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Chapter 1

The cruiser idled low beneath the syrup-thick heat of the July night, cicadas rasping like old vinyl in the trees that lined this lazy stretch of county road. Midnight shift in this part of the county was usually just shadows and boredom, headlights like ghosts flickering over pavement with nobody to haunt. Until she blew through the stop sign.

Didn’t even tap the brakes.

He flipped the cherries on, slow and deliberate, letting the flashers bathe her rear bumper in blood-red pulses. Dark silver convertible, top down, her hair already flagged in the mirror like a dare. His boots hit asphalt, door clicking behind him, and as he approached, the woman tilted her head back toward him like she’d been expecting him all her life.

“License and registration,” he said, voice even, the radio crackling on his shoulder like it was whispering gossip behind his back.

She smiled like she’d just bitten into a ripe plum. Full mouth, a slow curl of upper lip, tongue flicking the corner like punctuation.

“Officer,” she said, eyes big and syrupy as the night, “can we not make this official?”

He paused beside the driver’s door. No purse in sight, just long legs crossed at the knee and glitter-stained skin catching flashes of red-blue like a disco ball. Her heels were off, tossed to the floorboard, toenails painted blood-wine.

She leaned closer, pulling her tank top tighter just by breathing. “There must be… some other way I can make this right.”

He watched her. Long enough to let the silence speak. Long enough to feel the shift in the air, the tension winding up like the spring inside a music box about to play something very adult.

“Step out of the vehicle,” he said, voice edged now, hunger buried but not dead.

She obeyed.

She didn’t ask what for.

She stood up slow, like her body was a secret she didn’t mind giving away one piece at a time, and when she faced him, close enough for her breath to catch on the badge pinned to his chest, her fingers skimmed the top of his duty belt. Just barely. Accidental like a promise whispered into the dark.

“I could be very grateful,” she murmured, lashes thick as sin. “If you don’t write that ticket.”

His hand hovered near the radio mic clipped to his shoulder. Procedure burned in the back of his skull like secondhand smoke, years of training choking out the urge that curled warm and wicked in his belly. His jaw locked. His gaze dropped.

No bra.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

He leaned in, voice rough gravel: “Is that right?”

She nodded. Bit her lip. Slid her tongue slow across her lower teeth.

His hand closed around her wrist. Firm. Authority and invitation at once.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did.

No resistance. No hesitation. Just the flutter of her lashes as she turned and braced herself against the hood of the car, the metal still hot from the day’s heat. Her back arched like instinct. His eyes traced every line from her shoulder blades to the hem of that barely-there skirt.

“Legs wider,” he said, and his voice didn’t tremble.

Her heels scuffed gravel as she obeyed.

His palm pressed flat between her shoulder blades, not hard, just enough to say he could. Just enough to make her shiver.

Her skirt flipped easily. No underwear. Her ass framed in shadows and blue-red flashes, a sight obscene in its confidence. She wanted him to see. Wanted this moment branded in his memory like something sacred and filthy all at once.

“You come out here dressed like this for fun?” he asked low, the weight in his words slung low in his belly now.

“No,” she said, voice breathy, “I came out here looking for trouble.”

His zipper moved like it was afraid of him. She moaned before he even touched her.

The cicadas buzzed louder now, like they knew something was happening under that black velvet sky—like they were chanting for it. The air had thickened, humid and close, and her breath fogged faint against the metal hood she was braced over. His patrol cruiser’s lights spun slow behind them, casting flashes of blood and bruise over bare skin and asphalt, painting the world in colors meant for warning.

But neither of them stopped.

He stood behind her. One hand still firm between her shoulders, the other sliding down her spine with the practiced calm of a man used to power, the kind of control that was more than physical. The type written into his stance, his voice, the clench of his jaw. Her skirt was up, bunched around her waist. She was bare to him now, everything exposed and offered like contraband uncovered in a search. Her breath stuttered, sharp and soft, and she shifted her hips back just enough to press against the front of his pants.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, voice rough, deeper than the night.

“I don’t want a ticket,” she breathed, her voice a tremble wrapped in sugar. “I want to behave… very badly.”

He undid his belt with one hand, the sound sharp and final, a leather whisper against the air. Her ass arched higher as if pulled by the sound alone, as if she was tethered to his intent. Zipper teeth parted like they were afraid to be in the way.

He gripped her hip, fingers digging into the soft curve with possession, not permission. She gasped at the pressure, and he liked that sound—liked the tremble of it. With one knee, he nudged her feet wider. She obeyed, shivering when the night air licked at the heat between her thighs.

“No underwear,” he murmured. “You were planning this.”

“I wasn’t.” She moaned. “But I hoped.”

The head of his cock slid along her folds, the contrast of cool air and burning skin making her gasp again. Slick already—like her body knew his before her mouth did. She pushed back harder. No shame. Not even an attempt at modesty.

Just a raw, desperate want made flesh.

He didn’t waste time. Didn’t tease. He angled and thrust slow, first push thick and deep, her moan caught against the hood, hands clawing the air before she gripped the edge like she might fly off otherwise.

“Fuck,” she hissed, half a prayer, half a confession.

He filled her in one slow stroke, savoring how she opened around him, how her whole body tightened, hips canting up to take more. His hand slid around her front, between her thighs, fingers slick with how ready she was. She was shaking now, but not from cold. She was on fire, lit from the inside out.

“Harder,” she said, voice muffled by the metal, breath fogging the paint.

He gave it to her.

Thrusts deep and punishing, pace relentless, hips cracking against her ass in a steady rhythm that echoed in the still night. Her breasts bounced under the thin stretch of her top, nipples hard against fabric, her hands splayed against the hood like she was bracing for arrest. He fisted her hair, yanked her head back to whisper into her ear.

“You don’t get out of a ticket like this,” he growled. “This is me making sure you learn your fucking lesson.”

“Yes,” she gasped, lips parting wide, tongue wet on her lower lip. “Teach me.”

His rhythm faltered for a heartbeat. That word. That goddamn word.

He doubled down.

Faster. Rougher. His fingers worked her clit while his cock pistoned into her, angle brutal, unrelenting, his body slamming into hers again and again until her voice broke apart into wordless cries. Her legs were shaking. Her thighs slick. The hood beneath her smeared with sweat and need.

“Please,” she begged now, arching, hips meeting his thrusts with reckless want. “Please, I’m so close.”

He wrapped an arm around her waist and lifted, pulling her back onto him harder, the slap of skin against skin loud in the open air. Her neck arched. Her cry split the dark like lightning. Her whole body convulsed, tightened, clamped down around him like she was trying to keep him inside forever.

He came with a grunt that shook his chest, his hand still grinding on her clit, his hips still rolling until she whimpered and begged him to stop, too much, too sensitive. She collapsed forward, panting, legs trembling like they couldn’t hold her anymore.

He pulled out slow. His release dripped down her thighs, gleaming in the patrol lights. He watched it, panting, knowing he should feel guilt and not feeling a shred of it.

She turned her head, cheek pressed to the hood, lashes wet, mouth open in a satisfied smile that ruined him.

“So…” she panted. “Do I still get the ticket?”

He tucked himself back in, eyes raking over her with something between hunger and ownership.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he said, reaching for the cuffs clipped to his belt. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 2

She slid into the backseat of the cruiser like she’d done it a hundred times—but this wasn’t for any lineup, and she wasn’t guilty of anything but wanting. Her skirt was still askew, rucked up high from where he’d left it. Her thighs gleamed with the mess of her own release and his, inner legs sticky, warm, her pulse thumping hard at the base of her throat like it was fighting to leap free.

He opened the rear door behind her. No words. Just that stare. Smoky, steel-blue, nothing gentle in it. His belt was back on, uniform rumpled, holster firm at his hip. Badge still shining. The kind of man who looked more dangerous after he’d come.

“You think this is over?” he asked low.

She met his eyes in the mirror and smiled like she’d swallowed a secret.

“I was hoping not.”

The cuffs clicked around her wrists before she could blink.

Fast. Practiced. Cold steel hugging her wrists tight behind her back as he leaned in, pressing her forward across the vinyl seat. She gasped, chest mashed against it, her cheek against the slope of the cushion, arms locked behind her like she’d been arrested by lust itself. Her breath misted the window, and she watched the reflection—his towering frame behind her, his hand reaching down, dragging her skirt up again.

“You’re riding in the back of a police vehicle with no panties, dress around your waist, ass still wet from getting fucked on the side of the goddamn road,” he said, voice a low snarl. “Tell me why I shouldn’t drag you in front of a judge right now.”

She moaned, softly, but he caught it.

“You think it’s cute?” he asked, leaning in, breath hot at her ear. “You think this is funny?”

“No,” she whispered, hips twitching upward, wrists tugging against the cuffs. “I think I’ve been bad.”

That made him still. Just a second. Then his hand fisted in her hair, tugged her head back so her spine bowed.

“Say that again.”

“I’ve been bad,” she said louder, throat tight with breathless heat.

“Say it how you mean it.”

“I’ve been a dirty fucking slut,” she said, voice shaking, eyes wide, drool pooling at the edge of her lips against the seat.

His palm cracked against her ass hard.

The sound echoed inside the cruiser like gunfire.

She gasped—then groaned.

He hit her again, other cheek this time, harder. Her skin bloomed red beneath his hand, soft flesh giving under his strength. She jerked in the cuffs but didn’t beg. Didn’t try to get away. She arched into it, lips parted like she needed more.

“Count,” he growled.

“One,” she whispered.

His hand rose. Fell. Crack.

“Two.”

He leaned forward, voice hot and filthy: “You’re not just getting spanked. You’re being punished.”

“Three.” Breath hitching. “Four.”

She was squirming now. Not trying to stop him. But shaking, thighs pressed together like it helped, like she was trying not to come just from the sting.

His handprint glowed on her ass, red and furious.

“Five—” her voice broke mid-word.

“Louder.”

“SIX!”

Smack. Crack. Her moan turned ragged, needy, helpless.

“Seven, eight—fuck—nine—ten!”

He paused then, breathing heavy behind her, watching the flush spread down her thighs, her skin mottled, trembling, marked. She was dripping again. Her pussy gleamed in the streetlight cutting through the glass. He traced two fingers along the inside of her thigh, gathering slick, bringing it up to smear over the raw heat of her spanked skin.

She bucked. Sobbed. Laughed a little, broken around it.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he said. “You get off on being punished, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes, sir.”

That sir made him grunt.

He opened his fly again. Freed himself. Didn’t ask. Didn’t wait.

Not when she was already shoving her hips back, legs spread as far as the cuffs would let her bend. He slid in again, hot and hard, her walls clenching around him like they remembered everything he’d already done to her.

But this time, it was different.

He took her.

No slow build. No teasing.

His hips snapped into her with brutal rhythm, his palm fisting her hair again as her moans filled the car, wild and high and wanton. Her face mashed against the window, leaving a fogged outline with every cry. Her wrists tugged useless against the cuffs behind her. She looked ruined and ecstatic, stretched and undone, her voice rising as he pounded into her from behind, making the cruiser rock on its suspension.

Outside, the woods were quiet again. The lights still spun.

Inside, it was just breath and sound and sweat.

“You gonna come again like this?” he grunted, voice dark with disbelief and lust. “Hands cuffed, ass on fire?”

“Yes—please, please—don’t stop—”

He wrapped a hand around her throat. Pulled her back. Fucked her deeper.

Her scream was half-silenced by his grip, but it carried enough to rattle his bones. Her whole body clamped down, came hard around him, a series of spasms that pulled him with her. His thrusts slowed, deeper now, buried to the root as he emptied inside her again, panting, face pressed to her shoulder, hand still around her throat like a leash.

She collapsed. Just melted into the seat, breathing fast, twitching.

He uncuffed her slow. Gently. She didn’t move.

Just whispered, “Is that what happens… when we don’t use turn signals?”

He smiled. First time all night.

Then he leaned close and murmured against her ear:

“Don’t make me ask again.”

glass, thighs parted, his cum still dripping between them like a badge of disgrace. Her hair was a mess of sweat and tangles, lashes clumped from tears and mascara. The cuffs hung from one wrist now—he’d unlatched one side, let it dangle, a cold reminder that he still could lock her down in a second.

He stood just outside the open cruiser door, his pants half-zipped, shirt untucked, the edge of his belt still unlooped and hanging. His cock slick, half-hard, still glistening from where he’d just finished inside her. But not satisfied. Not nearly. The taste of her moans still echoed in his head, but her voice wasn’t hoarse enough. Her mouth hadn’t done its part.

Not yet.

He reached in. Fisted the hair at the back of her head and pulled.

Not rough.

Commanding.

She gasped as she was dragged upright, hair clinging to her cheeks, one tit half-spilled out of that stretched-out top, her mouth open like instinct, her breath catching in her throat.

“On your knees,” he growled.

She blinked up at him, pupils blown wide, tongue wetting her lips. She didn’t hesitate. She crawled out of the backseat, awkward with her wrists still behind her, bare knees scraping the gravel beside the cruiser as she knelt before him under the pulse of the spinning red-and-blue lights. Her skirt was still hitched around her waist, ass raw and red, thighs trembling. She looked obscene down there, small and wrecked and so fucking ready.

“Use your mouth like you mean it,” he said, stepping closer, cock inches from her face. “And don’t you dare break eye contact.”

Her tongue was out before he finished the sentence.

She licked him slow from base to tip, a wet drag of heat over slick skin, collecting their combined mess like it was holy. He hissed, fingers tightening in her hair, hips twitching forward.

She sucked the head into her mouth, lips wrapping tight, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she took more. Not shy. Not dainty. She devoured him like she was starving. Her eyes locked on his, pupils huge, glassy, tears already gathering at the corners as she gagged softly around the thickness pushing into her throat.

“Fuck,” he grunted, jaw tight, hand guiding her deeper. “You want to choke on it, don’t you?”

She moaned around his cock. The vibration made his knees threaten to buckle.

He shoved in deeper, fed it down her throat with brutal precision, watched her nose press to his pelvis, her lips stretched wide, her mascara running now in two dark rivers. Her chest heaved, her moans constant, hungry, drool sliding from the corner of her mouth to her tits in a shiny rope.

He pulled back. Let her breathe. She coughed. Sucked air. Tongue out. Eyes begging for more.

“Messy little thing,” he said, brushing his cock across her cheek, smearing it in spit and come. “Is this how you get out of all your tickets?”

She tried to speak, mouth too full. Tried to nod. Couldn’t.

So she opened wider.

And took him again.

This time, she bobbed. Fast. Determined. Her whole body rocking on her knees, spit slapping wet against her chin as she sucked him like she was proving something. He let his head fall back, hand gripping her hair tight, hips starting to fuck her face, his control slipping with every slick drag of her mouth. Her throat flexed around him, and when he looked down, he saw himself disappearing into her, saw the gleam in her eyes as she took it all, over and over.

“You’re gonna make me come again,” he growled, voice thick. “You’re gonna swallow every fucking drop.”

She moaned like yes, please, please, like that was the prize she’d been working for all night.

He held her down on the last thrust, cock buried deep, her throat bulging, his hand fisting tighter in her hair.

He came hard, hips jerking, mouth open in a silent snarl, hot thick ropes spilling straight down her throat. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull back. She swallowed, gagged, swallowed again, eyes watering, chin soaked.

When he finally pulled out, she gasped, mouth still open, tongue out to catch the last drip. Her chest rose and fell like she’d just run a mile.

“Open wider,” he said.

She did.

He spit into her mouth.

She swallowed that too.

He stared down at her. Shaking. Glorious. Ruined.

Then—

He gripped her jaw, tilted her face up. “You keep that mouth clean,” he said. “Next time I pull you over, I expect it ready.”


Chapter 3

She was limp, a boneless heap of sweat and spit and sin on her knees beside the cruiser, mouth open, tongue tracing the taste of him from her lips like it was a prayer. Her breath rasped, shallow and erratic, and her cunt still throbbed with the echoes of what he’d done inside her. On her. To her. The cuffs clinked faintly behind her back, still hanging loose on one wrist, metal smudged with dirt and lust.

He stared down at her, chest heaving, cock half-hard and slick with her mouth, breath hotter than the night.

Then—

Without a word, he gripped her arm, pulled her up to her feet, and shoved her back into the cruiser. Not rough, not careless, just absolute. Like she belonged there.

“Back seat,” he snapped. “Now.”

She scrambled in, the vinyl still warm from where she’d melted into it earlier. Her knees folded up automatically, her legs parting without command, that ruined little skirt bunched useless around her hips. She sprawled across the seat, body stretched, eyes wide and glassy in the glow of the console lights. Her cunt was a slick, swollen mess, lips glistening, thighs sticky with dried need and new hunger.

He got in behind her. Shut the door. The interior swallowed them like a confession booth.

No sirens now. No radio chatter. Just the wet sound of her breath, the creak of leather, the zip of his pants coming down again.

“You think you’re done?” he said, voice low as gravel. “You think this ride back is a fucking break?”

She shook her head, whimpering, legs open wider.

“You’re not done ‘til I say you are.”

He kneeled on the back floor, bent between her knees, cock already thick and flushed, vein-pulsing angry from how ready he was again. She was a fucking vision—head tilted back, hair stuck to her cheek, her lips parted in anticipation. One wrist still cuffed and useless, the other braced against the door, trying to steady herself for what she knew was coming.

“Turn over,” he ordered. “Hands on the seat. Ass up.”

She obeyed fast, breath hitching, her bare knees pressed to the vinyl, chest low, face turned against the window, nipples hard and dragging over the smooth plastic interior. Her ass arched high in the dim light, red from the earlier spanking, bruised where he’d gripped her, perfect.

He knelt behind her.

Lined himself up again.

And slammed in.

She screamed—wordless, wild, her voice raw from use—and her hips bucked back to meet the force of him. He didn’t ease in. Didn’t coax. He was using her now. Fulfilling a need that had gotten worse instead of better after that mouthful of her. He gripped her hips, fingers digging deep, and fucked her like the backseat was built for it.

Fast. Brutal. Deep enough to leave bruises against her womb.

She cried out, palms slapping the seat, back arching with every relentless thrust. The whole cruiser rocked with the force of it, shocks squealing, the back end dipping and bouncing like it was rolling through potholes on a dirt road. The windows fogged. Her moans turned frantic, feral, her ass clapping against him in filthy rhythm.

“Fucking look at yourself,” he snarled, reaching up to grab her hair, yanking her face toward the fogged rearview mirror mounted in the front.

She caught her own reflection, blurry, wrecked—eyes wide, mouth open, cheeks flushed, tears and sweat dripping down. Her tits swayed with every slam of his hips. Her body shook from the force of him.

“You like being used, don’t you?” he growled, fucking her harder, his cock battering deep with every word. “You like being a filthy little cumdump in the back of a cop car?”

“Yes—yes—fuck—don’t stop—”

He reached around, thumb finding her clit, rubbing it cruel and fast as his cock drilled into her. She keened, legs shaking, cunt spasming around him.

“You come now,” he ordered. “Make a fucking mess.”

She exploded—her whole body convulsing, her cry loud and desperate as her orgasm tore through her, her juices spraying across his thighs and the seat, the wet noise obscene and unstoppable.

He snarled. Lost control. Slammed in deep and stayed there, cock buried to the hilt, his own climax ripping out of him with a guttural grunt, hot cum flooding her again, so much it spilled down her thighs in thick streaks. She twitched under him, sobbing, overwhelmed, wrecked, her hands gripping the seat like it was the only thing keeping her from floating away.

He stayed like that. Panting. Cock still twitching inside her. Watching her quiver beneath him.

She whimpered, voice a broken thing.

“I want to stay back here…”

He pulled out slow, watching his cum leak from her spent, trembling pussy.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

The cruiser pulled off the road again, deep into the county’s nowhere—a clearing behind the station where no lights reached and no questions came. Crickets hummed low. The air was still heavy with summer heat, thick enough to chew. He’d killed the headlights but left the cabin lit just enough to see her sweat shine and her thighs twitch.

She was slumped across the backseat, flushed and boneless, her cunt dripping, mascara half down her cheeks, fingers curled helplessly around the seatbelt strap she’d used to steady herself through the last brutal fuck. Her breath was shallow, chest rising and falling like she’d run for miles. Her skirt didn’t even pretend to hide anything anymore.

He climbed into the front seat, grabbed the patrol tablet mounted beside the dash—detached it.

Clicked the file.

Dashcam. Timestamped.

He hit play.

And her moan filled the cabin.

She flinched when she heard it, face turning to the side window, skin prickling with humiliation that only sharpened into heat. It was her voice. Her sobbing, gasping voice begging for his cock. For pain. For more. Her body, visible in the camera’s cruel eye, bent over the hood, then down on her knees, drool leaking onto the gravel while she gagged herself willingly on him.

He turned the screen toward her.

“Watch it.”

She tried not to. Then looked.

Her breath caught. She watched herself take him—eyes wide, smeared, face ruined. Her own wet sounds filled the cruiser now in stereo: the slap of skin, the rasp of her voice begging for punishment, the unholy moan as she swallowed his come and asked for more.

“I…” she breathed, chest shaking. “I look—”

“Like a whore,” he said, voice rough, cutting. “Say it.”

“I look like a fucking whore,” she whispered, unable to look away, hand creeping between her legs, thighs clenching.

He climbed into the backseat again.

Grabbed her wrist.

“No. That’s mine now.”

She moaned.

He tossed the tablet onto the armrest, screen still playing, her moans on repeat. Then he shoved her down—face to the seat, ass up, knees spread. She was shaking already. Her cunt was a mess, swollen and gleaming, but he wasn’t looking at that anymore.

His hands gripped her ass, pulled her open wide.

She whimpered.

“No,” he murmured. “You don’t get to hide that from me.”

Then his mouth was on her.

Tongue flat, firm, dragging over her hole, hot breath sending a shiver ripping through her spine. She gasped—arched—tried to twist away but couldn’t, not with his hands gripping her cheeks apart, not with that filthy voice murmuring into her skin.

“You’re going to open this for me,” he growled between licks. “You’re going to learn to take it.”

His tongue lapped over her again, slower now, more deliberate, pressing with a rhythmic insistence that made her tremble. Every swipe circled her tight rim, wetting it, teasing it. He spit. Let it drip. Let it slick her while he pushed her thighs farther apart.

She was moaning louder now—not from shame anymore. Not fear.

From need.

The screen behind her still played every filthy sound she’d made before, echoing like a chorus: her mouth sucking him down, her voice cracking as she begged to be used. She was watching herself get destroyed while he worked her open again—this time deeper, darker, more obscene.

His tongue pressed in.

She screamed.

A high, helpless cry as her body clenched and arched. Her hands clawed the seat, her legs buckled. He held her in place and went deeper, fucking her with his mouth now, his breath hot, nose pressed to her slick skin as his tongue forced its way past the tight resistance of her virgin hole. She was panting, incoherent, her whole body vibrating.

She heard herself on the tablet: “Please, don’t stop. Please.”

And then she was saying it again—live, broken, sobbing.

“Please. Please, more. More—fuck—please—”

He growled into her, tongue relentless, one hand sliding beneath her to slap her clit once—crack—before circling it hard. Her thighs jolted. Her eyes rolled. Her body turned to jelly.

“You want to beg?” he said, lifting his face, chin slick, tongue glistening in the light.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes, I’ll beg—I’ll do anything—”

“Then beg me to fuck your ass.”

Her head dropped forward. Her whole body convulsed at the words.

“Please,” she gasped. “Please fuck my ass, I want it, I’ll be good—I’ll take it—I’ll open for you—please—”

He grabbed the tablet again. Tilted it so she could see herself, still on loop, gagging on him like it was oxygen.

“Then you watch what your mouth does,” he snarled, lining himself up behind her slick, twitching hole. “While I see what your ass can take.”

The cruiser was sweltering now, the air thick with sweat and sex and the sticky echo of moans still leaking from the tablet on repeat. Her voice, distorted through the tiny speakers, pleaded over and over—please, fuck me harder, I’ll be good, don’t stop—each loop landing like a slap across her skin.

And now her ass was spread wide again, trembling, ring glistening with his spit, twitching around nothing. Her cunt still leaked, open and sensitive from everything that had already been taken from her. He knelt behind her, cock thick and gleaming with precum, pressing it slowly between her cheeks, grinding it against that taut little hole that fluttered under the pressure.

She sobbed as he pushed, not from pain—not yet—but from the weight of it, the knowing, the anticipation that this was the one thing she hadn’t been used for.

And now it was his.

“Breathe,” he growled, hand flat on her lower back, pinning her down to the seat. “Push out for me.”

She obeyed without thought. Her breath hitched. Her body gave way.

The head popped in.

Her scream was guttural, face buried in the seat cushion, hands clenching into the vinyl like she could rip through it. He held there, just the crown, letting her feel the burn, the stretch, the slow humiliation of being split open in the one place no one else had touched.

“Look up,” he said. “You’re going to watch yourself while I ruin your last hole.”

She lifted her head, tears streaking her cheeks, lips wet, gaze drawn to the tablet propped beside her. It was her—on her knees, eyes hollowed out by cock, spit trailing down her chin. It was her choking, moaning, asking for it.

And now she was seeing it again in real time—her reflection caught in the window, back arched, mouth open, while he slid deeper into her ass inch by inch.

“F-fuck,” she sobbed. “Too big—too deep—”

“You’ll take it,” he hissed, palm rising to crack against her ass. She jerked. “You wanted this.”

“I did,” she whimpered. “I do, I do—”

He rocked forward. Another inch forced inside. Her hole stretched tight around him, clinging like it didn’t want to let him in or let him go. Her whole body trembled. She buried her scream in the seat, gasping when he leaned over her back, mouth at her ear.

“You’re going to come with me in your ass,” he whispered. “You’re going to milk my cock while you cry for more.”

Then the radio crackled.

“Unit 7-2, status check? You still out past marker 48?”

The sound hit her like lightning.

He froze, still buried halfway into her.

The line stayed open.

Static buzzed.

Her eyes flew wide. Her body clenched.

He smiled.

Pressed the transmit button on his lapel mic. Voice calm. Collected. In full uniform. With his cock halfway up a girl’s ass and her face mashed into the seat.

“Copy that. Still at 48. Got a 10-55 I’m processing. Minor resistance, but I’ve got it under control.”

The dispatch voice answered with a sleepy tone. “Roger that, 7-2. Call in when you clear.”

He released the button. Turned to her.

“You hear that?” he asked, rocking forward again—deeper. “They think you’re drunk.”

She gasped, hips twisting, voice breaking.

“I am—drunk on you—oh my God—”

He grabbed her hips, slammed the rest of the way in with a brutal thrust that shoved the air from her lungs. She screamed, knees sliding on the seat, her back arched to breaking. He grunted, hands gripping tight, his cock buried fully now in her ass, her hole clenching like it might snap from the fullness.

“You think that radio was loud?” he growled, hips starting to move, slow punishing rhythm. “Let’s see if they notice you crying out on my cock.”

She tried to speak.

Tried to beg.

But only sounds came out now. High, wet, broken sounds, sobs layered over moans as he began fucking her in long, grinding strokes, hips slapping against her sore ass, cock stretching her deeper with every thrust. His grip moved to her shoulders, pulling her back into him, making her take it like an animal—like property.

She watched herself do it.

The dashcam played her mouth swallowing him. Her sobs, her spit, the sound of her choking on her own want. She saw it—and felt him inside her—and her body couldn’t take it.

Her orgasm hit like lightning.

No build-up. No warning. Just her hole clenching violently around his cock, her cunt dripping fresh down her thighs, her scream loud enough to shake the frame of the car. She collapsed, but he didn’t stop. He held her up, fucked her through it, one hand tangling in her hair, the other back on her clit.

“You’re gonna give me another,” he said. “And you’re gonna come while I fill your ass.”

“Please—please yes—I want your come—I want it in me, please—”

He roared, slammed deep, every vein in his cock pulsing as his orgasm tore through him. His load flooded her with thick heat, pumping into the tight clutch of her ass until it overflowed, spilled, dripped down to mix with the mess on the seat. Her whole body convulsed again, legs kicking, tears flooding down her face as she sobbed out her release one more time.

And still the screen played her moaning.

Still the radio crackled once.

“7-2, confirm status?”

He hit the mic again, voice steady.

“Subject’s compliant now. Situation resolved.”


Epilogue

She lay curled in the backseat of the cruiser, face against the vinyl, her body trembling with exhaustion, legs still parted from where he’d used her—no, wrecked her—and left her gaping, dripping, and hollow. His cum leaked from both holes in slow, thick drips, seeping into the seams of the seat beneath her thighs, staining her skin, making her shudder every time the air kissed it.

The dashcam video had ended. The tablet sat dark, discarded, mute for now. The radio no longer buzzed. Even the crickets had gone quiet.

He sat in the front seat, one hand gripping the wheel, the other resting on his thigh. Jaw locked. Knuckles pale. But something had shifted in the air. The tension wasn’t gone—just changed. Transmuted.

Finally, he turned. Reached back. Gently.

His fingers brushed her cheek. A soft stroke. Featherlight after all the brutal things those same hands had done. Her eyes fluttered open. Dazed. Wet. Not from tears of pain, not anymore. Her lips parted, but she didn’t speak.

“Baby…” he murmured. “C’mere.”

She blinked, confused for half a heartbeat—until his voice broke like that. Until that word cracked the mask.

“Baby.”

Not slut. Not bitch. Not whore.

His hand slid under her, warm and steady, and lifted her from the seat like she weighed nothing. She whimpered but didn’t resist, collapsing into him, bare and filthy, her wrists still marked from the cuffs, her skin red where he’d spanked her raw. She straddled his lap in the front seat now, legs draped over his thighs, arms around his neck, face buried against his collar.

He held her there. Close. Tight.

“I got you,” he whispered against her temple, kissing the damp hair clinging to her scalp. “You did so fucking good tonight.”

She choked a sound—half sob, half laugh—and burrowed closer.

“I didn’t go too far?” she whispered.

He cupped the back of her head, thumb stroking gently.

“You took every fucking thing I gave you,” he said. “Every goddamn inch. Every order. Every bit of me. And you begged for more.”

She smiled, soft, weak.

“You’re unbelievable,” he said, pulling back to look her in the eyes. “You make me lose my mind.”

Then he kissed her.

No hunger. No command.

Just warmth. Soft lips. His tongue barely parting hers, slow and intimate, like they had all night. Like she wasn’t still half-naked in the front seat of a cop car with cum leaking down her thighs and a cunt still fluttering from the aftershocks of being used.

She moaned into his mouth, melted completely.

“I love when you pull me over,” she murmured, voice dreamy.

“I know,” he smirked, brushing his thumb over her cheekbone. “You blew that stop sign on purpose.”

“You never fuck me like that unless I’m a criminal,” she said with a lazy smile.

His laugh was low, real, breaking through his chest as he leaned back, still holding her close. “You’re always a criminal. You steal the fuckin’ air outta my lungs.”

She kissed his neck, slow and reverent. “Take me home, officer.”

He started the engine. Held her there, curled in his lap, while the cruiser rumbled to life beneath them.

The seatbelt alarm dinged once.

He ignored it.

She reached down between them, adjusted his softening cock with a grin, tucked it away like a good little girl. Then she pulled the edge of his uniform shirt closed over her bare chest and settled against him like they were already in bed.

He pulled onto the dark county road, red-blue lights finally off, stars blinking above them.

The cruiser rolled quiet through the trees.

And at last—revealed in the rearview mirror, nestled in the mess of her tangled hair and smeared makeup—

A gleam of gold.

His wedding ring.

And hers, still on her finger.

Married.

Not strangers.

Husband and wife.

And she, the woman he’d sworn to protect and ravage in equal measure, had written this night into their lives like a ritual. A game. A fantasy played full tilt into the dark, where she could become his bad girl again, and he could drag her down with his cock and his hands and his hunger, knowing the whole time she wanted it. Trusted him. Needed it like oxygen.

He glanced at her once more, her face soft and glowing in the dashlight, her lashes fluttering as she dozed in his arms.

And he smiled.

Because he knew—

Next week, she’d run a red light.

And she’d get pulled over again.
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