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      Chapter One
    

    
      “I can’t believe you were looking at Miranda all evening,” Bryce said. Her hand was sticking out of the car window so she could feel the breeze as they drove toward home. “None of the other men could take their eyes off of me, but my own husband kept staring at someone else.”
    

    
      Henry sighed. The way Bryce dressed for the party ensured she’d turn some heads. A tight dress so short she couldn’t bend over without revealing whether or not she was wearing panties (she wasn’t) and impractical heels that did fantastic things to her ass when she walked made it almost impossible to look away from her. 
    

    
      Of course, she wasn’t the only attractive woman at the party. She’d always been jealous of Miranda, an old friend of hers from college. And Henry was hardly the only man to have his eyes on Miranda and her painted-on jeans.
    

    
      “I wasn’t looking at her 
      all 
      evening,” he said.
    

    
      She laughed. “You should’ve put the moves on her. I’d love to hear what she’d have to say about your tiny dick.”
    

    
      A familiar pain shot through his chest as she shoved that metaphorical knife in. At the same time, a similarly familiar twitch in his pants meant his tiny dick was becoming just a little less so.
    

    
      “It used to be enough for you,” he said, pressing harder on the accelerator. Driving fast always helped him feel better about his deficiencies. “Wasn’t it?”
    

    
      “Enough?” she replied. “Let’s just say I’m glad you’re so talented with your tongue.”
    

    
      His cock twitched again, and he groaned.
    

    
      “I wonder what Miranda would think of my tongue, then,” he said.
    

    
      “Too bad you’ll never know,” Bryce said. “She left the party with Jim. You know, the guy they hired two years after you but just got promoted to be your boss?”
    

    
      He felt a catch in his throat. Bryce had made it very clear she was disappointed in him for not getting that promotion. And also about how hot she thought Jim was. Henry had never been the most aggressive man when it came to climbing the ladder of success. Jim was nothing but aggressive.
    

    
      “That man has a giant cock,” Bryce said. 
    

    
      From the corner of his eye, Henry could see her left hand in her lap, moving ever so slightly. Was she getting herself off as she spoke? 
    

    
      “I mean, I haven’t had the pleasure of seeing it myself. Yet, anyway. But you can just tell, even through his pants.”
    

    
      She knew just how to push his buttons. His cock was approaching the closest it ever got to being “giant” as he sped up. He was going about twenty over the limit now.
    

    
      “I bet he’s giving it to her right now,” Bryce said. “She probably doesn’t even care about his tongue with a cock like he must have. Not to say I don’t enjoy being eaten out, but there’s no substitute for a proper cock.”
    

    
      “I’ll take your word for it,” he said.
    

    
      “You should,” she said. “I haven’t had one in a couple of weeks, unfortunately.”
    

    
      Faster now. Thirty over the limit. He was grateful for this straight stretch of road that led to their house through a mostly deserted wooded area. It let him take out his frustrations over his little cock, his inadequate career ambitions, the fact that his wife could have any man she wanted while he was never a passing thought in any woman’s mind.
    

    
      Sure, it all turned him on, as did his wife’s pointed reminders of how small he was in the grand scheme of things. He’d long ago resigned himself to having no power over the things that aroused him. But he wondered, not for the first time, what it might be like to not be like this.
    

    
      He didn’t let those kinds of thoughts linger very long.
    

    
      As much as her berating him turned him on, she enjoyed it, too. He could smell her arousal, the wind blowing through her partially opened window sending her musky scent in his direction. She must have been sitting in quite the puddle of her own juices.
    

    
      “Don’t get us killed in your rush to get home,” she said. “I’m not fucking you when we get there if that’s what you’re thinking.”
    

    
      “No?” he said. “Thought you might be in the mood.”
    

    
      “Oh, I am,” she said. “That’s what Dimitri is for.”
    

    
      Dimitri
      . Her thrusting dildo. Yes, she named it.
    

    
      He sighed.
    

    
      “Oh, don’t be grumpy,” she said. “Just watch some porn and jack off like you do every night.”
    

    
      He shoved the accelerator all the way down. A few seconds later, he blew past a police cruiser parked on the side of the road. The cruiser’s lights came to life as the cop started his pursuit.
    

    
      “Great job,” Bryce said.
    

    
      He slowed down and flipped on his right turn signal. He drove into a small clearing in the woods. The cop pulled in behind him. The asshole flipped his high beams on, blinding Henry when he looked in his rear-view mirror.
    

    
      Henry rolled down his window, turned off the ignition, and put his hands on the steering wheel. A moment later, the cop was there asking for his license and registration. He was a tall man with broad shoulders, chiseled features, and a beard Henry immediately knew Bryce would be into.
    

    
      Henry couldn’t grow a beard to save his life.
    

    
      Henry started to reach into his pocket to retrieve his wallet when Bryce interrupted.
    

    
      “Officer… what was your name?” she asked.
    

    
      “It’s Dalton, ma’am,” he said. “Steve Dalton.”
    

    
      “Well, Officer Steve Dalton, I have an idea for how to resolve this… problem.”
    

    
      Officer Dalton looked Bryce up and down and didn’t even try to hide it. “Ma’am, I just need to see your… husband’s documents.” He said the word “husband” as if suspicious of it.
    

    
      Bryce rubbed her right thigh with her hand, shoving her dress upward as she did so.
    

    
      “Are you sure there’s not something else you’d rather see?” she asked.
    

    
      The officer smiled. “What did you have in mind?”
    

    
      “I think you know,” she said. “Do I have your permission to get out of the car?”
    

    
      “Bryce, what are you doing?” Henry asked.
    

    
      “Hush, dear,” she said. “I’m getting you out of your ticket.” To Dalton, she asked again, “Can I get out of the car… 
      Sir?
      ”
    

    
      Dalton looked back toward his cruiser and the road. Henry wondered if he was thinking of how much trouble he could get into by not only ditching protocol but also by doing what Bryce was obviously hinting at. From what he’d heard, he knew Dalton was willing to risk it.
    

    
      “That’s fine, ma’am,” he said. “Just keep your hands where I can see them.”
    

    
      “Oh, I will,” she said, opening her door. “I want you to see everything my hands do.”
    

    
      Bryce walked around the front of their car to stand in front of Dalton. She ran her finger back and forth across his chest, lingering on the little silver rectangle which bore his name.
    

    
      “Dalton,” she said, barely above a whisper. “I like that name. It’s such a strong name.”
    

    
      “Thank you,” he said.
    

    
      “A much better name than the one he made me take when we got married,” she said, nodding toward Henry.
    

    
      “And what name would that be?” Dalton asked.
    

    
      “Cocket,” she said. She now had both of her hands on his chest.
    

    
      “Not sure I’ve heard that name before,” he said. 
    

    
      Bryce’s hands went lower as she said, “It’s an old English word; it was some kind of seal or certified document or something.”
    

    
      “Also a type of bread,” Henry offered uselessly, his heart pounding as he watched her hands get closer to her apparent target.
    

    
      She laughed. “To me, though, it sounds like something you might call a little dick. Which, I have to admit, is appropriate in Henry’s case.”
    

    
      Dalton laughed at that and then gasped as Bryce’s hands finally reached the growing bulge in his pants.
    

    
      “I see you have nothing to worry about in that department,” she said.
    

    
      “Okay, that’s enough,” Henry said. He unbuckled his seat belt and opened his door.
    

    
      Bryce kicked the door shut and said, “Officer Dalton, will you please handcuff my husband to the steering wheel?”
    

    
      Both men said, “What?” at the same time.
    

    
      “He might be a nuisance if you don’t,” she said, now massaging Dalton’s cock through his pants.
    

    
      Dalton shrugged and pulled a pair of handcuffs off of his belt. Henry offered only slight resistance as the cop reached through and cuffed one of Henry’s wrists.
    

    
      “Do both wrists through the steering wheel,” Bryce suggested. “Otherwise, he might start touching himself.”
    

    
      Dalton laughed, looking Henry in the eyes. “Oh, you like to watch, then?”
    

    
      Henry ignored him as he worked the cuffs through the steering wheel and then secured Henry’s other wrist.
    

    
      
    

    

      Chapter Two
    

    
      Bryce watched as Dalton cuffed Henry and smiled. She slipped out of her dress while Dalton’s back was turned. The slight chill in the air made her already erect nipples rock hard. She rubbed fingertips over them, enjoying the little bumps on her areolas. When Dalton turned back around and saw her standing there naked, ready for him, he gasped.
    

    
      “Like what you see?” she asked.
    

    
      “Very much,” he said.
    

    
      She went to him, pressing herself against him and shoving him back against the door of the car. Henry shifted around nervously in his seat, only inches from Dalton’s back.
    

    
      “I see you have a billy club,” she said, stroking his baton as if it were something else. “I didn’t think you guys carried those anymore.”
    

    
      “Most of us don’t,” he said. “Some use those expanding ones. But I like the way this one feels.”
    

    
      “Hmmm,” she muttered. “I think I might like the way it feels, too. May I?”
    

    
      “Uh, I don’t know…”
    

    
      “I promise the only person I may hurt with it is myself,” she said. “But I like a little pain now and then.”
    

    
      Dalton handed her the baton.
    

    
      She nudged him out of the way so Henry could see her. She held the baton up to her face so the handle was in front of her mouth. She stuck out her tongue and moved the rod downward, licking it from grip to end as she did so. Henry moaned, and she giggled. When she got to the top, she stuck it inside her mouth and slobbered on it, letting her saliva run down its length.
    

    
      Then she held the top of the baton against her pussy lips.
    

    
      “Watch this, Henry,” she said, working it against her slick folds.
    

    
      “Jesus Christ,” Henry said, but he didn’t look away.
    

    
      Confident he’d keep watching, she closed her eyes and pushed the baton inside. She was dripping wet, so it went in smoothly. Before long, she moved it in and out, slowly at first but gradually picking up speed. She moaned as her pleasure built, the sensation magnified by knowing she had two men watching her perform.
    

    
      She almost came; it would’ve been so easy. But she wanted Dalton to have the honor of showing Henry what it was like when a real man with a real cock had his way with a woman. Instead, she got as close as she dared and then, panting, pulled the baton out of her pussy.
    

    
      “Wow,” Dalton said, touching her shoulder.
    

    
      His touch made her shiver with delight. She looked at her husband, sitting there with his mouth gaped open. She suddenly had the most devious idea.
    

    
      “Here you go, sweetheart,” she said. She held the baton so the end that was dripping with her was only inches from Henry’s face.
    

    
      “What?” he asked.
    

    
      “Suck it,” she said. “Or do you not want a little taste of what Officer Dalton here is about to have?”
    

    
      Henry rolled his eyes but opened his mouth wider.
    

    
      “Good boy,” she said, sticking the baton into his mouth.
    

    
      Henry closed his lips around the baton. Bryce wiggled it a little bit to encourage him to start sucking, which he did. As he did, Dalton pressed himself against her backside. He must have taken his cock out while she was playing with the baton because she felt it now, working its way between her ass cheeks.
    

    
      “I can feel his cock, Henry,” Bryce said as Henry continued sucking on the baton. “I can already tell it’s so much better than yours.”
    

    
      She let the baton rest on the ledge of the car door, the business end still inside Henry’s mouth. She turned around and embraced Dalton, rubbing her crotch against his dick. She thought about asking him to take his clothes off; she longed to press her whole body against his warm skin, to see the muscles that must be hiding underneath that blue uniform. But he seemed a little too eager to be bothered with that. She 
      sighed
       and lowered herself so she was eye level with his raging member. It was a nice size. It would never win any world records. It wasn’t even the biggest cock she’d had in the last two months, but it was a champion compared to what her husband had. 
    

    
      She wrapped one hand around the shaft and cupped his balls with the other. She stroked him for a moment, enjoying the feel of his soft skin in one hand and the warmth of his sack in the other. She moved toward it, her mouth watering as she thought about taking him inside, but stopped just before contact. She wanted to get permission.
    

    
      “Henry, dear,” she said, not bothering to look away from Dalton’s manhood. “Tell me you want me to suck Officer Dalton’s cock.”
    

    
      Henry made some muffled sounds. He still had the baton in his mouth.
    

    
      “Jesus Christ, spit it out and use your words.”
    

    
      The baton fell to the ground behind her.
    

    
      “Suck his cock,” Henry said quietly.
    

    
      “That’s not what I told you to say,” Bryce said, using both hands now to massage Dalton’s prick.
    

    
      Henry sighed. “I want you to.”
    

    
      “You want me to what, dear?”
    

    
      “I want you to suck his cock.”
    

    
      She laughed. “Good boy. That’s exactly what I want, too.”
    

    
      Bryce placed the cock’s head between her lips and sucked it for a moment. Then she moved toward him, letting him fill her mouth. She moaned as the tip led the shaft across her tongue, headed for her throat. Dalton moaned, too.
    

    
      Bryce wrapped her arms around him, putting her hands on his ass, and pulled him toward her. She moved her mouth up and down on his cock, letting it breach her throat. Her only regret was she couldn’t take jabs at Henry with her mouth occupied.
    

    
      Dalton must have read her mind. “Your wife feels so good, man,” he said. “Does she do this to you a lot?”
    

    
      Henry said something that wasn’t quite audible, but Bryce knew what it was: 
      No
      . She laughed around Dalton’s cock.
    

    
      “Fuck,” Dalton said. “I’m gonna come soon.”
    

    
      She had to slow this down if she was going to get this thing inside her. She pulled away, moving her hands into place to stroke him so she could talk.
    

    
      “What, you just wanna come in my mouth?”
    

    
      “That’d be nice,” he said, his breathing labored. “The wife never lets me, so…” 
    

    
      She smiled up at him. She wanted to beg him to fuck her instead, but the yearning in his eyes convinced her not to. There was just something about the desperate energy a man gave off when he wasn’t satisfied in the bedroom that really got her going. It was one reason she loved Henry since he seemed to enjoy being denied so much.
    

    
      But fuck if she wasn’t horny. Dimitri was going to get a workout tonight.
    

    
      “I was hoping for a little something different, but it’s your call.”  She nodded back toward Henry. “Get him to tell you to do it.”
    

    
      Dalton smiled, then looked at Henry. “She wants you to tell me to come down her throat.”
    

    
      “I’m not going to say that,” Henry said.
    

    
      Bryce knew that was bullshit. “Henry… do you want me to get you out of your ticket or not?”
    

    
      “Okay,” Henry said after a moment’s hesitation. “Go ahead. Come down her fucking throat.”
    

    
      “You don’t have to tell me twice,” Dalton said.
      

    

      Chapter Three
    

    
      Officer Steve Dalton almost felt sorry for the poor bastard. Almost. It was hard to feel anything but lucky with this little slut’s soft hands working his cock as she got ready to take him back inside her heavenly mouth. When he’d pulled them over for reckless driving, he had been looking forward to getting the last ticket he needed to hit his quota for the month.
    

    
      But fuck that. This was worth not hitting quota.
    

    
      And he’d had an unusual amount of luck lately. Two weeks ago, at nearly this same location, he’d pulled another couple over for speeding. They had a similar solution to their ticket problem, although that bitch wouldn’t let him come in her mouth. She had allowed him to use her ass after she came, so it’s not like he had much to complain about.
    

    
      Fucking another man’s wife in front of him had been a new experience for Dalton, as was feeding this one his cock while her husband watched. This poor sap just told him to come down her throat, and he was more than happy to oblige.
    

    
      Bryce slipped her magic mouth back onto his cock, and his heart skipped a beat. Fuck, this bitch gave the best head he could remember ever getting. Not that he got much lately; Robin had sucked him off a lot before they got married but seemed to never be in the mood to do it after he put that fucking ring on her finger. Tale as old as time, that one.
    

    
      He’d been so close to coming before she stopped. He almost let it happen without telling her, but he liked to think of himself as a gentleman. And he couldn’t deny making Henry tell him to do it was pretty fucking hot. She’d have him there in only a minute or two, but he was too impatient to let her take her time.
    

    
      He grabbed her head through her hair and helped her along. He rammed himself into her as he pulled her head toward him, plunging the head of his cock into her throat again and again. She gagged a little, and spit poured out of her mouth, but she never acted like she wanted him to stop. On the contrary, she even laughed a little bit.
    

    
      “Your wife is one hot little whore,” Dalton told Henry. “Sucking me off to get out of a ticket… who even does that?”
    

    
      Henry looked like he might cry.
    

    
      “Oh, that’s right,” Dalton said. “This little slut right here. The one who’s about to swallow my cum.”
    

    
      He would’ve come quickly anyway, but berating Bryce in front of her husband pushed him over the edge. His entire groin tensed up as he felt the release happening. Then he flooded Bryce’s mouth with his hot, sticky mess.
    

    
      She gripped his legs when it happened and tried to pull away. He didn’t let her. He held her head tightly against him and shoved his cock in even further, forcing most of his seed into her throat.
    

    
      He looked Henry in the eye the whole time.
      

    

      Chapter Four
    

    
      Being called names like “slut” and “whore” didn’t particularly bother Bryce, especially now that she was acting like one. But it didn’t do much for her, either. Degradation was more Henry’s thing, whether the target was himself or his wife of seven year
      s, so she was sure he was having the time of his life. Even if it looked to Dalton like Henry was upset, Bryce had no doubt hi
      s little penis was as hard as it ever got.
    

    
      When the initial rush of spunk hit her throat, she tried to back off. She wasn’t going to pull away completely; she wanted as much of his cum as she could get. But Dalton wasn’t interested in making things easy for her. He held her head in place so she couldn’t get away and then rammed into her mouth again. Wave after wave of his cum invaded her throat, gagging her more than the head of his cock had.
    

    
      Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, he was finished. His cock lingered in her mouth for only a moment after spurting out the last of his seed. When he pulled out, some of his cum tried to leave with him, spilling over her lips and onto her chin. She gathered it with her fingers and, turning to the side so Henry could see, shoved it back into her mouth.
    

    
      “Holy fuck,” Dalton said, his softening cock still a nice size as it swayed in the air before her. “That was great.”
    

    
      She nodded but didn’t say anything, her mouth still half full of cum. She stood and went over to Henry. She leaned in toward him, resting one elbow on the car door’s ledge. With her free hand, she started massaging her clit. 
    

    
      She couldn’t tell him what she wanted him to do without risking losing her mouth’s precious cargo, but he knew. He leaned toward her, as much as he could with his hands bound to the steering wheel.
    

    
      She pressed her mouth against his and giggled when she felt him probing between her lips with his tongue. Their eyes stayed locked on each other as she opened up to take in his tongue and let Dalton’s cum spill into his mouth.
    

    
      He took it all in. His tongue swirled around hers and the inside of her mouth, looking for more. When he was content that he’d gotten it all, he swallowed it.
    

    
      She came when he did.
    

    
      “That’s… kinda freaky,” Dalton said behind her.
    

    
      Bryce gently patted Henry’s cheek. 
      Fuck, I love this man, 
      she thought.
       
    

    
      She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and turned to face Dalton.
    

    
      “Are you saying you didn’t enjoy yourself?”
    

    
      He laughed. “Not at all. But it was… different.”
    

    
      Bryce glanced down at Dalton’s crotch, a little disappointed he’d already zipped himself back up. She’d been hoping he’d be up for Round Two, but it didn’t look like it was going to happen. Visions of Dimitri danced in her head.
    

    
      And then another police cruiser slowly drove by the clearing, stopped, and backed up. It turned off the road and pulled in behind Dalton’s cruiser. Bryce could see both a driver and a passenger.
    

    
      She looked madly at her dress on the ground, but she wouldn’t be able to get to it and get it on before the new cops got out of their car. Regardless, they could probably see into the clearing well enough to see her standing there naked. Dalton moved to stand in front of her as if that would do anything.
    

    
      They were busted.
    

    
      The new cops opened their doors at the same time and stepped out. They looked questioningly at Dalton, their hands on their hips as if ready to draw their weapons if need be.
    

    
      “Hey, guys,” Dalton said as if nothing was wrong. “What are you doing out here?”
    

    
      The driver, about Dalton’s height but with even broader shoulders and a massive chest that strained against his shirt, spoke first. “Dispatch was trying to reach you on the radio.”
    

    
      The driver’s voice was deep and rich and did wonderful things to Bryce’s already tingling pussy.
    

    
      “When you didn’t respond, we said we’d come to your last location and make sure you were okay,” the passenger continued. 
    

    
      He was a skinny little thing with a babyface. Probably not older than 20. 
      Fuck
      . It’d been a while since she’d had someone so young. Bryce felt faint as she formulated a crazy plan.
    

    
      “So… you okay, Steve?” the driver said.
    

    
      Bryce stepped around Dalton, her nudity illuminated by the headlights from both cruisers. The two new cops looked at each other briefly before returning their gaze to her. They looked her up and down with no hint of professionalism.
    

    
      Excellent
      .
    

    
      “Steve is fine, boys,” she said, walking toward the driver. “Would you guys like to be fine, too?”
    

    
      They looked at each other again, and the driver said to Bryce, “One moment, ma’am.”
    

    
      He sat back in his seat and pushed a button on his radio. “Dispatch, this is Jones,” he said, and Bryce’s heart pounded. “Sebold and I found Dalton. He’s fine; just something wrong with his radio.”
    

    
      Jones got back out of his car and closed his door. “Now then,” he said. “Maybe my partner and I can get a better understanding of this… situation.”
    

    
      Bryce took his hand. “I’d love that,” she said, tugging on his hand so he started walking with her toward Dalton. Sebold shut his door and followed.
    

    
      “What’s with him?” Sebold asked, pointing to Henry. “He 
      give
       you trouble?”
    

    
      Dalton laughed. “Nah. The cuffs were her idea. To keep him from jacking it while I face fucked her.”
    

    
      They all had a big laugh over that. Henry’s face turned bright red.
    

    
      “So, how’s this work?” Jones asked.
    

    
      “How this works is one of you needs to fuck me,” Bryce said. “Both would be good, too.”
    

    
      She walked over to the front of her car and lay back on the hood, spreading her legs. “And Steve can go again if he’s ready by the time you two are done.”
    

    
      Sebold was eager. He made it to her pussy first and dropped his pants. She raised her head, trying to get a look at his cock but didn’t have a chance. He plunged it inside her in one motion. She was disappointed she hadn’t seen what he had to work with; it sure felt great. It was the perfect size: big enough to cause a bit of pain as it breached her opening but not so big the pain overwhelmed even a bit of the pleasure. The car bounced under her as he plowed her.
    

    
      Jones got on one side of her and Dalton on the other, both with their cocks now sticking out of their unzipped pants. She reached for them, and they each grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing them and tweaking her nipples.
    

    
      She hadn’t exactly been disappointed in Dalton’s dick, but Jones was angling for the world record Dalton couldn’t have. His cock was huge; she couldn’t wrap her hand completely around it.
    

    
      Dalton’s cock twitched as she massaged its tip, hard again already. This night was turning out to be even more eventful than Henry had planned.
    

    
      The thought of Henry made her strain to look back at him through the windshield. His eyes were wide open, and he was biting his bottom lip. His wife was pleasuring three cocks while lying on the hood of his car, and he was loving every minute of it.
    

    
      Sebold didn’t last long. With a grunt and with no consideration about pulling out, he came, painting the walls of her cunt with his cum. So impatient, so much like the other younger men Bryce had had in her time.
    

    
      She loved it, except for the part where he didn’t make her come first.
    

    
      She slid off the hood as soon as Sebold pulled out. She pointed to Jones.
    

    
      “You. Pants off. On your back.”
    

    
      Jones complied immediately.
    

    
      Bryce stood over Jones. His huge cock pointed straight up toward her pussy. Sebold’s cum dripped out of her cunt and onto that giant cockhead. If Jones cared, he showed no signs.
    

    
      “Henry, dear,” Bryce said. “You know what to do.”
    

    
      No hesitation this time. “Fuck him, honey. Ride that big cock. I want you to.”
    

    
      “I know you do, sweetie,” she said. “It’s so much bigger than yours, isn’t it?”
    

    
      “So much bigger,” Henry repeated.
    

    
      “I’d take yours out and show them how small yours is,” she said, “but you’d probably come as soon as I touched it.”
    

    
      “Probably,” he agreed.
    

    
      Bryce winked at him and mouthed 
      Thank you
      . Then she lowered herself onto Jones’s cock.
    

    
      Unlike with Sebold, this one did hurt more than bring pleasure when going in. Not that this stopped her; she knew the pain would be worth it.
    

    
      “Don’t you fucking come until I do,” she told him.
    

    
      “Yes, ma’am,” Jones replied.
    

    
      She went as far down as she could. She moaned when the tip of Jones’s cock touched her cervix. She sighed when she started going back up the shaft. She felt so full, almost uncomfortably so. Almost.
    

    
      She moved up and down, the discomfort and pain giving way to something far better. It wouldn’t take her long to get where she was going.
    

    
      And Jones was determined to help her get there. With one thumb, he pressed against her clit. She gasped when she felt the sudden thrill from his thoughtful attention. His thumb stayed on her as she worked him, massaging her button with a circular motion as if he were a goddamned clit expert. She’d been with women who couldn’t do what he was doing.
    

    
      “Holy shit,” she said, and she came. If there had been anyone else around within a couple of miles, they would have heard her screams.
    

    
      After only a moment’s rest to collect herself, she continued milking Jones’s cock with her pussy. He came, filling her with her third load of cum of the evening.
    

    
      It would not be her last.
    

    

      Epilogue
    

    
      They left her lying on the ground, covered in dirt and leaves and semen. Her makeup was ruined; her mascara ran down her face as if she’d cried black tears. She smiled as she looked up at the stars, and Henry thought he’d never seen anything more beautiful his whole life.
    

    
      The three cops had each taken another turn with her. And Dalton somehow managed a third round. The last time was inside her ass, a place Henry was never allowed to go and one which she tried to protect from the three cops. But by the time she’d finished getting them each off a second time, she was too tired to do anything but lay there and take it when Dalton rolled her over. Smearing her juices and the cum of the three men into and around her asshole, he fucked her there with his fingers first before pushing his cock inside.
    

    
      She ended up not being too upset about it if the sounds that came out of her mouth were any indication.
    

    
      Dalton uncuffed him as Jones and Sebold got into their cruiser and drove away. The officer patted Henry on the shoulder. “Hell of a wife you got there, man,” he said.
    

    
      “Thanks,” Henry said. “I know.”
    

    
      “You sure she’s okay?” he asked. “I can help you get her into the car.”
    

    
      “She’s fine,” Henry said. “We’re fine.”
    

    
      Dalton nodded and started to walk away when Bryce called out to him.
    

    
      “Don’t forget the ticket,” she said.
    

    
      “Excuse me?” Dalton said.
    

    
      “Give him the ticket he deserves,” Bryce said. “He needs to learn his lesson.”
    

    
      Dalton looked to Henry, whose face was bright red again.
    

    
      “I thought you did this so I didn’t give him the ticket,” he said.
    

    
      She laughed. “If that were the case, you could get in trouble for taking a bribe,” she said. “And we wouldn’t want that, now would we?”
    

    
      Dalton shook his head. “If you insist,” he said.
    

    
      Henry slumped back into his seat and sighed.
    

    
      
    

    
      ---
    

    
      
    

    
      Henry watched as Bryce walked to the passenger side on unsteady legs. She carried her dress but didn’t bother putting it on. She fell into her seat, dropping her dress on the floor. Henry watched her smear dirt and cum onto the seat when she closed the door and wondered if he would have to add a car cleaning to the costs this 
      evening was racking up
      .
    

    
      She sighed and said, “That was wonderful.”
    

    
      “You were wonderful,” he said.
    

    
      “Do you think we should have told him you planned this?” she asked. “Dalton, I mean.”
    

    
      Henry shrugged. “I don’t know that it matters either way.”
    

    
      “I’m just glad everything worked out,” she said. “He could’ve arrested us for bribery instead of letting me blow him.”
    

    
      Henry laughed. “I knew that wouldn’t happen.”
    

    
      She looked at him and grinned. “And how exactly did you know that?”
    

    
      “Bill told me,” he said. “Dalton pulled Bill and Sherry over a few weeks ago. Same spot. Sherry got them out of the ticket the same way you did.”
    

    
      “The way I 
      almost 
      did,” Bryce reminded him. “I thought making him give you the ticket anyway was a nice touch.”
    

    
      “That it was,” he said. “A nice, expensive touch.”
    

    
      “You couldn’t have known the other two would show up.”
    

    
      He shook his head. “No. That could’ve ended badly.”
    

    
      “Well,” she said, reaching for the zipper on his pants. “I think you deserve a treat for arranging this.”
    

    
      He leaned his head back on his seat and let her take his cock out of his pants. He looked down to see it in her hand, so small compared to the three she’d enjoyed all evening. She had barely started stroking him before he came. His three pathetic spurts of semen didn’t manage to clear her hand.
    

    
      “Shit,” she said. “Really?”
    

    
      “Sorry,” he said. “I was worked up.”
    

    
      She rolled her eyes. She wiped her hand off on his pants and slumped back into her seat.
    

    
      “You’re pathetic.”
    

    
      He smiled. “I know.”
    

    
      “I love that you’re pathetic,” she said. “And I love you.”
    

    
      He started the car. “I love you, too.”
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