I slept really good,” she admits. She hadn't had such a good night's sleep in a long time. There were no nightmares.

She kisses him again as he lifts her onto the counter, deepening the kiss. The shirt she has on is a transparent white, which reveals her breasts. His hands tease her nipples through the shirt, and he opens one button at a time. His hands start tracing light touches along her belly. Then they trail across her rib cage. She is a skinny woman with all the right curves. The things he wants to do to her are countless.

“Are you hungry?” she asks against the kiss.

"I'm starving for you," he growls, capturing her mouth in a deep, urgent kiss. Her hands eagerly move to his towel, undoing it with a swift motion. As it falls to the floor, she wraps her legs around his naked ass, pulling him closer. Her fingers tangle in his damp hair, deepening the kiss as their bodies meld together in a frenzy of desire.

“You know," she whispered, "one of my fantasies involves being cuffed and thoroughly searched by a police officer. You think you could arrest a naughty woman like me?” she asks out of nowhere.

His eyes widen in surprise, while his blood rushes to his dick.

"Aren't you lucky I'm a cop?" he murmurs, his voice low and husky with desire. "I'm going to have to arrest you for being so naughty."

With a grin, he saunters over to the cabinet by the door, his movements deliberate and enticing. He retrieves a pair of handcuffs, the metallic click echoing in the room, sending a shiver down her spine.

Her eyes twinkle in anticipation.

“You know how much I would love to play games with you right now, but I have to get to work soon,” he says with a sad smile on his face.

“See you tonight then?” she asks.

“For sure. I will torture you nicely,” he answers as he kisses her again.

“I’ll get going then,” she says while attempting to get dressed.

"Oh, no," he breathes, his voice thick with desire. "I was not planning to let you go with that sweet, wet pussy of yours."

With a hungry look in his eyes, he guides her back against the counter, his touch firm yet gentle. The anticipation builds between them, the air crackling with electricity as they surrender to the passion that courses through their veins.

The coolness of the kitchen counter contrasts with the warmth of his touch as he gently removes her shirt. His body heat enveloping her, creates a cocoon of warmth against the cool surface. Together, their bodies radiate heat, their passion igniting a fire that consumes them both.

His hands grab her face as he kisses her hard; she sits up and grabs his ass. While his hands slide from her face to her hard nipples, her body relaxes. Next, she can feel two of his fingers inside her pussy. She moans and parts her legs wide to grant him access.

His breath is hot against her skin as he hugs her with his fingers moving in and out of her. She rocks her hips back and forth in pleasure, taking everything she can get.

“Turn,” he commands as he lets go of her. Sasha misses the warmth of his body once he withdraws, but she turns, regardless. Registering how she is almost getting off on his fingers, he adjusts her position on the counter.

Pressing her neck down he places one palm over her stomach and gently pushes on her back with the other. Her body forms an arch with her ass protruding; he watches as her body relaxes into the new position.

After retrieving a condom, he enters her with force.

“Ah, finally,” she moans.

“It’s not too hard?” he asks.

“No, it’s perfect,” she says between breaths as he pumps into her, showing no mercy. He is hitting all the right spots.

“So good, Calden. Make me cum good,” she demands.

“Yes, harder,” she yells as he increases his pace, leaving no room for her to catch her breath from the last thrust.

“Right there,” she yells when she feels him deep inside her core.

She feels a surge of energy building in her lower abdomen, a tight ball of anticipation. With a loud cry, she releases it, feeling a gush of liquid escape as she reaches the peak of her pleasure.

“Oh, ew, I’m so sorry,” she apologizes.

“Why?”

“Your kitchen counter,” she responds.

“I loved it,” he says with a smile.

He turns her around and enters her while looking into her eyes. Both of their bodies are wet from the liquid on the counter.

“Looks like we need another shower,” he says when he senses her concern.

He thrusts hard and fast, their bodies slick with liquid, until he trembles in pleasure and lets out a sigh of relief.

They collapse on the counter for a moment before making their way to the bathroom.


Chapter six
Passionate Role-Play


He walks into the dark room with a baton in hand. His gun and cuffs hang around his waist in a holster, his neatly pressed uniform hugs him in all the right places, and his hat sits elegantly on his head.

“Anyone here?” he asks into the darkness.

He’s met with a deafening silence. He walks further into the dark with the truncheon across his shoulder, ready to strike in case of an attack.

He catches a tantalizing hint of her scent and instinctively follows it, his senses heightened as the sweet aroma grows stronger. The familiar, peach-like fragrance envelops him, a reminder of Sasha and the intense pleasure she brings. The thought of her knowing exactly how to satisfy him ignites a primal desire within him.

“Sasha are you here?” he calls out again.

“In here,” he hears her voice from the bedroom.

The lights are dimmed, but he can see the woman wearing a short maid’s uniform sitting on the edge of the bed. Her legs are crossed, and the stockings on her long limbs end in a pair of heels—the same ones she had on that night at the bar.

“Hey handsome,” she whispers.

"Who are you? What are you doing in my house?" he demands, his voice tinged with anger and excitement. Leaning heavily on his left leg, he leans against the doorframe, his gaze intense as he surveys the woman before him.

“I’m the new cleaning lady,” she purrs.

“And what is this in your bag? Are those my watches?” he continues to play the game.

“I’m sorry, officer. I’m guilty.”

“Are you?” he asks.

“Yes sir,” she says way too fast.

He walks closer and eyes her curiously. As usual, her hair is in a bun secured with a white headband. Her neck is half exposed by the low collar of her white and black costume, which stops an inch from her nipples. He can see the plump, firm shape of her boobs. A name tag pinned on her right breast reads, “Nora.” The dress barely covers her round ass. He guides her hand and places it on his throbbing center. “There might be something you can do to reduce your sentence,” he says, closing his eyes from the touch of her hand.

“Anything, officer,” she answers, smacking her full glossy lips.

“I need to cum hard,” he moans, touching the bulge in his pants.

She kneels in front of him, and, looking up at him, she asks, “Is this what you need, officer?”

“I like you on your knees, Nora. You look fucking beautiful from up here,” he moans as he gazes down at her. “Nevertheless, I need to arrest you. Breaking in and stealing is a crime. Lift your right hand, Nora,” he commands as he unhooks the cuffs from his waist.

She does as she is told and asks, “Now what?”

“Now, you listen to me,” he says as he cuffs her hand against one of the four bed poles behind her. He uses the baton in his hand to raise her head, so she looks up at him. “You have been a naughty girl,” he warns with a sly smile. “I will need to show you the consequences of your crime,” he says as he grabs her hair.

Sasha's body is thrilled. She likes the smooth vibrations of his voice, the sleek baton against her skin, the coldness of the cuffs around her wrist, and the suspense of their role-play. The uncertainty of what he will do to her turns her on.

Calden crouches to match her as she takes off his hat with her right hand. His palms part her legs in a V-shape and caress her exposed thighs all the way to her core.

Her breathing goes ragged when one of his fingertips comes in contact with the thin fabric covering her pussy. Her heart skips a beat when his hand moves over her breasts.

He moves the baton sensually from the bridge of her breasts down to her belly, relishing the power he holds over her. He enjoys being in control, but deep down, he knows he won't be able to keep it up. In reality, he would do anything she says. Sasha has put a spell on him, and he is completely under her control.


She enjoys his movements over her skin before he stands unexpectedly, leaving her longing for more.

“You stole some of my expensive watches. Are you going to pay for them?” he demands.

“Yes, sir. I don’t have any money, but I’ll do whatever it takes,” she answers eagerly. Too eager.

“Pull down my zipper with your free hand,” he demands.

She struggles with it for a minute but finally figures it out. His dick jumps out with no barrier or warning. A moan escapes her lips. She loves what she sees.

“You are going to suck on it continuously until I tell you to stop. Deep throat,” he demands.

“Certainly,” she agrees, taking him into her mouth with deliberate slowness. Her lips and tongue move skillfully, caressing and exploring his shaft as she wobbles her head around it.


He grips her hair, taking control of her movements, unable to contain himself any longer. He had been fantasizing about this moment all day, craving the sensation of her mouth on him. His body is about to surrender to the intense pleasure she provides. As the pressure inside him builds, he can feel how close he is to exploding. The sensation is overwhelming, and he knows he's on the brink of losing control.

When she feels him shake, a wave of arousal washes over her, and she quickens her pace, eager to please him. Before she knows it, he releases himself in her mouth.
“You came quick, officer,” she exclaims as she sucks and swallows his cum, some escapes her lips and drools down her chin.

“Damn, woman. You are just perfect,” he says as he tries to calm his shaky legs. A few seconds later, he helps her onto her feet, his fingers roaming over her body, exploring every inch. Turning her to face the wall at the upper part of the bed before he carefully uncuffs her hand. “Are you okay?” he asks tentatively.

“Never been better,” Sasha answers as she falls backward onto the bed. “Hey, come here, handsome,” she says, beckoning him to come closer.

As he approaches, she takes his hand, guiding it between her thighs. "Feel how wet I am for you," she whispers, pressing his fingers against her heat. "How about, I teach you how to finger me really good?"

Ripping his shirt off hastily, he pulls her in for a kiss, tasting himself on her lips. "Show me what you need, sexy," he says in excitement. There is nothing more he wants to do right now than take this woman over the edge and back.

"Start by tracing circles around my clit, like this," she instructs, showing him the rhythm and pressure, she likes.

As she guides him, he feels her heat through the barrier of her panties. He slides his finger under the fabric, teasing her, before he pulls it to the side, granting him full access to her wetness. Encouraged by her soft moans, he slips a finger inside her, feeling her tightness and wetness.

"Good," she moans, her voice husky with desire. "Now, add another finger and curl them slightly inside me, like this," she instructs, demonstrating the motion that drives her wild. Sasha finds it challenging to concentrate on the teaching part, her hunger growing with each passing moment. Admitting to herself that he is a fast learner, she manages to say in between breaths, "Use your thumb to massage my clit while you continue with your fingers. Keep the rhythm steady." She guides his movements, her body responding eagerly to his touch.

Suddenly, he pulls his fingers out and brings them to his lips, licking her juices off with a hungry look in his eyes. She watches, aching for his touch, feeling a pang of longing as she misses the sensation of his fingers inside her. But the sight of him tasting her juices, enjoying her essence, sends a wave of arousal through her. She's more turned on than ever, knowing that he likes the taste of her, that he craves her as much as she craves him. "Don't stop, Calden. Please, I'm so close!" she whimpers, arching her back towards him, lost in the pleasure he's giving her.

He obeys, savoring the taste of her wetness as he traces circles around her clit with his thumb. Feeling her desire building, he gently pushes two fingers back inside her, curling them slightly to hit that ravishing spot. Her moans grow louder, her body responding eagerly to his touch. He can feel her tightening around his fingers, a sure sign that she's close.

As she reaches the peak, her body tenses, and with a final, desperate gasp, she tumbles over the edge, trembling with release. Her back arches, as she lets out a series of soft, breathy moans. The intensity of her orgasm leaves her trembling, her senses overwhelmed by the ecstasy coursing through her.

He watches her in awe, knowing he's brought her to such heights of pleasure. Seeing her lost in ecstasy, he feels a sense of pride and satisfaction, knowing he was able to please her in such a profound way.

After a moment of blissful recovery, she takes the lead. Turning him on his back she straddles him. Her panties are damp against his skin, and he can smell her juices.

She pulls his pants all the way down without discarding them, then looks him in the eye as she positions herself over his fully-erect dick.

“Ah fuck!” he moans.

After some back-and-forth adjustments, she accommodates all of him inside her. Without further movement, she reaches for the cuffs in his hands and locks his wrists together above his head and around one bed pole. With him inside her, she starts to move, riding him slowly, savoring the sensation of being penetrated. After a minute or two, she pulls away, letting him slip out with a soft, wet sound. Standing up, she walks away, her movements confident and purposeful.

As she suddenly gets up, he feels a rush of cool air where her warmth has surrounded him. He watches her intently, waiting for her to come back, mesmerized by her fluid way of walking.

After turning on some music, she returns with a small bag of toys. Her eyes alight with mischief, she sits down on a chair. Facing him, Sasha takes out the red dildo. "Remember this one," she asks. Without waiting for an answer she traces it along her body, teasing herself before bringing it to her lips and sucking on it, mimicking the act of fellatio. When the next song starts she gets up and lays the dildo down. Holding onto the pole, she moves her hips swiftly to the sounds of “Hot in Here” by Nelly. She begins by swaying her hips slowly, the movement captivating as she twists her waist in a tantalizing dance. Her hands grip the pole, executing amateur moves that somehow enhance her allure, driving him wild with desire. Maintaining eye contact, she sensually unbuttons her costume, revealing her skin inch by inch. Each motion is accentuated by the clack of her stockings and heels against the floor, adding to the seductive rhythm of her dance.

“You are so hot,” he moans as she continues to slither against the pole. Her eyes are half closed as she swings her head around, exposing her neck. With a naughty grin, she uses her hand to deliver a sharp spank to her ass, the sound echoing in the room. As she sensually removes her remaining clothing, she watches his cock twitch in excitement, knowing she turns him on. Her hands glide over her body, caressing every curve, while she teases and squeezes her breasts perfectly in time with the seductive rhythm of the music.

“I need you,” he cries out.

“All in due time, officer,” she promises as she turns her back to him. Bending over with her ass facing him, she uses her hand to part her ass cheeks, moving them sexily according to the beat.

“You are such a tease,” he growls.

She reclines in the chair, facing him, and elegantly lifts her legs onto the bed. Arching her back to raise her hips, she locks eyes with him, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. Closing her eyes, she licks the dildo like the most delicious popsicle she ever had, moaning lustfully. Slowly, she slides the thick dildo into her waiting pussy. Although she's performed this act several times before, the thrill of Calden watching her exceeds any experience she had before. As the dildo fills her, she feels a surge of pleasure that courses through her body. Each movement sends waves of ecstasy washing over her, intensifying with every thrust. The feeling of being watched, of knowing that he is enjoying the show, only adds to her arousal. With each stroke, she moans softly, lost in the sensation. Her body responds eagerly, arching into each thrust, seeking more. The combination of the dildo and the anticipation of what is to come builds a delicious tension within her, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

His head rests against the headboard, his eyes keen and full of lust. Watching her pleasure herself with the dildo, makes all his blood rush to his dick, throbbing with need. There is no denying that his helplessness turns her on, and the knowledge that he is at her mercy only adds to the intensity of his desire. “That should be my cock fucking you, Sasha," he growls, his body trembling with the urge to feel her wet pussy gripping him. Despite himself, he can't deny the thrill of watching her slide the dildo in and out of her, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room.

She's lost in the pleasure, fucking herself with abandon. With her other hand, she massages and pinches her clit, intensifying the sensation. The pleasure builds, but she refuses to release it just yet. "I'm about to cum!" she moans.

"Oh, fucking hell," Calden groans, unable to contain himself. He's more than turned on by her show, and he's more than ready to fuck her senseless.

“You want to suck the juice out of me?” she asks tentatively.

“Yes,” he answers quickly as he sees her legs shaking hard while her body hisses. “Fucking tease,” he says as he smiles, watching her eyes roll as she climaxes. He feels his own wetness at his groin. “Wow, watching you is such a turn-on,” he admits.

“You liked it?” she confirms.

“Hell yeah, that’s some power you’ve got over my body,” he says watching her uncuff him.

“You do this to me. You ignite that fire in me,” she sighs in contentment. Holding his dick she slowly starts massaging it.

His body tenses in pleasure immediately. He wants to kiss her, pin her down, and fuck her relentlessly, but he withholds himself to enjoy the tingling feeling of her gagging on his dick. “Touch my balls," he commands, relishing the sensation of her soft hands on his body. Struggling to hold back his desire to take her right then and there, Calden begins kissing her neck. He moves to her earlobes, lavishing attention on them with gentle kisses and warm breath, teasing her mercilessly. He takes his time, deliberately drawing out the tension between her legs, driving her insane with anticipation. With a sudden surge of desire, he grabs her and pulls her close, his lips crashing down on hers in a hungry kiss. As their kiss deepens, he feels her hand grip his cock tighter, her strokes becoming more urgent. He groans into her mouth. Unable to resist the temptation any longer, he breaks the kiss. When he meets her gaze, her eyes mirror his lust and longing. He swiftly reaches for a condom, his hands trembling slightly with anticipation as he rolls it on. Positioning himself between her legs, he enters her with a deep, primal thrust.

His first stroke is rough, causing a mix of pain and pleasure to shoot through her. But as her craving pussy gets used to his size, she takes him in deeper. Her nails dig into his back as he fucks her hard. Each thrust is driving her closer to the edge. The stimulation of his dick is a stimulating dance of passion. The intensity builds with each passing moment.

Calden's control slips further as he pounds into her, lost in the primal need to claim her completely. Finally, with a guttural groan, he reaches his peak, his body shuddering with release as he spills into the condom.

She follows him over the edge, her own climax washing over her in a wave of ecstasy.

Exhausted and spent, they collapse onto the bed, their bodies still entwined as they catch their breath, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter.


Chapter seven
Passion in the Aftermath


In the morning, she sets out to find a budget-friendly rental property after overstaying her welcome at her friend's place. With her new job, she can finally secure her own accommodations. She has scheduled a meeting with a real estate agent to assist her in her search.

While cruising down the road, an unsettling feeling creeps over her. A nagging thought lingers as she navigates the bumpy road to reach the first property. The surroundings are oddly quiet, but she continues to drive. Taking risks is part of life, so she decides to forge ahead. Just to be safe, though, she puts her cop lover on speed dial as a precautionary step.

Upon reaching the location, she is greeted by two guys, each armed with a stick, instructing her to step out of her truck with her hands raised.

If her gut feeling wasn't a matter of life or death at this moment, she might have performed a little victory dance; once again, her intuition proved correct. She swiftly dials his number just before one of the men snatches the phone from her grasp.

She figures that she'll just roll with it and hope for the best, knowing there's not much else she can do.

Calden flashes a smile when he sees her call, their last fuck still fresh in his mind. However, the noises coming from her end indicate trouble. Without hanging up, he quickly traces the call's location in the station's control room before rushing out.

The men snatch all the loose change from her purse, their disappointment evident when they realize how little she has. One of them raises a hand, intending to strike her, but it never reaches her face; it's halted midway, frozen in the air.

Calden, her handsome lover is here. She breathes a sigh of relief. She has been scared thinking of the endless list of bad things that might have played out. Beside Calden, stands an older policeman.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

“Yeah, I am now, thank you,” she replies shakily and moves to the side to let the cops do their job.

She watches him take charge and cuff the two men before his partner drives the arrested men away.

“Thanks for coming,” she says.

“Have you checked the property yet?” he asks. He holds out his hand as she shakes her head.

“Let’s go then,” he says.

The apartment is small and dainty, but Sasha cannot call this place home, especially after what just happened.

It has beautiful finishes nonetheless. Her eyes flicker to the counter as she looks back at Calden, who mirrors her thoughts. He comes closer to her and lifts her like she weighs nothing.

He cups her face in his hands and plants gentle, then fervent kisses on her lips. Lifting her against the wall, he grabs her waist as she wrapped her legs around him. Their kisses are passionate and unrestrained, both longing for each other. Her fingers tangle in his hair, and her soft moans are like sweet music to his ears.

He craves more but restrains himself.

After the crazy morning, he's just glad to have her in his arms, feeling comforted knowing that she is safe now.

Placing her on the edge of the counter, he kneels before her, delicately parting her legs. Calden lifts her sunflower-colored dress, shifting her panties to the side with his left hand as he buries his head between her thighs.

His mouth explores her with a continuous, tender touch. He uses one hand to pull down her panties so his tongue and finger can violate her in the most pleasurable way. His tongue licks and tastes all her natural juices, while his finger massages her clitoris, creating soft sensations.

She experiences a swirling sensation in her lower belly as waves of pleasure wash over her repeatedly. Her head arches back while her right hand grips his hair tightly. Her lips part, calling out his name the more he fucks her with just his tongue and fingers.

Sasha gradually pushes aside all the fear that still haunted her from the earlier encounter with those men.

Calden eats her out like she is a six-course dinner at a fancy restaurant. She feels like a goddess being worshiped as he taps her pussy gently. Shortly after, she climaxes and squirts cum on his fingers and into his mouth, heaving a sigh of pleasure. She is even more turned on when he sucks his fingers seductively.

“I love the taste of your sweet pussy,” he says.

Sitting up properly and kissing him, she tastes her juices in his mouth. Her hands are everywhere in a second; she wants more of this delicious man as she untucks his shirt from his pants.

Calden is rock-hard for her. His dick is huge and long in ways she had thought would hurt her, but he always fits perfectly.

“I love when you are so ready for me,” she teases.

“You do this to me, love. Your scent is addicting. It fucks with my senses,” he growls as he bites her lips.

“When you say things like this, I feel invincible,” she confesses as she gives into the kiss. His hands are on her breasts, softly massaging them.

“You are powerful, Sasha, more than you know. When you feel weak, think of the time when you had a cop wrapped around your fingers.” He winks and kisses her again.

She jumps down from the counter, takes off her panties in a teasing manner and locks eyes with him. Then she throws the panties at him while he groans, and mutters a curse word. Motioning with her finger, she directs him to climb onto the single stool by the counter. With a swift move, she discards her dress, revealing herself to him. Taking charge, she kisses him fiercely, asserting her dominance. Her kisses are intense, and she uses one hand to massage his dick and balls, taking control of the moment.

“Fucking hell, Sasha, stop teasing me already,” he says with a shaky breath.

“Calm down, darling, I plan on fucking you until you beg me to stop.”

“I think you stole my line, love. I will be fucking you into oblivion very soon. Have your fun while it lasts,” he warns with a calm authority.

Her body hums with anticipation, craving his touch to guide her through a series of positions, each one igniting new waves of pleasure that escape her lips in a chorus of his name. She's desperate for him to fuck her, to take her to the edge and beyond.

He increases the intensity of his kisses on her neck, earlobes, and shoulders. His dick is probing her ass, which is enough to make her go into overdrive. She is becoming more excited by the second.

Keeping those thoughts at the back of her mind, she plans on keeping the promise that she made a few minutes ago. Kissing him harder, she grabs a condom from his wallet, tearing the wrapper in one swift motion. She places it on his dick and takes a squat position above him. She is looking him in the eyes and kissing him before slowly sitting on his dick. His moan is confirmation enough of her success.

He holds her waist as she rides him up and down, back and forth, left and right, all while taking all the pleasure from it she needs.

She feels bold as she climbs down from him. She moves back to the counter, placing her hand on the edge and pressing her cheeks and breasts into the wood with her ass in the air. He doesn't need a further invite as he pushes into her swollen pussy.

He spanks her suspended ass and slides inside her with ease. He holds her waist and pounds into her, hitting her sweet spot. Her very loud moans echo in the empty apartment.

“You like that?” he asks between breaths.

“Yes, I do! Fuck me harder,” she commands.

Trusting her forceful, he presses two fingers into her mouth, urging her to bite down. After a series of intense moments, she reaches the pinnacle of her pleasure; her hands form fists, her toes curl, and her heart races wildly. In that moment, she releases all her inhibitions, giving in to her primal desires.

She climaxes twice within thirty minutes. Gasping for breath, she looks up at a smiling Calden.

~ the END~
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