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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Opening Frame

Tessa Hart arrived for her shift the way she always did: twenty minutes early, city still wet from the evening rain, fluorescent locker-room light humming loud enough to make her ears buzz. She pushed through the double doors, the rubber soles of her battered trainers squeaking on old linoleum, breath blooming in the cold as she made her way down the row of blue-steel lockers. She paused at hers, fingers numb, taking in the silence. The air stank faintly of deodorant, old sweat, cheap soap, and whatever industrial-grade disinfectant the station’s cleaners had sloshed down the drains at dawn. Not a single other soul in sight. Just the rhythmic whine of a malfunctioning extractor fan and the distant echo of someone clacking a keyboard in the office beyond.

This was her favorite part of the shift—these ten minutes, not quite day, not quite night, when the whole place belonged to her and no one could look at her except the woman staring back from the mirror.

She slung her rucksack onto the bench with a heavy thud. The zipper’s teeth jammed halfway open, forcing her to tug hard, swearing under her breath. The first thing she pulled out was her water bottle—half full, lipstick smudged on the rim—followed by her meal-prep tupperware, keys, her phone, the cheap supermarket mascara she used on early mornings, and a pack of peppermint gum with only one stick left. All of it spilled across the bench in a small, controlled chaos.

Tessa peeled off her jacket first, shaking the rain from the cuffs. She unzipped her hoodie, shrugging free of the soft navy cotton, tugging it over her head. Underneath, she wore an old sports bra faded to a dull grey—no padding, nothing sexy, just practical compression for a body that was never quite small enough for her uniforms, no matter how many hours she spent running or sparring.

She let her arms fall to her sides, rolling her shoulders, working out the tightness left by sleep and too many days on. She stood in front of her locker in just her bra and leggings, eyes drawn up to the cheap, chipped mirror bolted at head height.

She stared at her own reflection. Not “Officer Hart”—not yet. Just Tessa.

Her body wasn’t police recruitment-poster-perfect, and she knew it. Her thighs were thick, pale as milk, freckled and marked by a cluster of old bruises along the outside where a combative suspect had caught her with a knee last Friday. Her hips were wide, a faint dip in her waist giving way to a round belly that softened out the line of her lower abs. Her arms, for all their muscle, were dusted with a subtle layer of softness; her shoulders looked even broader for it, the kind of strength that came from holding people down, not pumping iron.

She ran her hands down over her ribcage, sliding across the shallow valley between her breasts. Her tits were large for her frame—heavy, full, the kind that stretched the fabric of even her most “high-impact” bras. The right nipple was still faintly red where she’d pinched it herself before bed, too lazy and too keyed-up to finish the job, vibrator abandoned under the pillow.

Tessa let her palms linger, cupping the weight of her breasts. She squeezed gently, thumb rolling over a nipple until it peaked, sharp and tender. She let out a shaky breath, watching the way her own mouth parted in the mirror—lips still faintly red from the lipstick she wore for herself, a small secret rebellion under her uniform.

She turned to the side, twisting to check the swell of her ass in her leggings. She’d never minded her ass—if anything, she liked it: big, round, high, with a crease at the top of her thigh where it joined the rest of her. She ran her fingers over the smooth skin, pressing into the curve, remembering the heat that bloomed there when someone grabbed her, rough and greedy, fingers digging hard enough to bruise.

She shifted her feet apart, legs braced, flexing her thighs so the muscles popped against the stretch of her leggings. She liked how solid she looked in this light—built, womanly, a body that could take punishment and dish it back out. She pressed her hand between her thighs, feeling the heat building there already, the familiar swell and slick that came with just the idea of the night ahead.

She closed her eyes for a moment, listening to her own breath, the way her chest rose and fell, deep and slow. She thought about how many times she’d come to this room exhausted and aching, desperate to shed the “good cop” mask and just be.

She kicked off her trainers and peeled down her leggings, stepping free and shivering as cold air hit the sweat-dampened crease between her legs. She caught a whiff of herself—raw, musky, not quite clean. Her knickers—plain black cotton, stretched at the waistband—clung damply to her cunt. She pushed a hand down, pressing flat, feeling the heat and the outline of her own lips through the worn fabric. She slid a finger along the seam, just enough to feel the first wetness gather there. Her breath caught, and she smiled at her own reflection, shameless.

She straightened up, peeled her bra over her head, and stood for a moment completely naked in the harsh light. She ran both hands over her belly, cupping and squeezing, then up to her tits again, pinching the nipples hard enough to sting. She rolled her head on her shoulders, feeling the ache loosen. She wasn’t small. She wasn’t delicate. She was real, and tough, and built to be fucked, to fight, to win.

She lingered in the moment, eyes locked with herself in the mirror, before reaching for the fresh black briefs at the bottom of her bag. She stepped into them, pulling the elastic up over her hips, adjusting until the fabric sat snug against her ass. She checked herself again, admiring the way her cheeks rounded under the cotton, the faint bulge of her cunt at the front. She pinched her inner thigh, testing the tenderness, imagining it mottled with new bruises by morning.

The sports bra followed—clean this time, black and tight. She pulled it over her head, struggling for a second to fit her breasts into the shallow cups. She pressed them in, flattened, adjusting until they sat just right: secure, but not invisible. The straps bit into her shoulders. She flexed her arms, rolling them back and forth, and watched the muscles shift under her skin.

She took her time with the uniform trousers—dark navy, stiff from being hung dry, a faint scent of starch and institutional detergent still clinging to the seams. She stepped in one foot at a time, pulling them up, hips wriggling, ass bouncing as she fought to get the waistband over her curves. She zipped up, buttoned, then did a quarter-turn in front of the mirror, running her hands over the fit. The fabric stretched taut over her thighs, then pulled in at the waist. She could see the faint lines of her knickers underneath if she twisted just right—enough to tease, not enough to shame.

The shirt came next: long-sleeved, starched, with the city crest embroidered above her left breast. She ran the ironed collar over her jaw, then slid her arms in, buttoning up slowly from the bottom. The placket strained slightly over her tits, the top button a challenge she didn’t bother to fasten. She liked a little bit of skin, a hint of cleavage—just enough to draw an eye, not enough to court a complaint.

She tucked the shirt into her trousers, fingers brushing the flat of her belly, then zipped and belted everything tight. She reached for her regulation socks—thick, black, almost knee-high—and rolled them up, one at a time, smoothing out every wrinkle, admiring the flex of her calf as she did. She pulled on her boots, laced them tight, then stomped her foot on the bench to test the fit.

She sat for a moment, running her hands down her thighs, over her knees, up again to her crotch. She spread her legs, letting her skirt of her shirt ride up, palm pressing just above her mound, feeling the heat, the throb. She let herself imagine someone’s hand there—rough, callused, greedy—or maybe two hands, spreading her, fingers pressing inside, filling her until she moaned.

A sharp knock at the door startled her, but it was only the building settling, some distant echo from the office. She breathed out, cheeks flushing, cunt slick. She grinned, wicked, at the girl in the mirror.

Time for the belt. The police belt was a ritual all its own: thick black webbing, buckle scarred from years of service. She looped it through the waistband, one slow pass at a time, pausing to tighten after each addition: radio, torch, baton, pepper spray, handcuffs—heavy, real, the metal cold and biting in her palm. She snapped the cuffs open and closed, loving the sound, the memory of restraint. She thought about the last time she used them for something not covered in the handbook.

Her breath came shallow as the memory hit her: her own wrists behind her back, arms twisted, cheek pressed to cold locker steel, someone’s knee nudging her legs apart. The voice in her ear, low and mean: “You like it rough, Officer Hart? You like being the one in cuffs for once?” The slap of skin, the scrape of teeth, the ache in her hips as she was fucked—quick, desperate, both of them silent but for the sound of bodies meeting, slick and hungry. She could still feel the bite of the cuffs, the raw heat of the bruise where her own badge had pressed into her shoulder.

She reached down, palm flat over her mound, rubbing in slow, tight circles through the fabric of her trousers. Her hips lifted from the bench, mouth opening, a ragged sigh slipping free. She let herself stroke once, twice—just enough to feel the pulse building—then stopped, biting her lip, tasting sweat and salt.

“Control,” she whispered, half to herself, half to the echo in the room.

She stood, shaking out her legs. She slipped her notebook into her breast pocket, clipped her badge over her left tit—1043, city crest gleaming. She checked the alignment in the mirror, smoothing the shirt, adjusting the collar until everything sat just right. She pinned her radio to her lapel, clipped her phone to the belt, slid her baton into the holster. She looked every inch the perfect officer—strong, crisp, composed.

She leaned in closer, fixing her hair into a tight bun, threading each stray strand back, smoothing flyaways with spit and a borrowed brush. Her eyes, green and dark, stared back with a hungry glint. She applied a thin line of mascara, a quick swipe of gloss, nothing more—just enough to remind herself she was still a woman, under all the armor.

She shrugged into her stab vest, tightening the straps until her chest compressed and her breath came a little shorter. She checked herself again, twisting to see her silhouette in the mirror: broad-shouldered, full-chested, ass round and high, hips flared, legs braced and powerful. She grinned, baring her teeth, daring anyone to take her on.

She slid her hat onto her head, adjusting the brim until it cast a shadow over her eyes. She stared at her own mouth—full, soft, faintly red. She parted her lips, running her tongue over her teeth, remembering the taste of someone else’s skin, the press of their body, the scent of sweat and come in the air.

She leaned against the lockers, body heavy with want, memories crowding close. She thought of the last time she’d been taken here—uniform bunched at her waist, hands flat on cold metal, breath fogging in the air, cunt dripping down her thigh as someone used her for their own pleasure, their own relief. She remembered the shame, the thrill, the wild, wild need to do it again.

She pressed her hand to her crotch again, just for a heartbeat, fingers digging into the thick seam of her trousers, feeling the heat, the throb, the wetness that never seemed to fade. She swallowed hard, cheeks hot, skin flushed.

She pulled her jacket on, unzipping it halfway to show the faint swell of her tits, the curve of her collarbone. She smirked at her own reflection, shifting her hips, watching the fabric stretch and strain. She tugged at her waistband, adjusting the fit, loving the way her body filled out every inch of uniform.

She took one last look at herself—boots polished, trousers tight, shirt crisp, vest snug, hat at the perfect angle. She looked dangerous, hungry, ready.

She snapped her locker shut, tucking her keys into her pocket, her phone vibrating once with a shift notification. She ignored it. She ran her hands down her thighs, smoothing the fabric, checking the seams. She cupped her own ass, squeezing until the flesh spilled between her fingers.

She breathed in, deep and slow, savoring the clean, bright smell of starch, metal, and sweat.

As she walked out of the locker room, every inch of her body was on fire—wet, aching, desperate for something she couldn’t name, couldn’t ask for, not in daylight. Her cunt throbbed with every step, the seam of her trousers rubbing her raw, slickness gathering at the edge of her knickers. She grinned, reckless, as she pushed through the door and into the station’s main corridor.

She was Officer Hart now, all badge and muscle and control. But underneath the mask—underneath the uniform—she was still the same hungry girl in the mirror, the one who wanted to be watched, wanted to be used, wanted to be ruined.

Her boots echoed on the tile as she strode toward the briefing room, every step a promise: tonight, anything could happen. Tonight, she’d let herself be both the hunter and the hunted.

And as she reached for the doorknob, ready to face whatever the shift brought, she felt the slick heat bloom between her thighs again—a secret no one else would see, but one she would carry, throbbing, through every hour until dawn.


Story 1: Routine Stop

The highway was empty except for the neon smear of rain on tarmac and the low thrum of Tessa’s patrol car as it cut through the dark. The shift was barely two hours in, and she could still feel the cling of her own slickness beneath her uniform—leftover arousal from the locker room that refused to fade, no matter how many times she shifted in her seat or pressed her thighs together, seeking friction. The police radio murmured with other people’s business: a drunk in a Tesco car park, a domestic two streets over, a dog loose near the underpass. None of it was hers. Her hands, gloved in black leather, gripped the wheel tight enough to make her knuckles ache. The badge above her breast was cold, the vest compressing her tits so she could feel her own pulse thrumming in both nipples.

She checked herself in the rear-view. Her hat sat perfectly, hair tight in its bun, eyes hard, lips still faintly glossy from her private ritual. She licked them anyway, tongue darting out to taste the remnant sweetness and the tang of anticipation. The night pressed in at the windows, lit only by the faint red-and-blue shimmer of the roof lights bouncing off wet road signs.

She needed something. She didn’t know what. Maybe a chase. Maybe a fight. Maybe a reason to take her hands off the wheel and put them somewhere they didn’t belong.

Then she saw him: a lone hatchback in the fast lane, swerving as it overtook a lorry, taillights flickering, speed just enough to trigger her radar. A tiny thrill tightened in her belly. She hit the lights, blue pulse slicing through the dark, and watched the driver’s head jerk in the mirror. She imagined his heart stuttering, palms going slick on the wheel—good, she thought, let him feel it.

She pulled him over, coasting onto the shoulder. The car slewed awkwardly to a stop, hazard lights winking. Tessa let the engine idle, rolled her shoulders, straightened her vest, and unclipped the torch from her belt. She slid her gloved fingers over the grip, loving the cold weight in her palm.

She stepped out into the night, boots splashing in a shallow puddle, the slap of her soles ringing out in the hush. The air was sharp with rain and diesel, every breath cold against her tongue. Her trousers clung to her thighs, damp where her own heat had soaked through during the drive. She tugged her shirt straight, pressing her badge flat, then strode up to the car—hips swaying, belt loaded, radio crackling at her side.

The driver’s window was already rolling down as she approached. Inside: a man, maybe thirty-five, five-o’clock shadow, nervous hands on the steering wheel. He smelled of cheap deodorant, tiredness, and something faintly male—a trace of old cologne, fear, maybe even excitement. He was ordinary in a way that made him easy to dominate: clean-shaven jaw, soft eyes, mouth parted as if waiting for her to speak.

Tessa leaned in, torch angled down, catching him in the spill of yellow light. The beam swept over his lap, his thighs spread, one knee bouncing with adrenaline. She could see the outline of his cock straining against the denim, already hard or getting there. Her cunt tightened in reply, a hot, guilty ache.

“Evening,” she said, her voice hard, clipped, all officer. “You know why I pulled you over?”

He blinked, eyes darting up to her face, then down again—lingering just a little too long at her mouth, her chest, the curve of her hips framed by the thick, heavy belt.

“I—I guess I was speeding?” His voice was thin, already apologetic.

She let the silence stretch, watching him squirm, then nodded once. “Step out of the vehicle for me.”

He hesitated, glancing at her torch, at the patch of exposed collarbone where her shirt had slipped open. She didn’t move, didn’t blink, just kept her gaze on him, waiting.

He obeyed. He opened the door, clambered out into the wet, breath fogging as he stood before her. She took him in up close now: broader than she’d guessed, jeans tight over thick thighs, hands already shaking a little as he tried to look like he belonged anywhere but here.

She made him stand behind the car, back to the boot, rain streaking his hair. She stepped close, boots squeaking, vest and belt heavy and tight, every inch of her body humming with the knowledge that she could do anything she wanted to him out here. No one was watching. No one but her.

She circled him once, taking her time, torch gliding over his body, catching the nervous tremor in his shoulders, the twitch of his jaw as he fought to keep his face neutral. She stopped behind him, leaning in so close he could feel the heat of her breath on the back of his neck.

“Anything in your pockets I should know about?” she murmured, her voice dropping low, smoky, just for him.

“N—no. Nothing,” he said, voice shaking.

She pressed her gloved hand to his back, flattening him gently against the car. She made him spread his legs, wide, hands on the boot. She could smell his sweat now, sharp and male, could hear his breath coming fast.

She started at his shoulders, patting him down—slow, deliberate, every touch an excuse to press her body against his. Her tits grazed his arm as she leaned in, badge cold between them. She let her hands wander, tracing down his spine, over his belt, cupping his ass through denim, squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp.

She smirked. He was already hard—she could see it in the way he shifted, the way his hips bucked slightly as her hands slid between his legs, up the inside of his thigh, palm grazing the thick line of his cock.

She lingered there, letting her thumb brush the length, feeling the heat and the pulse. He sucked in a breath, hips jerking back, but she held him firm, nails digging into his hip.

“Something wrong?” she asked, letting the edge of a smile slip into her voice.

He shook his head, lips parted. “No, officer. Nothing.”

She pressed a little harder, then finished the search, running her hands over his pockets, his waistband, the bulge at the front of his jeans. She let her fingers linger, just for a second, thumb pressing against the zipper, feeling him twitch under her touch.

She pulled back, straightening, chest rising and falling fast, her own cunt throbbing in time with her heartbeat. She could smell her own arousal now—rich, sharp, animal—mingling with his.

She leaned close, her lips at his ear. “Stay there,” she ordered, then walked around to face him, letting her gaze travel down his body, pausing at his cock, now unmistakably hard and straining against denim. Her own body felt hot, skin flushed beneath the vest, nipples aching, thighs slick.

She looked up, met his eyes, saw the fear and the hunger both. She smiled—slow, predatory, her tongue flicking over her teeth.

“Let’s have a chat,” she said, stepping in close enough that he could feel the heat of her, smell the shampoo in her hair, the sweat on her neck, the wild, thick scent of her cunt just beginning to leak into the cool night air.

She didn’t need to look around to know they were completely alone. This moment was hers. She owned it, owned him, owned the ache in her body and the secret, filthy thrill of power pulsing between her legs.

And in that moment—standing in the hush of the highway, uniform stretched tight, badge flashing with every slow, hungry breath—Tessa knew she was already too far gone to stop.

The car ticked and steamed in the night, red hazard lights flickering over the man’s nervous face as he stood with his hands braced on the boot. Rain collected on his shoulders, making his shirt cling tight to his back, the fabric going transparent in places, exposing the long slope of his spine. Tessa’s boots crunched in the loose gravel as she circled him, torch dangling from her fingers. Her uniform felt like armor and invitation both: vest pressing her tits, badge cool and heavy, belt dragging at her hips, every pocket and holster weighted with possibility.

She stood close enough that their breath mingled in the damp air, the scent of his skin mixing with the sharper tang of sweat and faint traces of aftershave. She let the silence stretch, the authority in her stance absolute. She could feel his nerves vibrating, and under it, something else: the slow roll of anticipation, hunger, hope.

She holstered the torch, flexing her gloved fingers, letting the leather creak. Her eyes dropped to the man’s hands, splayed wide, knuckles white against the metal. She stepped in, so close her thighs brushed his. She pressed a palm to the middle of his back, feeling the heat of him through the wet shirt.

“Stay still,” she murmured, voice pitched low, smoky, almost gentle.

He froze. His breath fogged in the cool air.

Tessa began the search, slow and thorough, starting at his collar and moving down. She slid her hands over his shoulders, fingers kneading into tense muscle, then drifted down his sides, pressing into the hollow beneath each rib. Her thumbs skimmed the edge of his waist, then down to his hips, pausing just long enough to make him shiver.

She was deliberate, dragging out each movement. She let her hands rest on his hips, thumbs brushing forward, almost—but not quite—grazing the bulge in his jeans. Her cunt pulsed, aching to close the gap, to grind up against him, to feel his cock pressed hard and desperate through the thin fabric. She fought the urge to close her eyes and just feel.

She shifted her weight, letting her own hips brush his ass, the friction a tease for both of them. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the slickness gathering in her knickers. She let out a breath, quiet, but he heard it—his shoulders tensed, spine arching.

She moved down, hands strong and sure, palms sliding over the tops of his thighs. She squeezed, feeling the firm line of muscle, thumbs pressing into the inside seam, just shy of his crotch. He twitched, a tiny, helpless buck of his hips, and she smiled—wolfish, hungry.

She patted his pockets, one by one, her gloved hands molding to the shape of his wallet, keys, phone. She leaned in, tits pressing against his back, breath hot on the nape of his neck. She pressed her knee between his, forcing him to spread wider, the movement both official and obscene.

“Nothing sharp?” she asked, lips barely an inch from his ear.

He shook his head, swallowing audibly. “No, officer.”

Her hand slid between his legs, palm cupping his inner thigh, then higher, fingertips brushing the thick bulge at the front of his jeans. She lingered, feeling him harden under her touch, cock twitching against the zip. Her own breath hitched; she swallowed a moan, let it vibrate in her chest.

She dragged her hand up, slow, fingers pressing into the seam, thumb circling the base. She felt him rock back, hips pushing into her palm, a tiny, involuntary plea for more. She squeezed, just once, then moved away—official, efficient, but her body sang with every heartbeat.

She rose up behind him, lips so close to his ear she could taste the rain on his skin.

“You’re carrying something, all right,” she whispered, voice thick. “I can feel it.”

He laughed, breathless, the sound shaky, hopeful, a little wild.

“Sorry, officer,” he managed, not sorry at all.

She pressed her palm over his ass, then up his spine, feeling the shudder run through him. She moved to his side, sliding a hand down his arm, then forced him to meet her gaze. His eyes were wide, pupils blown, face flushed. His chest heaved, shirt clinging to every muscle.

Tessa’s body was a live wire—nipples tight against her bra, cunt throbbing, the seam of her trousers damp with her own arousal. The cool air and the risk only made it worse. She could feel her own hunger mirrored in his face.

She glanced down: his cock strained hard against denim, the outline thick and obvious, a wet patch blooming where the tip pressed against the zip. She felt the urge to drop to her knees, to suck him off right there, filthy and shameless. She bit the inside of her cheek, grinding her thighs together, willing herself to stay in control.

“Spread your legs more,” she ordered, letting command mask the desperation in her voice.

He obeyed, feet shuffling on the gravel, legs wide and trembling.

She moved behind him, her body almost flush with his, and bent low, hands sliding up the inside of his thighs, pausing at the seam, fingers splayed, palms cupping his balls through the tight denim. He gasped, hips rocking back, ass pressing into her stomach. She let her hands linger, massaging gently, feeling the heat and heft of him, the way his cock pulsed under her touch.

She straightened, dragging her hands up his body, raking her nails lightly along his back, then stepped to his side. Her breath came fast now, mouth open, cheeks flushed.

“Good boy,” she said, voice soft, dangerous.

He looked at her, hope and disbelief warring on his face.

She smirked, stepping in closer, her vest brushing his arm, her tits pressing against his bicep. She let her hand rest on his hip, thumb stroking slow circles, barely there.

Her whole body throbbed with the need to break, to push further, to let go of the last thread of restraint. She could feel his need—hard, desperate, raw—as if it were her own.

Tessa leaned in, mouth at his ear.

“Turn around,” she said, voice trembling, hungry.

He did, slow, uncertain, eyes flicking to her lips, her chest, then back up, searching for permission.

She didn’t smile. She just stared—hard, unblinking, every part of her body screaming for what came next.

For a moment, the only sound was the tick of the cooling car, the slap of rain on the road, and the twin hearts beating fast—one in her chest, one in her cunt, both pounding with the same wild, reckless need.

For a long second they just stared at each other, Tessa and the man on the side of the highway, the hush of midnight settling over the car and the rain. Her breath steamed in the air between them, his eyes flicking from her lips to the line of her vest, to the open collar of her shirt and back again. His hands hovered awkwardly at his sides, uncertain—both of them suspended at the edge, no protocol for what came next.

Tessa felt her own heart pounding. She should have been thinking about discipline, about boundaries, about what would happen if anyone from the station drove by and caught her with a civilian, vest open, shirt clinging to sweat and rain. But she wasn’t. She was thinking only of the man in front of her: the way he looked at her like he might do anything she told him, the way her body buzzed with hunger, how easy it would be to step out of the mask of Officer Hart and just become the woman she was in the locker-room mirror—hungry, reckless, shameless.

She moved first, taking a single step closer, close enough that their bodies almost touched. Her badge grazed the fabric of his shirt, her chest brushing his. Her thighs pressed together, heat blooming at the center of her body, every nerve alive and raw.

“Look at me,” she said, voice low, almost hoarse.

He obeyed, eyes wide and dark.

She let her hand drift down, fingers finding the edge of her vest, running along the velcro strap. She traced the line slowly, then caught his wrist, pressing his hand flat against the heavy panel on her chest.

His eyes flicked down, then back to her face, waiting for permission. She gave it with the smallest nod, her lips barely parted.

“Undo it,” she ordered, her voice softer than before but edged with steel.

He hesitated for just a heartbeat—then his fingers found the first strap, fumbling at the thick velcro. The sound it made as he pulled it free was loud in the quiet, sharp and obscene. He paused, seeking her gaze again, but Tessa just pressed his hand more firmly to her chest, guiding him to the next tab.

He peeled the vest open, strap by strap, each rip making her shiver. When the final strap fell loose, she let the vest slide from her shoulders, dropping it to the wet tarmac with a dull, heavy thud. She stood in the thin cotton of her shirt, the fabric plastered to her skin by sweat and rain, her nipples hard, clearly visible in the glare of the car’s hazard lights.

For a moment she just stood there, chest rising and falling, the city crest on her breast now pressed tight over a sharply peaked nipple. The man’s eyes locked on the sight—hungry, awed, disbelieving.

Tessa grabbed his hand again, pressing it to her chest, forcing his palm flat over her heart, then guiding his fingers to the badge clipped above her breast. Her breath came faster as he traced the metal, the back of his knuckles grazing the swollen tip beneath.

She didn’t speak. She couldn’t—her throat was too tight, her cunt too slick and insistent. She leaned into his hand, letting him feel the heat of her, the way her body ached for touch.

His other hand came up, slow, uncertain, sliding to her waist, fingers curling into the thick waistband of her trousers. He tugged her closer. Her hips met his, and she felt the ridge of his hard cock pressing into her thigh, thick and hot even through the denim. She let out a soft, broken sound, her resolve burning away with every beat of her heart.

She reached up, curling her fingers in his hair, tugging his head down until his lips hovered just above hers. She stopped, teasing, letting their breath mingle, eyes locked. Her hand slid down, finding his and guiding it to the buttons of her shirt.

He understood. He fumbled at the first, then the second, fingers trembling. She let the shirt part, air rushing over the sweat-slick valley between her tits, her skin prickling. His hand lingered at the edge, fingers brushing the swell of her breast, the bare skin above her bra. She shivered, closing her eyes for a moment, lost in sensation.

She opened them, locking eyes with him again. “Touch me,” she whispered, voice ragged.

He did. His palm cupped her breast, thumb sweeping over the stiff nipple, pinching gently. She gasped, hips jerking, knees weakening.

She let him knead her for a moment—greedy, clumsy, desperate—then caught his wrist and pulled his hand away. She looked at him, hunger burning in her gaze, then stepped back, shirt open, tits heaving, badge dangling crooked.

She stared him down—an officer, a woman, a slut in the making—and gave him the smallest, wickedest smile.

“Do as you’re told,” she whispered, the mask of authority barely hanging on. “But remember—I’m the one in charge here.”

For a second she saw the shock in his eyes—then the wild, dizzy relief as he realized she meant every word.

Tessa’s body was on fire. Her cunt throbbed, her nipples ached, her skin was alive with sweat and rain. She knew, in that moment, there was no going back. She had crossed the line—she had made the first move—and the taste of that risk was the hottest thing she’d ever known.

She took his hand and guided it lower, pressing his fingers to her waistband, daring him to push further.

“Go on,” she said, her voice no longer trembling. “Show me how much trouble you want.”

The road was a river of red and white, hazard lights flashing over Tessa’s open shirt and the hungry, wild look on her face. Rain prickled her scalp, damp hair sticking to her neck. The man’s breath came fast, fogging the night air between them as she pressed him back against the car, her palm firm over his cock, squeezing until he gasped.

He tried to speak. “Officer—”

She cut him off with a sharp look and a squeeze. “Don’t talk unless I tell you to. You do exactly what I say.” Her tone was pure command, but her voice trembled with need. “Understand?”

He nodded, biting his lip, hips rocking into her palm.

“Good boy.” She grinned, savoring the helplessness on his face. She undid his fly, slow and deliberate, then shoved his jeans and briefs down enough to free him, his cock springing out, thick and pulsing in the cool air.

“Jesus,” he whispered, “You’re—fuck, you’re really—”

She pressed a gloved finger to his lips. “What did I just say? Hands on the car. Eyes on me.” She tugged him until his ass met the cold metal, then dropped to her knees without breaking eye contact.

He did as he was told, palms flat on the boot, shivering as rain slicked down his back. Tessa wrapped her hand around him, squeezing at the base, thumb swirling through the pre-cum leaking from his tip.

“Look at you,” she murmured, almost mocking. “Pulled over by a cop and already leaking down your cock. Is that what you wanted tonight? For someone to take charge of you?”

He nodded, dazed. “Yes—fuck, I didn’t know—”

She pumped him once, slow and hard. “You’ll come when I say. Not before.”

“Yes, officer.” His voice broke, needy, lost.

She leaned in, tongue flicking over the head, then dragging down the shaft, tasting salt and rain and the raw edge of his want. She swallowed him deep, lips stretched wide, spit dribbling down to her fist.

He groaned, low and desperate. “Oh god, that’s—Jesus, don’t stop—”

She pulled off just enough to speak, letting his cock slap wet against her cheek. “Don’t you dare move those hands,” she growled, voice dark with hunger. “If you want to come, you keep your mouth shut and let me use you. You’re just a cock for me tonight. Understood?”

He shuddered, nodding frantically. “Yes, ma’am. Please—please—”

She smirked, lips glossy with spit. “That’s better. Beg for it. Tell me how much you want to come in my mouth.”

His hips bucked. “Please, officer—let me. I need it. I want to feel your mouth on me, I want to come so fucking bad. Please—”

She rewarded him with a filthy laugh, then sucked him in again, moaning around him, pumping her fist faster, making the sounds as wet and obscene as she could. She looked up at him, rain streaking her face, her shirt wide open, badge gleaming above a naked, flushed tit.

He was coming undone. “Fuck, you look—oh my god, you look so hot, you’re—”

She popped her mouth off again, stroking him, thumb circling the head. “You want to see what a real slut looks like, don’t you? You want to watch me ruin myself for you, right here on the side of the road?”

He moaned, voice cracking. “Yes, yes, fuck—please, do it, please—”

She shoved her hand between her own legs, grinding hard as she swallowed him again, sucking like she was starving, spit and pre-cum dripping down her fist. Her own hips rocked, the seam of her trousers soaked with need.

“Tell me what you want,” she demanded, pulling off to tease his tip with her tongue, fingers working herself through her trousers.

“I want to come in your mouth,” he begged. “I want you to take it all. I want to watch you swallow—please—”

“Then give it to me,” she ordered, voice fierce and thick. “Right now.”

He tensed, shuddering, hands clutching the car. “I’m coming—fuck, I’m coming—”

She sucked him deep, lips sealing around the head, moaning as hot jets of cum hit her tongue, salty and thick. She swallowed every drop, sucking him through it, letting her own climax tear through her as her hips bucked, thighs clamping, cunt clenching around her fingers until she almost sobbed.

She broke the kiss with his cock, letting it fall from her mouth, panting, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Fuck,” he gasped, voice ragged, “that was—”

She pushed herself to her feet, face flushed, shirt still gaping, chest rising and falling. She grinned, mean and satisfied, as she leaned in and bit his lower lip.

“You don’t get to talk about this. You don’t even get my name. Get your pants up, get in your car, and drive the fuck away before I change my mind and book you for something real.”

He stared at her, dumbstruck, still trembling as he yanked his jeans up.

She stepped back, hands on hips, shirt open, badge dangling over one bare breast, and gave him a final, filthy smile. “Go on. And next time you see a patrol car, you remember exactly what happened when you got stopped by Officer Hart.”

He nodded, lost, and stumbled back into his car, never taking his eyes off her.

Tessa stood alone in the rain, chest heaving, cunt throbbing, mouth full of the taste of his cum and her own power. The night pressed close, and she grinned—wicked, triumphant, insatiable.

The moment his taillights vanished into the rain, Tessa found herself alone with the taste of him in her mouth and the wild thrum of orgasm still sparking in her cunt. She drew a shaky breath, slicking her palms down the open front of her shirt, feeling the rain and sweat and spit cool on her chest. Her thighs trembled, boots planted wide on the wet shoulder, adrenaline still burning under her skin.

She took a second to steady herself, buttoning her shirt halfway, the city crest still askew, badge heavy above the mark of his palm on her breast. She ran her thumb along her nipple, wincing at the tenderness. A streak of his cum still glistened at the corner of her mouth; she licked it off, eyes flicking down the empty road, daring anyone to catch her like this.

Her head was buzzing, but the urge to own the moment—her body, her rules—rose up fierce and clear. She wasn’t done. Not with him, not with herself.

Headlights swept toward her, another car cresting the rise. Instinct took over. Tessa straightened, squared her shoulders, pulled her shirt tight over her tits and snatched her vest from the ground, snapping the Velcro shut in practiced motions. She holstered her belt again, smoothing her trousers, tucking in the sticky edge where her own slick had soaked through to her thigh. When the car passed by—a stranger, oblivious—she smirked, pulse racing, heart beating out the new rhythm of shame and want.

But she wasn’t finished.

She caught the faint echo of footsteps—the man, hesitating near his car, breathless, not quite believing what had just happened.

She strode to him, boots splashing, stopping inches away. He turned, eyes wide, still dazed and open-mouthed. He looked at her like he’d been wrecked and remade.

She grabbed his hand, pressing it to her breast one last time, letting him feel the hard line of her nipple beneath the shirt. “Remember this,” she murmured, voice low and deadly. “You don’t come inside me. You don’t get to touch unless I say. You don’t even get my fucking name.”

He shuddered, hips twitching, a last pulse of want trembling in his frame.

She dragged his hand down, pressed it to the waistband of her trousers, then guided his fingers between her legs, letting him feel the heat and damp, the proof of how badly she’d wanted this.

“Feel that?” she whispered, biting his earlobe. “That’s all you get. No more, no less. I’m the one who decides how this ends.”

He gasped, eyes blown wide, fingers trembling against her. “Yes, officer. Anything you say.”

She shoved him back against the car, lips finding his in a brutal, filthy kiss—teeth scraping, tongue hungry, her hand fisting the front of his shirt. She bit his lower lip hard enough to make him whimper, then pulled away, breathing hard.

“Don’t ever forget who made you come tonight,” she growled, shoving him away. “Now get in your car. If you even think about telling someone, I’ll make sure you regret it.”

He stumbled, zipping himself up, cheeks flushed with shame and something darker. He fumbled with the keys, slid behind the wheel, and looked up at her one last time—lost, needy, ruined.

Tessa stared him down, chest heaving, shirt still open, badge shining in the dark. She hooked her thumbs in her belt, feet braced, cunt still pulsing with aftershock.

“Go,” she commanded. “And don’t look back.”

He did as he was told. The engine turned over, wheels spinning on slick tarmac, then he was gone—just a memory, a secret, a stain on her soul and the taste of his come still hot on her tongue.

Tessa stood alone, wet and wrecked, body humming with triumph and shame.

She rebuttoned her shirt fully, tucked herself back into the mask of Officer Hart, vest tight, belt straight, badge glinting. But inside, every inch of her was still burning, wild and free.

She wiped her mouth, smoothed her hair, checked her reflection in the car window. Her cheeks were flushed, lips swollen, eyes fierce. There was no mistaking what she’d just done, no way to ever hide the woman underneath the uniform.

She leaned close to the glass, whispering to her own reflection, “I decide. Always.”

And with that, she slid into the patrol car, heart still pounding, hands shaking as she pulled back onto the empty road—hungry for the next risk, the next act, the next surrender.

The night pressed close, rain tapping a nervous rhythm on the metal roof. Tessa felt the adrenaline stretching her nerves raw, every inch of her skin hypersensitive—every sense tuned to the possibility of discovery. Her shirt was half-fastened, vest askew, badge dangling crooked over her breast. The sticky heat between her legs was barely fading, her cunt still clenching at phantom touches.

Headlights flared in the distance—a lorry rumbling toward them, horn low and mournful. She grabbed the man by the wrist, voice tight with command. “Turn around. Hands on the car. Now.”

He hesitated, dazed by the aftershocks of orgasm and the taste of her in the air. She shoved him, rough, pressing his chest to the cold, rain-slick metal of the boot. His jeans hung open, cock still half-hard, the proof of their filth streaked across his shaft.

She pressed up behind him, her own thighs braced wide, body hard and hungry all over again. She reached down, gripped his cock in her fist—firm, unyielding. The lorry’s headlights swept over them, floodlighting her pale shirt, the shape of her body silhouetted against the car. For a moment, anyone could have seen: an officer, out in the open, fisting a man’s cock as if it were just another part of her shift.

She jerked him off, slow and hard, her breath hot against his ear. “You don’t get to leave until I say you can,” she murmured, teeth grazing his jaw. “You’re not done until I’m satisfied. That’s the rule now. My shift, my fucking rules.”

He whimpered, hips jerking into her grip, forehead pressed to the cool metal. “Someone’s going to see,” he panted, voice thick with fear and something needier.

She just laughed, low and filthy, squeezing tighter. “Then you’d better come quick, hadn’t you? You want to get caught with your cock out, dripping for me? You want everyone to know what you are?”

He groaned, shame and arousal warring in every line of his body. “Please—don’t stop. Please—”

Tessa pressed her body flat to his back, her breasts squashed between them, the vest digging into her ribs. Her hips rolled, seeking friction, her own cunt grinding against the seam of her trousers. “You belong to me tonight. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used? To be just another fuck at the side of the road?”

He nodded, desperate, his breath fogging the glass, knuckles white as he gripped the edge of the boot.

She pumped him harder, stroking from base to tip, thumb smearing through the leftover slick, wrist twisting with every downstroke. “Come for me,” she growled, voice urgent. “I want you to make a mess. I want you to remember this every time you see a flashing light.”

The lorry thundered past, horn blaring, headlights sweeping over them. Tessa didn’t flinch. She squeezed, twisted, yanked him to the edge, her breath hot at his ear.

“Now,” she commanded, low and lethal.

He choked out her name—just “Officer”—and came, hips jerking, spilling over her fist and the wet paint of the car. Hot, messy, filthy. She milked him through it, every spasm, until he sagged, spent and shaking, held up only by her arm at his waist.

She leaned in, pressing her mouth to the back of his neck, licking the sweat and rain from his skin. “Good boy,” she whispered, almost gentle. “But don’t you dare forget who you belong to.”

She wiped her hand on his jeans, then smacked his ass, sharp enough to make him gasp.

The sound of another car in the distance spiked her pulse again. She pulled back, retucking her shirt, straightening her vest, re-clipping her badge with shaking hands. The man did up his jeans, eyes glazed, mouth slack with exhaustion and awe.

Tessa stepped in front of him, pinning him with her gaze one last time. “You never saw me. You never speak of this. But you’ll remember me every time you close your eyes.”

He nodded, speechless.

She smiled, mean and satisfied. “Get out of here. Before I decide to arrest you after all.”

As he stumbled away, Tessa leaned back against her patrol car, breath coming fast, heart pounding with the high, sharp ache of danger. Her body thrummed with the memory of being seen, of owning him, of risking everything for the sick, addictive thrill of being caught in the act.

She pressed her palm between her legs, feeling the sticky wetness, the heat, the pulse that would haunt her for the rest of the night.

And she wanted—desperately—for someone to have seen it all.

The highway was quiet again—just rain on metal, the hum of her engine, the faint echo of a lorry already vanished into the distance. Tessa leaned against the boot, chest heaving, body slick with sweat and rain, skin tingling from the memory of rough hands, sharp voices, flashing lights. Her shirt clung damply to her breasts, the city crest pressed into her skin, the badge cold above a nipple still aching from being pinched, tugged, and sucked. Her trousers were soaked through at the knees and crotch, the heat of her cunt leaching out, mixing with the slick from her own orgasm, and the scent of sex rising up every time she shifted her hips.

She wiped her mouth, tasting the last traces of him—salty and bitter, mixing with her own lipstick and rainwater. She spat once on the tarmac, then licked her lips, needing the proof to linger just a little longer.

Her hands shook. Not with cold, not entirely. She pressed them flat to her thighs, felt the tremor in the muscles, the ache in her bones. Her head was buzzing, hot with adrenaline and the raw, humiliating pleasure of what she’d just done. She ran her palm over her chest, feeling the welt of a bruise starting to rise where the car’s edge had bitten into her skin, the mark of her own violence, her own hunger.

She closed her eyes and breathed in deep: the stink of wet road, hot engine, cheap deodorant, sweat, sex. The air inside the patrol car was close and thick when she climbed in, every surface still humming with the energy of the act—her own fingerprints smeared on the glass, his sweat and come drying on her palm, a dark stain on the passenger seat from where she’d ground herself against the fabric, desperate and unashamed.

For a moment, she just sat—boots planted wide, vest half-done, shirt askew, badge dangling like a dare. Her thighs pressed together, sensitive and still twitching, her cunt pulsing with aftershocks, a line of wetness cooling on her inner thigh. She stared at her own hands, at the fingers that had jerked him off, then fucked herself, then clutched at her badge as if it could save her from the truth.

“What the fuck did I just do?” she whispered, voice breaking between a laugh and a sob. The sound filled the small space, echoing back at her, accusation and confession in one.

She leaned forward, elbows on knees, face buried in her hands, shuddering with the mess of it all: shame, power, the sick thrill of knowing she’d initiated every second, that she’d been the one to say yes, to cross the line, to make it impossible to pretend she was just a good cop, just doing her job.

She replayed it all—the flash of his eyes as she unzipped him, the taste of his cock, the way he’d whimpered under her hands, the wild, reckless grin she’d given him as he spilled for her. The way she’d snarled orders, barked at him, claimed him as her own. The look on his face when he realized he would do anything she asked.

Her cunt throbbed again at the memory, sharp and insistent, proof that even now, even in the midst of her shame, she wanted more.

She dug her nails into her thigh, hard enough to leave crescent marks. She wanted to be punished for what she’d done, but even more than that, she wanted to be seen. She wanted someone to know, to watch her ruin herself and call her a slut for it. She wanted to be made to confess, to beg, to take whatever punishment she deserved.

But there was no one here but her. No one to see, no one to judge—no one to stop her if she did it again.

Tessa sat up, breathing hard, and looked at herself in the rearview mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, hair plastered to her forehead, mascara smudged under her eyes. Her mouth—full, red, bruised—curled into a slow, crooked smile.

She licked her lips again, savoring the memory, then tucked her shirt back into her trousers, straightened her vest, clipped her badge in place. She pulled her hair tight, wiped at the mascara with a wet thumb, and rolled down the window, letting the night air cool her burning skin.

“Control,” she whispered, just loud enough for herself. “Right.”

She gripped the wheel, hands still unsteady, cunt still slick, body still alive with the taste of risk.

Tonight, she told herself, was supposed to be routine.

But routine was just the first excuse.

She put the car in gear, eyes fixed on the endless black ribbon of road, heart hammering. Already, she was thinking about the next slip—the next excuse to let herself go, to lose herself in the uniform, the mask, the filth of being seen and used.

Because for Tessa, that was the truth: she would never be satisfied with routine again.


Interlude I — Notebook Entry

Incident Report:

Date: [Tonight’s Date]

Time: 23:44

Location: M7 Southbound, mile marker 213

Officer: Hart, Tessa (Badge 1043)

Vehicle: Patrol Car 52

Summary:

At approximately 23:38 hours, observed silver hatchback exceeding posted limit by ~15mph. Vehicle exhibited erratic lane discipline; pulled over safely on hard shoulder. Approach made on driver’s side, torch used to illuminate hands and interior. Driver (male, late 30s, dark hair, pale, no passengers) appeared nervous, eyes bloodshot, speech rapid. Detected faint odor—sweat, possible stress, possible alcohol (none later confirmed).

Asked driver to exit vehicle for further inspection. Driver compliant, though slow to respond to direct order to place hands on boot. Initiated standard search for weapons and contraband—negative result. Noted subject’s rapid pulse, shallow breathing, obvious physical arousal (erection observed pressing against jeans during pat-down).

(Section crossed out in heavy black pen):

—

Subject made repeated eye contact with Officer. Officer responded by…

Hands placed…

Vest removed…

Contact initiated…

—

(writing becomes cramped, trailing off)

Continuation (clean, official hand):

Instructed subject to return to vehicle after negative search. No contraband or intoxication discovered. Driver warned re: speeding and lane use, instructed to proceed with caution. No ticket issued.

No further incident.

Patrol resumed.

End of entry.

She stares at the notebook, the words swimming on the page, her hand smudged where she pressed too hard. She can still feel his breath in her hair, his cock in her mouth, the taste of salt and rain and risk. Her thighs press together, damp, as she writes the last line.

Nothing further to report.

She knows it’s a lie. She closes the notebook, heart thudding. The act is over, but her body is still humming, her cunt slick, her mouth sore from use.

She will not sleep tonight. She’ll replay every second—over and over, under her covers, hand between her legs, uniform shirt still on, badge pressed tight to her chest, whispering the words she never wrote down.

Nothing further to report.

But she’s never been further from routine.


Story 2: Evidence Room

The station was quieter than usual, fluorescent lights buzzing against pale concrete and glass. Tessa moved through the corridors on autopilot, boots thumping over worn linoleum, every muscle sore from the shift before. Bruises bloomed across her thighs, a stripe above her knee, a crescent fading on her left hip—marks she’d traced in the mirror that morning with a slow, hungry finger. Her cunt still ached, wet and insistent, every step a raw reminder.

She barely had time to fix her hair or check her badge before she heard her name on the tannoy—called, clipped, unmistakable. “Hart. Evidence room. Now.” The voice was Marcus’s: low, even, the kind of tone that left no room for questions. A little jolt went through her, half fear, half the sharp anticipation she’d come to crave.

She took the stairs two at a time, heart hammering in her chest, sweat prickling at her lower back under the heavy vest. The evidence room was always cold, the air stinking of disinfectant and dust, lit by a single yellow bulb overhead. Metal shelves groaned under the weight of confiscated lives—phones, zip-locked cash, balled-up clothes, dildos in plastic bags, crowbars, broken dreams.

Marcus was already there, arms folded, leaning against the table. He didn’t look up as she entered. The big monitor on the desk glowed blue, the station’s video software paused at a telltale frame—a patrol car, hazard lights, a blurry silhouette: two figures locked together at the back of a vehicle on the shoulder of the highway. The timestamp, the badge number, the angle from the dashcam—hers, and recent.

Tessa’s mouth went dry. Heat crept up her neck. The cuffs at her hip suddenly felt heavier than ever, dragging at her belt, pressing into her skin.

“Close the door,” Marcus said, still not looking at her.

She obeyed, the latch clicking home. She tried to steady her breathing, make herself small—impossible in the uniform that showed every curve, every line, every mark she wore under the fabric.

He pressed play.

The speakers filled with the static crackle of rain and the low, hungry sound of her own voice: “Hands on the car. Now.” She saw herself on the screen—lips parted, vest slipping from her shoulders, shirt gaping open, the hard line of her jaw replaced with something softer, almost wild. The next seconds played out like a dirty confession: the man’s hands fumbling at her vest, her mouth taking him in, the rough blur of motion, her own gloved fist working him, her head snapping up to snarl, “Beg for it.”

Tessa flushed deep, a cold sweat breaking out along her scalp. She forced herself to look at the screen, refusing to flinch. But inside, her body went molten: the shame and the exposure twisted with a sick thrill, her cunt already throbbing, heat blooming in her chest.

Marcus paused the video at the worst frame: her, on her knees, shirt open, mouth wide, badge swinging on its chain as she took him deep. He turned to her then, face unreadable.

“Want to tell me what I’m looking at?” he asked, voice even.

Tessa tried to steady herself, lifting her chin just a little. “Routine stop,” she managed, voice thin, almost defiant.

His eyes narrowed. “Routine? You call that routine?” He hit play again—let the filthy soundtrack fill the tiny room: the gasp, the wet suck, her voice ordering the man to come in her mouth, the slap of skin on skin. He let it go for ten seconds, then paused again, letting the silence stretch.

She fought to keep her hands steady, but her fingers trembled. Her whole body felt exposed, on trial—vest too tight over aching breasts, shirt damp under her arms, knickers already slick. She could see Marcus’s gaze drift, almost despite himself, to the way the shirt strained across her chest, the blush in her cheeks, the tremor in her thighs.

He drew a breath, face still unreadable. “You’re not denying it?”

She swallowed, meeting his eyes. “No, sir.”

A flicker of something—anger? Admiration?—passed across his face. He looked back to the screen, then down at the file list, the digital record that made her crime immortal.

He stepped closer, the table between them, the monitor a wall of evidence she could never talk her way around. She could smell him—clean, sharp, the faint scent of aftershave and sweat, something strictly male. Her body responded, pulse jumping, nipples tightening under the damp cotton.

He kept his voice low. “You realize what this means? For you. For the station.”

She hesitated, the shame and arousal warring for space in her gut. “Yes, sir.”

He stared at her, then let out a breath that could have been a curse. “You’re going to watch it again. With me. All of it.”

He turned back to the monitor, pressed play, and folded his arms. She stood beside him, hands at her sides, every muscle taut, forced to relive every filthy second—her own image, her own voice, the act that had nearly undone her and was now about to undo her for real.

The screen glowed cold blue over both their faces as the sounds filled the room: a confession, a humiliation, a dark, dirty thrill she couldn’t look away from.

And beneath it all, Tessa felt herself getting wet, her thighs pressing together, her cunt aching with shame and want.

The evidence room felt even colder now—like the chill had crept up through the concrete and burrowed into her skin. The monitor’s blue glow painted harsh shadows over Tessa’s face as Marcus let the footage play through in silence, arms folded, gaze fixed not just on the screen but on her.

He didn’t raise his voice. That would have been almost a kindness. Instead, he kept it even and clinical. “So. Tell me what happened. In your own words.”

She hesitated, the words catching in her throat. Her hands twisted in front of her, clenching and unclenching. Her chest felt tight inside the vest, every breath shallow, the friction of damp cotton against her nipples making her wince.

“I… stopped a car,” she managed. “Routine check. He was—he was nervous. I could tell.”

Marcus didn’t look at her. “And?”

Tessa licked her lips, feeling the sting of salt and the faintest trace of leftover lipstick. “I took him out of the car. Searched him.”

He rewound the footage, pausing at the moment she shoved the man’s hips forward, her own body pressed flush to his, her mouth at his ear. “You searched him like this?”

She swallowed, cheeks burning. “Yes, sir.”

He watched her for a long moment. “Why? Was he a threat? Were you following procedure?”

She shook her head, unable to meet his eyes. “No, sir. I wanted to—” Her breath faltered. The truth was too dangerous to say. But she felt her cunt clench, the raw admission pulsing behind her lips.

Marcus didn’t let her off the hook. “You wanted what, Hart?”

She forced herself to look at him. “I wanted him to touch me. I wanted…” She stopped, voice shaking.

He stepped closer, his body radiating heat, authority. “You wanted him to see you. You wanted him to know exactly what you were. Didn’t you?”

The words landed like a blow. Tessa felt them all the way down to her cunt. She nodded, voice just a whisper. “Yes.”

He gave a small, contemptuous laugh. “And did he? Do you think he’ll ever forget the way you got on your knees for him, uniform open, badge hanging over your tit, mouth wide for his cock?”

She flinched—her whole body tensing with humiliation, but her nipples pebbled under the damp shirt, and her thighs pressed together, hungry for friction.

Marcus let the silence settle before speaking again, softer now. “Why, Hart?”

Tessa bit her lip, feeling the ache in her jaw, the flush climbing her throat. “I needed it. I needed to be seen, to be used. I wanted to cross the line.”

His voice grew colder. “You realize what would happen if I showed this to the chief? Or just let the right people know? You’d be finished. Ruined.”

She nodded, fear blooming with her arousal. “I know.”

He circled her, slow and predatory, pausing behind her, close enough that she could feel his breath at her ear. “And yet you did it anyway. You knew the risk and did it because it made you wet, didn’t you?”

Tessa’s voice broke on a whisper. “Yes, sir.”

Marcus moved back to the monitor, fingers tapping at the keyboard, the dashcam footage still looping—her own face on the screen, flushed and needy, mouth open, hair falling out of her bun, the badge glinting in the strobing hazard lights.

He looked at her, eyes hard. “If you want this to disappear, you’ll do exactly as I say. No argument. No questions. You’ll kneel there—” he pointed to the tile beside the desk “—and wait for my instructions.”

Tessa’s heart hammered, blood roaring in her ears. For a split second she considered refusing, but the command was like gravity—impossible to resist. She sank to her knees on the cold tile, feeling the rough concrete bite through her trousers, hands flat on her thighs, head bowed.

Marcus stood above her, silent for a long moment, letting the power hang in the air. Then, quietly: “You’re going to delete that file, but not before you admit exactly what you are.”

She looked up, eyes shining, shame and need mingling in her chest. “I’m a slut, sir. I wanted to be caught. I wanted to be watched.”

He nodded, satisfied. “That’s more like it.”

He left her there, kneeling in the center of the evidence room, the sound of her own degradation playing again from the speakers—each filthy order, each moan and plea, proof of what she was.

Marcus leaned against the table, arms folded, and watched her. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t smile. But Tessa knew, as she knelt obedient and humiliated on the cold floor, that this was punishment—one that left her soaking, desperate, desperate for more.

“Get ready,” Marcus said quietly, voice flat and final. “We’re not finished.”

The blue light from the monitor flickered over Tessa’s skin, making her look even paler, even more naked, despite the weight of her uniform. Her knees ached against the cold tile, every scrape and pressure point a reminder that this was real, not a filthy daydream. She could smell the room—dust, bleach, old sweat and something darker: the staleness of lives put on hold, evidence tagged and locked away. She breathed it all in, the air sharp in her lungs, her heart thudding so loud it drowned out the hum of the hard drive.

Marcus stayed silent for a beat, letting her feel the cold, the shame, the eyes he kept fixed on her back. Then, finally, he spoke.

“Log in.”

His tone left no room for disobedience. Tessa shuffled forward on her knees, hands trembling as she reached for the keyboard. Her fingers hovered over the keys, waiting for permission.

“Now.”

She typed in her credentials, every click echoing in the too-large room. The dashcam folder opened, her own badge number displayed in the file name. She stared at it—her number, her shame, proof of what she’d done.

Marcus moved to stand behind her, close enough that she could feel his presence, could imagine his hand at her nape, pushing her down, holding her in place. She resisted the urge to close her eyes and just submit to the humiliation, the sick, shivering pleasure running through her.

“Open the file,” he ordered. She did, and the video leapt to life. Again, the scene: her, on her knees, shirt open, mouth wide, eyes wild, hips rocking in time with every order she gave. Every moan, every filthy word, every sound she’d made in that moment.

Marcus narrated, his voice low, flat, clinical—a judge passing sentence. “There. Pause it. Look at yourself.” He leaned in, his finger pointing at her mouth frozen around the man’s cock, badge shining on her bare chest. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? To be seen like this. Not just by him, but by anyone who found this file.”

Tessa’s breath came fast, shame burning up her neck, but her thighs squeezed together, her cunt pulsing at the exposure. “Yes, sir,” she managed, voice tight.

He clicked forward frame by frame, making her relive every filthy detail. “Tell me what you see.”

She swallowed. “I see… I see a slut. A woman who wanted to be caught. Who wanted to be used.”

“And what do you feel?” Marcus pressed.

She hesitated, then spoke the truth. “Ashamed. And—” her voice broke— “so fucking wet I can barely think.”

He snorted softly, not unkindly. “You should be ashamed. But you’re not going to stop, are you?”

She shook her head, gaze fixed on her own ruined image, mouth swollen, eyes glassy with want. “No, sir.”

He let the footage roll, skipping to the end—the moment she shoved the man away, the look on her face: proud, wild, more animal than officer. He paused there, letting the silence thicken.

“Delete it,” he ordered. “But you’re going to say what you’re erasing. Every word.”

She moved the cursor to the file, fingers shaking, eyes burning. “I’m erasing the evidence of what I am,” she whispered. “I’m erasing my own surrender.”

“Louder.”

She cleared her throat, voice trembling but stronger. “I’m deleting the proof that I’m a slut. That I wanted to be watched. That I’ll do anything—anything—for the chance to be caught.”

“Good,” Marcus said. “Now do it.”

She dragged the file to the trash, her stomach lurching as it disappeared with a soft chime. She emptied the bin, confirming her choice, the finality of it more arousing than she expected. Her hands hovered above the keyboard, skin buzzing.

Marcus straightened, stepping back, his authority absolute. “You’ll remember every second of this, Hart. You’ll remember who made you confess. Who made you beg to be erased.”

Tessa nodded, cheeks burning, eyes wet, cunt soaking through her knickers.

Marcus watched her for a long moment, then said, “We’re finished.” His tone gave nothing away—not lust, not pity, only command. He turned, walked out, and let the heavy door swing shut behind him, leaving her kneeling in silence, shame and arousal ricocheting inside her chest.

She stayed like that for a long moment—knees aching, cunt throbbing, the memory of his voice and her own ruined image seared into her mind. Her hands drifted to her thighs, nails digging in, every inch of her body begging for release.

She was alone. But every inch of her still felt watched.

The door’s latch clicked, the echo ringing out as Marcus left her alone. The silence after his footsteps faded was brutal, almost violent, swallowing up the last vestiges of order. Tessa remained kneeling in the center of the evidence room, knees pressed hard into the chill tile, fingers splayed on thighs that still trembled with shame and arousal. She could feel the afterimage of his command on her skin—like he’d touched her everywhere without ever laying a finger.

For a long moment she didn’t move, listening to the humming fluorescent bulb and the faint whir of the ventilation fan, the only witnesses to what she’d become. The monitor had gone dark, but its ghostly blue glare still haunted her vision, searing the image of her own open mouth, exposed breasts, the filth of what she’d done into her mind.

She pressed her thighs together, hard, and realized just how soaked she was—knickers clinging damply, cunt swollen, throbbing with a need that Marcus’s discipline had only made sharper. The urge to be good, to be obedient, had been replaced by something wilder: the frantic, shuddering need to let herself go.

All around her, evidence of other people’s shame and sin: a box of seized vibrators and dildos in clear bags, stacks of old phones, purses, crumpled clothes reeking of old perfume and smoke, a pair of novelty handcuffs labeled “Exhibit G.” The air smelled of bleach, metal, old sex, and regret. Every shelf was a catalogue of lost control. It made her pulse race, mouth dry.

She staggered to her feet, moving on unsteady legs toward the low metal shelf where the sex toys were kept—bagged, labeled, confiscated from raids, evidence of nights almost exactly like hers. She reached out, tearing open a plastic bag with shaking hands. Her fingers closed around a slim pink vibrator, the sort she’d seen tossed into the evidence bin a hundred times. Her hands shook as she pressed the power button—astonished when it still buzzed, a high, urgent hum in her palm.

She pressed her back to the shelves, breath coming quick and ragged, knees bending until she half-collapsed to the floor again, skirt bunched, vest unfastened, shirt untucked and open at the front. She shoved her hand into her trousers, then beneath her soaked knickers, pressing the buzzing toy hard to her clit, biting back a sob as the first jolt of pleasure nearly floored her.

Her body arched, hips jerking, the shame of what she was doing only adding fuel to the fire. “Fuck,” she gasped, half a prayer, half an accusation. She pressed the toy in slow, grinding circles, breath coming in sharp pants, thighs quivering, knees wide and shameless.

She closed her eyes and let the memories take her: Marcus’s voice, cold and commanding, replaying every filthy order she’d given, every moan and plea she’d begged from that man on the side of the road. She pictured her own face on the monitor—mouth stretched wide, eyes glassy with hunger, badge bouncing on her bare chest as she sucked and jerked, ruined for anyone who cared to look.

She let her free hand slide up, squeezing her breast through the open shirt, pinching her nipple until it throbbed, matching the pulse between her legs. The air around her was thick with guilt and need, the scent of her own arousal mixing with the faded sweat and old latex in the room.

She rocked her hips, cunt greedy for sensation, the sharp edge of the tile biting into her ass as she ground down harder, chasing the orgasm Marcus had denied her. She muttered filth under her breath—his name, her own badge number, confessions she’d never write down: “I’m a slut. I want to be caught. I want to be punished. Please—please, let me come—”

The climax tore through her—hard, wrenching, full-body, legs shaking, breath hissing between clenched teeth. She shoved the toy deeper, riding the last sparks, crying out softly as her orgasm echoed through the empty evidence room.

When it passed, she slumped sideways, face pressed to the cold tile, hand still buried between her legs, body wrecked and buzzing, cunt flooded with heat and shame and relief. The evidence shelves loomed above her, silent and judgmental, every object a witness to her downfall.

For a long minute, Tessa just lay there, heart thundering, skin slick with sweat, knickers twisted at her knees, uniform askew, mouth open and gasping.

She could still hear Marcus’s voice in her head: “You’ll remember every second. You’ll remember who made you beg.”

She wanted to do it all over again.

The evidence room was colder now, the tile leaching heat from Tessa’s bare skin. She lay sprawled on her side, one cheek pressed to the gritty floor, breathing in the taste of bleach, sweat, and the thick, lingering scent of her own orgasm. The soft hum of the confiscated vibrator faded in her grip. She let it go, listening to it clatter across the tile before it rolled to a stop under the shelves—a dirty secret, abandoned among the sins of strangers.

She was trembling all over, muscles jelly-soft, knees aching from kneeling too long. Her body was a roadmap of what had happened: a new bruise blossoming at her hip, the waistband of her trousers damp and twisted, shirt bunched under her arms, badge pressing into her breastbone with every shuddering breath. She dragged a palm down her stomach, feeling the slickness drying on her inner thigh, the hot ache of her cunt still pulsing with the memory of her release.

For a moment she just stared at the mess she’d made—uniform in disarray, hair wild, a sheen of sweat cooling on her brow. She sat up slowly, wincing as her joints protested. She glanced down and saw the faint marks her own nails had left on her thighs, the red streak where she’d bitten her own wrist to keep from crying out too loud.

She reached for her knickers, damp and tangled at her knees, and dragged them up with unsteady hands, hissing as the wet fabric slid against oversensitive skin. She tucked herself back into her trousers, zipped and buttoned with shaking fingers. She re-fastened her shirt, smoothed her collar, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, tasting the ghost of her own slick and the salty bite of shame.

She rolled her shoulders, straightened her vest, and reached for her badge, pinning it back in place with a practiced flick. She glanced in the blacked-out screen of the monitor, catching her reflection: hair mussed, cheeks red, lips swollen, mascara smudged under her eyes—a woman who had broken every rule and wanted to do it again.

She tried to slow her breathing, but her heart was still racing. The truth of what she’d done lingered everywhere: in the ache between her legs, the heat under her skin, the wildness in her eyes. She tried to pull her hair back into something resembling order, but the strands refused to cooperate, still damp with sweat.

She glanced at the shelf where the vibrator lay, half-lost in shadow. For a second, she considered bagging it as evidence—proof that she’d crossed a line and never wanted to come back. Instead, she left it there, the small pink body a secret only she would remember.

She grabbed her notebook and scribbled a quick, sanitized line:

Inventory checked. Unusual item found. No action required. Exit, 03:41.

Her hand hesitated, pen trembling. She wanted to write more. To confess it all: I ruined myself here, alone, surrounded by other people’s guilt. I made evidence of my own. But she snapped the book shut, stuffing it back into her pocket.

She glanced once more at the black screen, seeing her own reflection—eyes wild, mouth parted, skin still flushed. There was no erasing it, not really. Not the footage. Not the act. Not the hunger it had left behind.

She left the evidence room slowly, boots echoing in the hall, the stink of sex and regret clinging to her uniform. She moved through the empty corridors like a ghost, already replaying every filthy detail in her mind, wondering how long she could last before she needed to break again.

Nothing is ever erased.

Not desire.

Not shame.

Not the part of her that wanted to be watched, wanted to confess, wanted to be punished and forgiven, all at once.


Interlude II — Security Footage

The security office was empty—just humming servers, old coffee, the faint tang of ozone and anxiety. Tessa locked the door behind her, the click echoing in the dark. The monitors on the desk threw fractured light across her uniform, sharp little rectangles in blue and grey. She sat in the rolling chair, body heavy, thighs splayed wide, vest still pressing her chest, skin tacky with sweat beneath the crisp cotton.

She logged into the evidence server, badge number and password, fingers tapping the same nervous rhythm as her heart. She scrolled through the camera logs, a digital diary of every hour she’d ever spent in uniform: traffic stops, pat-downs, supermarket shoplifter calls, every step and breath and order preserved by some small red light. She’d always thought it was for safety, for the job—but now, with every click, she saw her own desire peeking through: How many times had she wanted to be watched? How many times had she arranged her body, her voice, her words for an unseen audience?

She picked a random file—Dashcam 1043: March 18, 00:41—and let it play. The screen filled with her own reflection in the driver’s window, eyes dark, lips bitten, vest half-zipped. She heard her own voice through the tinny speaker: low, careful, not quite as calm as she’d wanted to sound. The suspect’s face wasn’t visible, but hers was: open, hungry, mouth parted. In the background, hazard lights painted the car in shifting red and white. Tessa’s breath caught. Was this the night she’d let herself be fingered behind the wheel? She couldn’t remember the excuse. Only the look in her own eyes.

Next file: Bodycam 1043: April 3, 03:11. Blurry corridor, stacks of seized goods. The lens caught her hip as she leaned over a suspect, shirt tight across her back, trousers stretched over her ass. She paused the video, staring at the way her own body filled the frame. Had anyone noticed, watching later? Had anyone lingered on this, zoomed in, catalogued the arch of her back, the way her thighs pressed together after a search?

She moved through file after file, not looking for evidence—just moments. The near-miss glimpses: a flash of bare thigh when her skirt rode up; her mouth slick and swollen after a bathroom break, lipstick smudged; the way her breath would fog the lens if she panted, too close, too raw. She catalogued each risk, each dirty possibility. Sometimes she’d see herself looking into the reflection—mirror, window, car glass—staring straight into the camera as if daring the world to watch.

She pressed a hand to her thigh, heat blooming through her palm, thighs rolling together beneath the table. She let the cursor skip to another file—Locker Room: June 12, 05:56. There she was, naked from the waist up, running a damp cloth over her chest, checking bruises in the mirror. The security lens only caught her in passing, but it was enough: her tits bouncing, nipples peaked from the cold, body marked and proud.

Tessa let the video loop, tracing every movement, breath coming faster, cunt growing slick at the thought of being recorded, catalogued, archived forever as evidence of her own descent.

She whispered into the empty room, voice thick: “You’re always watching, aren’t you? You see everything. You know exactly what I am.”

Her finger hovered over the ‘Export’ button. For a second, she wanted to save the clip—send it to someone anonymous, leak her own shame to the dark corners of the internet, let strangers see and judge and want.

But she didn’t. She just watched, again and again, until the screen blurred and her hand slid between her legs, chasing the ache that surveillance had made unbearable.

By the time she finally logged off, the servers were humming louder, her own reflection ghosted in the glass, cheeks flushed, uniform wrinkled, eyes wild.

She wrote the file numbers on a scrap of paper—her own secret inventory. Every time she wanted to remember what she was becoming, all she’d have to do was press play.


Story 3: Lock-Up

The cells were empty, lights dimmed to the soft yellow the night crew preferred—just enough to see the tile shine, just enough to make every shadow stretch a little longer. Most of the city’s troublemakers had sobered up or been bailed out. The radio was silent but for the low hiss of static and an occasional snatch of dispatch in another borough. Tessa let the hum settle into her bones, felt the weight of the shift pressing against her skin as she leaned against the open cell door, letting her head rest against cool concrete.

Her body still ached from the week—thighs dotted with bruises, arms striped from the vest, nipples still sensitive beneath her shirt, a low pulse of soreness lingering between her legs. Every step reminded her of the night before, the evidence room, the rough floor, the vibrator still humming in her memory. Her uniform clung to her hips and chest, a little damp from sweat, the waistband of her trousers sticking to the line where she’d come earlier. She’d checked herself in the locker room mirror at midnight, tongue pressed to her teeth, hair slicked into a bun, mascara heavy. She looked wild. She’d left the buttons a little looser than regulation, a flash of skin showing at her throat, just for herself.

Now, with the station nearly empty, it was just her and three others: Kira—slight, sharp, always first to laugh at filth and never shy about making others blush; Jules—big, broad-shouldered, a wrestler’s neck, hands always moving, eyes that lingered on Tessa’s ass whenever he thought she wasn’t watching; Andy—tall, all nervous energy and dry wit, freckles dotting the backs of his hands, uniform always a little wrinkled, but never careless.

They sprawled on the benches outside holding, a half-eaten pizza box on the table, mugs of burnt coffee cooling beside the evidence bags. Someone had scrawled “DO NOT EAT—CSI” on a napkin, and Kira pretended to read it every time she took a bite. The smell of oregano and old sweat mixed with disinfectant and the sharper scent of latex from a box of gloves someone had left open.

“Anyone else fucking dying for a day off?” Andy groaned, stretching his arms over his head so his shirt rode up, flashing a strip of pale skin and the edge of a tattoo. Jules tossed a balled-up napkin at him. Kira just laughed, her voice ringing against tile and bars.

Tessa let herself sink into the easy rhythm—banter bouncing from one to another, crude jokes, the kind of laughter that comes only when you trust the people you’re with, or when you’re too tired to fake anything else.

Jules glanced her way, eyes dropping to where her shirt pulled at her chest, then flicking away. “You look like you’ve been through hell, Hart. What’d you do, take down a rugby team?”

Tessa grinned, stretching her arms behind her back to flex her chest, letting the fabric strain just a bit more. “You should see the other guys. Or what’s left of them.”

Kira nudged her knee under the table, a sly smile playing at her lips. “Bet the locker room’s got your fingerprints all over it tonight. Always said you were a closet perv.”

Tessa snorted, but didn’t deny it. There was a heat in her cheeks she couldn’t hide, and a slow-building tension that felt nothing like embarrassment.

Andy sipped his coffee, voice low, eyes half-lidded. “You keep showing up with new bruises. Maybe we should do a search—make sure you’re not smuggling contraband under that vest.”

Laughter. Even Tessa laughed—open, dirty, letting it echo in her chest. She liked the way they looked at her, liked the way Jules’s knee pressed against hers under the table, liked the way Kira’s gaze drifted up her thighs, slow and obvious. She felt her cunt clench at the thought, her whole body prickling.

Kira set her cup down with a clink. “We should make her prove it. Strip search, full cavity, the works.” She licked a finger clean of pizza sauce, eyes locked with Tessa’s. “Unless you’re too shy, Hart.”

Jules grinned. “I’ll get the gloves.”

Andy mimed snapping on a pair, laughter bubbling up as the tension in the air thickened.

Tessa raised her brows, feigning shock. “You three are fucking filthy.”

Kira’s laugh was low and wicked. “And you love it.”

She did. She felt the pulse of want deep in her belly—cunt already growing slick, her thighs pressing together, heart kicking up a beat as the lines between joke and dare blurred. She wanted to be the center of this, wanted to be their game and their prize, wanted to let them see everything.

She sat up straighter, meeting each of their gazes in turn, daring them to make the first move.

“So what’s the game, then?” she said, voice velvet-smooth, a challenge in every syllable. “Who’s getting searched tonight?”

Kira flashed her teeth, eyes bright. “Oh, we’ll start with you, Officer Hart. The rest of us will see if we can measure up.”

Andy laughed. “Should’ve known. The quiet ones are always the trouble.”

Jules stood, stretching his thick arms, the sleeves of his shirt tight on his biceps. “Let’s see what you’re hiding, Tessa. All in the name of professional development.”

Tessa rolled her shoulders back, her uniform suddenly too tight and too thin all at once. She grinned, wide and wolfish. “Bring it on.”

In the silence that followed, Tessa felt the shift—the moment when the joke became something else, when the night slipped into the realm of secrets and shared dirt. The cell doors loomed open, the benches gleamed under cheap fluorescent light, and her body ached for what was coming next.

She was ready to be found guilty.

The room took on a different heat as Kira rose from the bench, dusting pizza crumbs off her trousers and tossing her ponytail over one shoulder. “Right, Officer Hart, on your feet. Against the wall. Let’s see if you’re hiding anything a strip search might find.”

Jules grinned, big and eager. Andy fished a pair of gloves from the open box, snapping one on with exaggerated drama, latex crackling in the hush. The holding cell felt smaller, the walls closer, the strip of light above buzzing with anticipation.

Tessa didn’t hesitate. She stood, rolling her shoulders back, heart thumping as she strode to the far wall. She braced her hands on cool painted cinderblock, feet spread wide, ass jutting out for their view. The position—so routine, so official—now thrummed with dirty promise. Her shirt was already damp at the small of her back, sweat gathering where her vest pressed tight against her skin.

Kira was first, stepping up behind her, her hands not quite gentle as she patted Tessa’s hips and thighs, fingers lingering in the creases. “Shirt’s untucked. That’s a violation,” Kira murmured, voice pitched for the room.

Jules loomed beside them, leaning in to murmur in Tessa’s ear, “You could have a knife down your waistband. Or something more fun.”

Tessa grinned, turning her head just enough to meet his gaze. “Check all you want.”

Andy played the straight man, clipboard in hand, pretending to tick off items on an imaginary checklist. “Strip search protocol: shirt first, then vest, then trousers. Don’t skip steps, Kira. We’re professionals.”

Tessa snorted, but the laugh broke on a gasp as Kira’s hands slipped up her sides, bunching the fabric of her shirt, fingers grazing her bare waist. Kira untucked her shirt with a flourish, pulling it high enough that cool air grazed the bare skin above her trousers. Tessa’s skin prickled—goosebumps rising, nipples peaking beneath the thin bra.

Jules reached past Kira, snapping his own gloves on with a crack. “Let’s get the vest. No telling what a creative girl like Hart might be hiding close to her chest.”

Together, they made a show of unfastening the heavy vest—Velcro ripping, straps loosening—then lifted it off her shoulders. Tessa shivered, the sudden lightness making her feel naked, the pressure gone and her body more exposed.

Andy whistled low. “Looks clean to me, but you never know.”

“Let’s be thorough,” Kira said, hands now on Tessa’s hips, fingers drifting to the waistband of her trousers, thumbs brushing dangerously low, close to the heat beneath.

Jules ran his gloved palms up Tessa’s back, pausing at her bra clasp. “Regulation, Hart? Or you breaking uniform code again?”

Tessa let her head drop forward, hair falling loose from the bun, her breath steaming the cinderblock. “Guess you’ll have to check.”

Jules flicked the clasp open, slow and deliberate, letting the straps fall down her arms, the cups barely clinging to her breasts. He peeled the fabric away, exposing her nipples—dark, swollen, aching from anticipation and the brush of the rough cotton.

Andy’s turn. He crouched beside her, his hands running down the outside of her thighs, up to the inside, fingers skating up to the seam of her trousers. “Any unauthorized items here, Officer?” he asked, voice all false innocence.

She bit her lip as his fingers pressed into the soft flesh where thigh met crotch, lingering. The heat was intense; she was soaking already, her knickers damp and clinging.

Kira slid her hands around, unfastening Tessa’s belt, pulling the thick leather loose. “Let’s see how cooperative you really are.”

Jules helped, working the button and zip open, tugging the trousers over Tessa’s ass, past the swell of her thighs, letting them bunch at her knees. The cold air made her gasp, the bench pressing against her hipbones.

Now she was in nothing but her damp black knickers, shirt bunched around her elbows, bra slipping from her arms, hair half undone and cheeks flushed. Every inch of her was on display—muscle, bruise, bite mark, and all.

Jules let his hand linger over her bare hip, squeezing gently. “Anything to confess before we keep going?”

Tessa rolled her hips back, ass pressing into his palm, hungry for more. “You’ll have to search deeper.”

Andy’s hand slipped between her thighs, pressing two fingers against the soaked crotch of her knickers. He grinned, cheeks pink. “You’re practically leaking evidence, Hart. Think that’s a violation?”

Kira tugged the knickers down to Tessa’s knees, exposing her cunt—swollen, slick, lips flushed and glistening in the harsh light. The whole group went quiet for a second, taking in the sight.

Jules let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Well, well. Hiding all that from us? We should book you for obstruction.”

Tessa met his gaze, smirking. “Better make it a full cavity search.”

The laughter that followed was thick, dirty, the line between joke and threat erased. Their bodies closed in, uniforms brushing her bare skin, every movement a promise. She felt more exposed than ever, but also invincible—her body powerful, their hands hungry, the station’s cinderblock walls closing in to keep their secret.

Kira pressed her lips to Tessa’s shoulder, biting down just hard enough to sting. “Don’t worry, Hart. We’ll be gentle. For now.”

Tessa spread her legs wider, presenting herself for inspection, cunt slick and open, her heart racing, breath coming in low, trembling gasps.

She was ready for whatever the night—and her colleagues—wanted to find.

The moment her knickers hit her knees, the last trace of playfulness evaporated. Tessa was bare from the waist down, shirt bunched at her elbows, bra hanging from one wrist, feet braced wide on the cold tile. The station’s holding pen felt too bright, the air thick with sweat and the sharp bite of latex from snapped gloves.

Kira was the first to move, gloved hand sliding up the inside of Tessa’s thigh, her touch less clinical now—slow, lingering, the latex dragging over slick, hot skin. “Definitely not regulation, Hart,” she teased, fingers circling close to Tessa’s cunt but not quite touching.

Jules stepped in behind, big hands gripping Tessa’s hips, thumbs pressing into old bruises, palms splaying across the muscle of her ass. “Spread wider,” he ordered, voice rougher than before. Tessa obeyed, feeling the prickle of tile under her toes, the stretch of her inner thighs as she bent a little deeper, arching her back, cunt parted and exposed to the room.

Andy tossed the clipboard aside, coming up to her front, eyes fixed on her body—her heavy tits, the flushed peaks, the bright smudges where her vest had dug into her chest. He was grinning, breath fast, one hand reaching up to twist a nipple between gloved fingers. Tessa gasped, the sudden bite making her hips buck backward—straight into Jules, who let out a low, appreciative growl.

“Getting eager now, aren’t you?” Jules murmured, grinding his hips against her ass. Through the fabric of his trousers, she could feel the hard line of his cock, and the friction sent another hot rush through her cunt.

Kira knelt, spreading Tessa open with both hands, eyes level with her cunt, gloved thumb teasing slick lips apart. “You’re soaked,” she whispered, tongue flicking out to taste her, just a slow lick from clit to entrance. Tessa moaned, the noise echoing off concrete, the vulnerability so deep it became its own kind of power.

Andy palmed her breast, rolling it in his hand, then leaned in to suck her nipple, teeth grazing, the heat of his mouth making her shudder.

Jules pressed his cock against her ass, grinding, then unfastened his belt, letting it clatter to the floor. He pushed his trousers down just enough to free himself, cock thick and flushed, the tip slick. He guided himself between her ass cheeks, letting her feel the weight, the heat.

Kira’s fingers finally pressed into Tessa’s cunt, two sliding in without resistance, thumb circling her clit in slow, firm strokes. “Tell us you want it, Hart,” she murmured, biting her way up Tessa’s thigh, leaving bright red marks.

Tessa’s voice broke, needy, raw. “I want it. I want all of you. Please—don’t stop.”

Andy laughed, low and hungry. “You heard the lady. Guess we’re just following orders.”

He moved behind Kira, palming Tessa’s jaw, forcing her to look up at him. “Open your mouth,” he commanded, and Tessa obeyed, tongue out, lips parted, desperate for anything he would give.

Kira crooked her fingers, thrusting deeper, her other hand still spreading Tessa’s cunt wide, making sure everyone could see. “She’s a fucking mess,” she said, eyes glinting. “Soaked for her own strip search.”

Jules leaned over, one hand on Tessa’s lower back, cock pressed at her entrance, teasing, not yet pushing in. “You want us to use you, Officer? You want to be the night shift’s little slut?”

Tessa’s answer was a groan, low and wild. “Yes. I want it. I want you to use me.”

The group closed in, uniforms brushing her bare skin, the cold of the cell mixing with the hot, filthy press of bodies. Kira was laughing now, voice rough as she worked her fingers faster, thumb working Tessa’s clit. Andy spat in his hand, stroked his cock, then pressed it to Tessa’s lips.

“Earn it,” he growled, and Tessa took him in, lips sealing around the head, tongue swirling, sucking him deep, moaning around his cock as Kira fingered her and Jules rubbed his cock along her ass.

The sounds in the room were pure filth—wet slaps, gasps, moans, the scrape of boots on tile. Tessa was surrounded, hands and mouths everywhere, her body not her own, every hole claimed. Yet it was hers too—the power of her surrender, the thrill of being both spectacle and participant, of being seen and used by those who understood exactly what she needed.

Jules pushed into her at last, thick and slow, splitting her open, the stretch making her gasp around Andy’s cock. Kira fucked her with three fingers, her other hand gripping Tessa’s thigh, nails digging in. Andy’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, his cock sliding over her tongue, the taste of him sharp and real.

Tessa lost herself in it, body shaking, tears smearing her mascara, cunt spasming as pleasure and humiliation and need blended into one endless ache.

And when Andy pulled out and slapped his cock against her cheek, Jules driving into her harder, Kira biting her hip, all three voices overlapping in filthy encouragement, Tessa knew she would never, ever want to stop.

Tessa was a spectacle now—stripped, cuffed, knees spread on the tile, mascara streaking down her cheeks, cunt swollen and shining. Her uniform shirt bunched at her elbows, the badge half-torn from its stitching, her vest a forgotten pile in the corner. The cell echoed with every pant, every slap of skin, every gasp and grunt and filthy laugh.

Jules was buried deep inside her, each thrust driving her forward on her hands and knees, the pressure of his hips bruising her ass. Andy had his cock out, thick and slick with spit, feeding it into Tessa’s mouth, his hand wrapped in her hair, guiding her pace. Kira hovered at her side, one hand wrapped around Tessa’s breast, squeezing and pinching until the flesh flushed and ached, the other hand notched firmly between Tessa’s thighs, fingers rubbing circles over her clit, coaxing every tremor and gasp.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Jules groaned, slapping her ass, leaving a red handprint that only deepened with every thrust.

Kira leaned down, lips brushing Tessa’s ear. “You love this, don’t you? Getting fucked by your own team. Letting everyone see what a whore you are on the night shift.”

Tessa moaned, muffled by Andy’s cock, drool and spit leaking from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the sweat already dripping from her chin. She tried to answer, but Andy’s cock filled her, the only sound she could make a hungry, needy gurgle.

Andy’s voice was low, almost gentle as he rocked his hips. “Look at you. Officer Hart, taking cock like a star. You want to show us how grateful you are for all the overtime?”

Jules grunted, hips slamming harder, balls slapping against her cunt. “Bet she’s been thinking about this for weeks. Little slut wants the whole station to see.”

Kira flicked Tessa’s clit harder, thumb rubbing fast, sending shockwaves up her spine. “She’s dripping all over my hand,” Kira announced, voice bright and cruel. “Come on, Hart. Say thank you.”

Andy pulled out, letting Tessa gasp for air, spit dripping down her chin. She sucked in a desperate breath, voice hoarse and shaking: “Thank you. Please—don’t stop. Use me. I want it. Want all of you.”

Jules laughed, pulling out with a slick, wet sound, cum leaking down Tessa’s thigh. He slapped her ass, then grabbed her by the hips and rolled her onto her back. “You want more? Beg for it.”

Tessa spread her legs, cunt wide and open, shining with arousal and cum. She looked up at the three of them, shameless, hair wild, breasts heaving, body shaking. “Please. I need it. Fuck me. Fill me. Use my mouth, my cunt, my ass—just don’t stop.”

Andy was on her first, sliding into her pussy, the stretch making her gasp and arch her back. Jules straddled her chest, feeding his cock between her lips, letting her suck and gag and moan. Kira knelt behind her head, grabbing Tessa’s hair, making her look up, mouth open, spit glistening.

“Look at you,” Kira whispered, voice soft but loaded with power. “Our pretty little fucktoy. You ever think about being used like this in training?”

Tessa’s answer was another desperate moan around Jules’s cock, her hands gripping Andy’s ass, nails digging into flesh, cunt fluttering as orgasm threatened to take her under.

Andy pounded into her, rough and deep, Kira biting her ear, whispering filth: “Good girl. Take it. Show us you know your place.”

They swapped positions, bodies tangling, uniforms half-on, sweat and spit and cum slicking every inch of skin. Kira lowered herself onto Tessa’s face, cunt pressing hot and wet against Tessa’s lips, grinding until Tessa’s tongue worked her open, tasting, licking, devouring every inch.

Jules and Andy each took her—one in her mouth, the other in her cunt or ass, swapping places, never letting her catch her breath, never letting her close her legs or stop begging for more.

The cell was filled with their voices:

“Fuck, she’s perfect.”

“Take it all, Hart.”

“Bet you wish the cameras were rolling now.”

“You’re one of us now. You belong to the night.”

Tessa lost herself in sensation—her body stretched, filled, used, every nerve ending alight with pleasure and humiliation and need. The sound of her own moans echoed off tile, the slap of bodies a percussion, her skin marked by hands, mouths, teeth, her cunt filled, her ass red and aching, her throat raw from use.

She came hard, again and again, orgasms rolling through her until she was shaking, eyes rolling back, mouth open on a silent scream. Each climax only brought more—the rough thrusts, the taunts, the kisses and bites and hands holding her down.

And all the while, the others spurred her on, voices layered:

“That’s it, show us how much you want it.”

“Good slut.”

“You’re never gonna forget tonight, are you?”

When they finished, cocks spilling over her belly, her tongue, her cunt, Kira reached down and wiped Tessa’s mouth with her thumb, then kissed her deep, sharing the taste of everything they’d done.

For a long moment, the only sound was heavy breathing, the slick slide of bodies coming apart, the wild beat of Tessa’s heart in her ears.

She had never felt so ruined—or so alive.

For a while, nobody moved. The heat and filth of it hung thick in the air, sweat cooling, the scent of sex mixing with old disinfectant and the ghost of burnt coffee from the break room. Tessa lay sprawled on her back on the tile, thighs wide, cunt leaking, skin sticky with spit and come and the rough imprint of hands and mouths and cock. Her body was mapped with bruises—thumbprints on her hips, bite marks on her inner thigh, bright red stripes from where Jules had held her down and Andy’s nails had raked her ass.

She was exhausted, her breath coming in long, slow pulls, heart finally slowing from its mad rush. Her shirt hung open, badge dangling loose over one breast, hair matted to her neck and face, mascara painting dark streaks down her cheeks. Every muscle hummed with the afterglow, every nerve still tingling from the overstimulation.

Kira was the first to move, reaching for her own shirt, tossing it over her shoulder as she scooted up beside Tessa, legs tangled together. “Well, fuck. That’s one for the record books,” she laughed, breathless and giddy. She leaned in, brushing Tessa’s hair from her face, pressing a quick, filthy kiss to her forehead. “You’re fucking legendary, Hart.”

Jules sank down against the cell wall, wiping sweat from his brow, chest heaving. He grinned at Tessa, lazy and satisfied. “You sure you haven’t been on the job longer than us? That was…” He trailed off, then started laughing, head thrown back.

Andy—quiet, freckles standing out on flushed skin—offered Tessa his crumpled shirt as a makeshift towel. She took it, wiped her face and chest, then pressed it between her legs, hissing at the tender heat. He leaned in, voice soft, “Need water? Or just more cock?”

She laughed—a real, warm sound, not just a slut’s cackle, but something grateful and alive. “Both, maybe. Depends who’s buying.”

Kira found a packet of wipes in her jacket and handed them around. The group cleaned up—sticky bellies, spent cocks, wet thighs. They were gentle with each other, trading small jokes, grinning as they wiped cum from skin and floor, pretending not to notice how their hands lingered on Tessa, smoothing her hair, rubbing her sore shoulders, tracing bruises like keepsakes.

Jules lit a cigarette, passing it to Kira, who took a drag and then held it to Tessa’s lips. She inhaled, feeling the burn in her chest, exhaling into the space between them.

“Night shift initiation,” Jules declared, nodding to Andy and Kira. “You made the cut, Hart. Welcome to the real crew.”

Andy pulled her up to sit, nestling her between himself and Jules on the bench. Kira rested her head on Tessa’s thigh, fingers drawing lazy shapes over her knee. Tessa felt owned and cherished all at once—a plaything and a teammate, not just a slut but a member of their private, filthy circle.

Kira nudged her, eyes bright and wicked. “No secrets on night shift, remember?”

Tessa smiled, feeling the truth of it settle in her bones. There was no shame here, only satisfaction and the buzz of being known—her dirt matching theirs, every flaw and hunger shared. She looked at each of them, grateful for the bruises and the mess, the laughter and the kindness that came after all the rough hands and filthy mouths.

Jules took another drag, his voice low and satisfied. “What happens in lock-up stays in lock-up.”

Tessa let her head fall back, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “Good. Because I don’t think I could ever explain this to the chief.”

They all laughed, warm and a little wild. The cell had never felt safer—or more dangerous.

For a while, they just sat together, basking in the wreckage, finishing the last of the pizza, hands still finding their way to Tessa’s skin, drawing new lines of affection over the bruises and bite marks, making promises for next time.

When the others finally drifted out, the station was nearly silent—just the echo of laughter and the distant clatter of boots in the corridor, fading as doors swung closed. Tessa moved slow, each muscle aching, cunt sore and swollen, skin painted with fingerprints, teeth marks, and lines from cuffs. She felt hollowed out, but not empty; every inch of her still buzzing from being used, from the thrill of giving herself up so completely, from the knowledge that what they’d done was both forbidden and utterly right.

She wandered to the locker room on heavy legs, one hand bracing her against the cold tiled wall, the other clutching her ruined shirt around her waist. Her reflection caught her in the mirror—hair wild, cheeks flushed, lips bitten and puffy, mascara trailing in black rivers down her face. She looked ruined, unrepentant, beautiful.

She let her shirt fall open, exposing the constellation of marks across her breasts and belly: a bite on the inside of her left thigh, bruises blooming purple over her hips, fingerprints where Andy and Jules had held her down, a pink crescent on her ass from Kira’s teeth. She pressed her palm over her cunt, feeling the sticky residue of sweat, spit, and come, and shivered at how raw and alive she still was.

She leaned close to the glass, studying the reflection—shoulders broad, tits heavy, every muscle humming with exhaustion and the aftermath of orgasm after orgasm. She rolled her neck, baring her throat, tracing the place where Kira had sucked hard enough to leave a brand.

She sank onto the bench, knees drawn up, head bowed over her lap, the chill of the locker room seeping into her bones, grounding her. She let her fingers drift over her lips, then down to her chest, circling bruises like medals. Her thighs still trembled, the ache in her cunt flaring when she squeezed her knees together. She pulled her phone from her bag, thumbed open the voice recorder, and hit “Record” with a slow, shaky breath.

“Lock-up, 04:23,” she whispered, voice low and rough, the sound echoing in the empty room. “Don’t know how many times I came. Still can’t stop shaking. My body’s wrecked. My cunt’s a mess. I’m covered in bruises, bite marks, spit, and I’ve never felt more… right. More myself. I think this is what I wanted all along. Not just the use, but the being seen. The knowing I’m not alone in it. We’re all dirty. And tonight—tonight I belong.”

She listened to her own voice echo in her headphones, the shame and pride curling together in her belly, her heart hammering as she recorded every word.

She tucked her phone away, pulled on a fresh pair of knickers, and stood, letting her shirt hang loose over her thighs. She took one last look in the mirror—eyes wild, lips swollen, hair a wreck—and smiled. Not broken. Not ruined. Remade.

She closed her locker, slung her bag over one sore shoulder, and walked out, bruised and used and hungry for more, her body a living confession of everything she’d allowed, everything she craved, everything she now claimed as hers.

She left the lights on behind her, the tile still streaked with evidence, the memory of laughter and filth hanging in the air like a blessing.


Interlude III — Locker-Mirror

The station was silent by the time Tessa returned to the locker room. The last shift’s voices had faded; the only sounds left were the faint buzz of a flickering light and the distant groan of pipes behind the tiles. She closed the door, let her bag slide from her shoulder, and stood alone in the heavy quiet.

She moved to the long mirror, uniform half-open, boots tracking sweat and grit across the pale floor. The glass caught her whole—the mess of her hair, wild and tangled; her face flushed, mascara smeared in dark streaks down her cheeks; lips plump and bitten, still pink from teeth and spit and the slap of skin. She looked like a woman who’d been thoroughly fucked, and she relished the truth of it.

She pulled her shirt off her shoulders, letting it fall open to her elbows. Her skin was mapped in evidence: a bite on her left breast, darkening to purple; teeth marks along the slope of her neck; finger-shaped bruises at her waist and hips, the skin tender and hot. She turned, admiring the curve of her ass in the glass, a crescent of red where Kira had slapped her, a purpling blotch where Jules had squeezed too hard. She smiled, running her palm over each bruise, tracing the evidence as if taking inventory.

She drew in close, so near her breath fogged the glass, eyes searching her own face for any trace of shame. But there was none. Her gaze was hungry, knowing. She let one hand slip between her thighs, fingers ghosting over her cunt—still sticky, still sore, still open from use. She closed her eyes for a heartbeat, feeling the pulse, the ache, the memory of so many hands and mouths and bodies pressing her open, holding her down, filling her up.

She opened her eyes again, watching the blush creep up her chest, nipples tightening as she cupped her breasts, thumb grazing a bite. Her own reflection looked back—wrecked, powerful, not sorry. Not even a little.

She whispered to herself, low and certain: “You’re a fucking masterpiece.” She smiled, baring her teeth, feeling the wildness in her chest, the echo of laughter and dirty voices and the sweet, raw pain of being used and adored.

She stood a little taller, rolling her shoulders back, letting the bruises show. She buttoned her shirt loosely, left her hair tangled, eyes bright and rimmed in black. She clipped her badge over her heart, letting the cold metal press into the bite mark above her breast. Every move was deliberate—a claiming of every mark, every ache, every inch of filth she now carried as proof of her own ruin and rebirth.

Before she left, she lingered at the mirror, turning this way and that, admiring the wildness, the ruin, the glory of what she’d let herself become. She smirked, a private, crooked smile—pride and challenge and invitation in one.

She would carry this with her: the hunger, the bruises, the certainty that what she’d done would never truly wash away. She would wear it like a uniform under the uniform, a secret badge for anyone who looked close enough to see.

As she left the locker room, the door swung shut behind her, her reflection fading from the glass, but the evidence written on her body would last for days—marks she would admire each time she undressed, each time she caught herself in the mirror, a living record of every line she’d chosen to cross.


Story 4: Badge Number 1043

Tessa took her time getting ready, savoring every slow, careful motion in the privacy of her flat. The curtains were drawn tight against the street, a single lamp casting her shadow huge against the wallpaper as she stripped down before the mirror. Her body was a living archive: bruises purpled on her hips and ass, thumbprints in deep relief along her thighs, faint teeth marks blooming across her breast. She ran her fingers along each one, tracing the constellation of her week—every mark a story, every ache a private confession.

She chose her uniform pieces with greedy precision. Trousers and bra were left in the bottom of the wardrobe; tonight, there would be nothing between her skin and the crisp white shirt, the dark blue vest, the thick-soled boots, and the heavy police cap. She pulled the shirt on slow, the fabric rough against her bare nipples, buttoning it to just below her breastbone, leaving the rest open. Her skin shivered in the chill, breasts exposed if she moved too quickly, her badge and name patch left in a pile on the bed. The vest went on next—weighty, compressing her chest just enough to make her feel both safe and contained. Her fingers lingered on the inside, pressing the warm skin above her heart, feeling the steady, deep thud of her own pulse.

She checked herself in the mirror—side, front, and back. The shadow of her ass peeked below the hem of the shirt. Her legs were bare but for the bruises and the black lines of her boots, laced tight and shining. She bent over, stretching, testing the range of motion, letting her own gaze rake over her reflection the way she hoped strangers would tonight: the curve of her thighs, the round swell of her ass, the flush high on her chest, nipples dark and stiff against the white cotton.

Her makeup was careful but unapologetically bold: black eyeliner smudged dark and low, mascara heavy enough to run, lipstick a raw, bitten red. She dabbed perfume at her throat and wrists—a smoky, animalic scent that would cling to her long after the event, so every time she smelled it she would remember what she’d become.

The last thing she picked up was her police badge—metal, official, the city crest cold under her thumb. She clipped it over her breast, letting the pin prick her skin, the number 1043 gleaming in the lamplight.

Tonight, she would answer to that number and nothing else.

The ride to the venue felt like a dream: streets dark, city neon reflected in passing windows, her own face masked in black cloth, anticipation blooming in her belly. She checked the invitation on her phone—“PRIVATE EVENT. MASKS AND UNIFORMS MANDATORY. SURRENDER ALL NAMES AT DOOR.”

The venue was a converted warehouse, windows blacked out, a red rope strung between concrete pillars. A line of guests snaked down the alley: men and women in latex, leather, crisp police shirts or nothing at all, masks hiding all but the eyes and mouths. Tessa felt the cold on her bare thighs, the pulse of nerves at the base of her spine, the ache of need already waking between her legs.

At the door, a host in a uniform jacket and nothing else checked her invite and frisked her for her phone, keys, and ID, bagging them in a lockbox marked with her badge number. “No names tonight, Officer,” he said with a sly grin. “Only numbers and bodies. What’s yours?”

“1043,” Tessa replied, her voice steady, hungry.

He pinned a second, larger badge—plastic, glittering silver—over her breast, number bold and unmistakable. “That’s all anyone here will call you,” he murmured, gaze lingering on her chest, the open line of her shirt, the bruises and marks half-revealed. “You’re property of the precinct now. Go inside.”

Inside, the space was transformed: floodlights painting stripes of blue and red along cinderblock walls, cages and benches and mirrors set up around the perimeter. People mingled in clusters—masked, anonymous, hands already drifting over bodies and uniforms. Tessa walked through the haze of perfume, sweat, and anticipation, boots echoing on the concrete. The air was thick with expectation; every glance felt like a touch, every brush of a stranger’s arm sent sparks straight to her cunt.

A woman in a latex police dress leaned in close, eyes glinting behind a masquerade mask. “Welcome, 1043,” she whispered, thumb grazing the number on Tessa’s badge. “Been waiting for someone like you all week.”

Tessa smiled, bare thighs prickling, heart pounding as she let herself be led into the night. She was already half-slick between her legs, body alive with the ache to be claimed, ruined, and remade in the eyes of strangers.

Tonight, she was only a badge.

Tonight, she wanted to be nothing else.

The warehouse thrummed with energy—bass pulsing through the floor, strobes painting bodies in blue, red, and white. Tessa felt her heart beat in time with the lights as she made her way to the check-in desk, a low platform manned by masked volunteers in a patchwork of police, paramedic, and fire brigade drag. A sign above the desk read: “NO NAMES. ONLY ROLES. SURRENDER YOURSELF.”

A woman in a glossy black police hat and mirrored aviators beckoned her forward. “Badge number?” she asked, not looking up from her clipboard.

“1043,” Tessa answered, voice steady, breathless.

The woman peeled a fresh, stick-on badge from the desk and pressed it over Tessa’s left breast, right above her own metal badge, sealing the number to skin. The pressure was electric—official, final, marking her as property of the night.

“Strip to uniform minimums,” the woman said, voice clipped and cool. “No ID, no phones, no outside names. Shirt, vest, boots, hat—nothing else. Stand on the yellow line for inspection.”

Tessa’s cheeks flushed. She unbuttoned the last inch of her shirt, shrugged it off one shoulder, peeled away the vest, then slid the shirt back on—this time not bothering to button more than halfway. Her bare breasts peaked through the open placket, bruises and bite marks from the week displayed like medals. She slid her fingers under the hem and tugged the shirt higher, exposing the curve of her ass, the marks left by Kira’s teeth and Jules’s grip. She stepped out of her shoes for a moment to strip off the last of her socks, then laced her boots back on tight.

A male volunteer stepped up, running gloved hands down her arms, along her ribs, across her bare hips and ass. The crowd at check-in watched, some with open hunger, others with the knowing smile of veterans. He squeezed her breast, thumb circling a nipple, then gave a sharp, playful slap to her left cheek.

“Inspection complete, 1043,” he announced. “All evidence accounted for.” The crowd tittered. Cameras flashed; someone snapped a photo of Tessa’s exposed chest, the badge number bold against her skin.

A woman in a blue latex jacket leaned in, breath hot in Tessa’s ear. “You wear those bruises like a confession, Officer. You look like you belong here.”

Another man pressed closer, fingertips ghosting over the bite on her hip, then up to her waist, testing the marks for tenderness. “You ready to let us see what else you’re hiding?” he teased, voice low and mocking.

Tessa stood tall, shirt open, tits bare, ass peeking below the hem, boots planted wide. The anonymity was a rush: no one knew her name, but everyone knew her body now—her marks, her hunger, her secret pride. She felt her cunt pulse with the thrill, the heat of being displayed and catalogued, of surrendering not just her name but her self.

A volunteer clipped a plastic card to her collar: “EVIDENCE — 1043 — OPEN FOR INSPECTION.” The crowd cheered. Hands reached out—some cupping her ass, others stroking her arms, one bold pair tweaking a nipple and making her gasp.

Flashbulbs caught her expression: half-shame, half-challenge, eyes blazing, mouth parted. She felt a fingertip trace her badge, another slide down the open line of her shirt, pausing just above her belly.

Tessa arched into every touch, drinking in the attention, her body singing with anticipation.

“You’re not nervous, are you?” a masked woman asked, brushing Tessa’s hair behind her ear.

Tessa smiled, lips trembling with need. “Not at all. I want to be seen. I want you all to see everything.”

A host with a megaphone stepped up, voice booming over the music: “All guests—our live demonstration is ready. Officer 1043 is now on duty for the public. Please proceed to the platform. The badge is your invitation.”

Hands on her waist, Tessa was led through the throng—naked but for the shirt, vest, boots, and the badge, every inch of her marked, exposed, owned by the rules of the night.

Tonight, her body was evidence.

Tonight, every bruise was a beacon.

The crowd pressed in around the platform—a low, wide dais edged with yellow police tape, painted lines marking where “Suspects” and “Witnesses” should stand. The lights above bathed everything in a rotating wash of red, blue, and white, the club’s soundtrack swelling as hosts in mock police uniforms took their places at each corner, faces masked and arms folded.

Tessa’s heart raced as she was led up the short steps, hands on her hips, badge number glinting under the strobes. A hush fell as the lead host—a broad-shouldered woman in a pristine inspector’s jacket, open to bare nothing but a leather bra beneath—raised her megaphone.

“Attention, guests! Tonight’s public demonstration is now in session. Officer 1043”—the host’s gloved hand cupped Tessa’s chin, turning her to face the crowd—“is available for use by any member of the precinct. The rules are simple: Ask before you touch. Respect the badge. No names, only numbers.”

The host pressed the badge over Tessa’s breast with deliberate force, letting the crowd watch as her nipples peaked, the metal cold against her hot skin. “Any violation will result in you joining Officer 1043 on the platform. Understood?”

Laughter rippled through the room. A few guests already edged closer, hungry and eager. The platform was scattered with police props—handcuffs, truncheons, thick leather belts, mirrored aviators, bodycam dummies, stacks of confiscated “evidence” (dildos, latex gloves, lube).

Tessa stood in the center, arms guided behind her back. A pair of real police cuffs—heavy, familiar—clicked around her wrists, holding them snug. The host slipped her shirt lower, exposing the line of her collarbones, the flush of her chest, the badge riding high and gleaming. The hem rode high, barely skimming the tops of her thighs.

Her boots spread shoulder-width at the host’s nudge. The crowd’s eyes devoured her: breasts out, hips marked, legs bare, cunt half-concealed by shadow and the hem of her uniform shirt. A camera flashed; the megaphone amplified the sound of her own shaky breath.

“1043,” the host said, voice pitched for the microphone, “are you ready to serve the public?”

Tessa swallowed, voice steady and proud. “Yes. I want to be used. I want to be evidence. I want you to see what I am.”

A low moan rippled from the crowd—arousal, approval, maybe envy. Someone tossed her police hat onto the stage; the host settled it on Tessa’s head at a jaunty angle, then clipped a fresh badge to the shirt: “EVIDENCE — 1043 — ON DUTY.”

“First come, first served,” the host called. “Who’s got a warrant?”

A masked man in leather gloves stepped up, holding out a hand. “Permission to search, Officer?”

Tessa nodded, trembling with anticipation. The host pressed her cuffed arms higher behind her back, arching her chest forward, making her breasts stand out for the crowd. The man circled her, slow, running gloved hands over her shoulders, down her sides, cupping her ass and squeezing, then sliding between her legs, fingers parting her lips under the hem of her shirt.

“Conduct Unbecoming,” he murmured, loud enough for all to hear. “Officer’s cunt is dripping before the first witness arrives.”

Laughter and applause. The man stepped back, leaving Tessa’s thighs slick and quivering, her nipples aching with the strain of standing so exposed.

The next guest—a woman in a latex sergeant’s cap—approached, fingers deftly unbuttoning Tessa’s shirt another notch, exposing both breasts to the room. She flicked Tessa’s nipples, then bent to suck one hard, teeth grazing, leaving a bite mark that matched the others on Tessa’s body.

“Public lewdness,” the sergeant announced, wiping spit from her chin, making a show of checking Tessa’s badge again.

The host gestured to the crowd: “Officer 1043 is now open for evidence collection. Use her. Mark her. Make her confess.”

Hands reached out, stroking Tessa’s body—her thighs, her hips, the nape of her neck, fingers gliding over bruises and welts and the slickness between her legs. Someone pressed a bodycam prop to her chest, snapping photos of her tits, her open mouth, the flushed line of her badge number.

Each touch was permission; each new grip and grope made her body sing with humiliation and pride. She felt her cunt clench, wetness slicking her thighs, the desire to be used by the crowd overwhelming every other thought.

She was nothing but a badge number, a body, an object for the public to explore.

She stood tall, boots braced, chest out, face proud and open for the cameras, and let the city’s filthiest fantasies play out on her skin.

Tonight, she was evidence.

Tonight, the crowd would write her new name.

The lights on the platform grew hotter, painting Tessa’s skin in rotating pulses of red and blue. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, latex, and the sharp tang of anticipation. Her wrists were cuffed behind her back, badge gleaming above her breasts, shirt hanging open to bare her tits and the wild flush of arousal spreading across her chest.

The host’s voice crackled over the megaphone, slicing through the eager murmur of the crowd: “First in line—approach and inspect. Officer 1043 is ready for evidence collection.”

A masked figure—tall, broad, gender hidden by a mirrored visor and tight gloves—stepped up. The crowd gave space, some pressing in for a better view, others aiming their phones to snap photos or record short clips. Tessa’s pulse hammered in her throat, wetness already slicking her thighs, the cool air prickling the marks and bruises from a week of surrender.

The stranger circled her, boots loud on the wooden platform. They started with her hat, lifting it from her head, running a finger around the inside band before setting it down on the evidence table. Then they cupped her face in one gloved palm, thumb running over her lower lip, forcing her mouth open so the crowd could see her tongue, her teeth, the eager, desperate look in her eyes.

“Badge number?” the stranger demanded, voice disguised and low.

Tessa’s reply was automatic, proud, her voice carrying across the room. “1043.”

The gloved hand squeezed her jaw, then let go. The stranger stepped behind her, grabbing her shirt by both sides and yanking it wider, baring her tits fully to the watching guests. The metal of her badge pressed into her breast, cold and heavy.

The crowd pressed closer, hungry murmurs and dirty encouragements echoing around her. “Look at those bruises.” “You see how hard her nipples are?” “Bet she’s already dripping.”

The stranger’s hands were everywhere—fingers rolling her nipples, pulling them until she gasped, then slapping one breast hard enough to leave a red bloom on pale skin. They trailed a gloved finger down her stomach, pausing to trace the fresh, dark bite mark above her hip. Their touch was rough, practiced, never hesitating.

The next move was even bolder—one hand palmed the curve of her ass, squeezing hard, while the other slipped between her legs, sliding up her inner thigh, finding her cunt exposed, lips already slick and open.

The stranger held her there, fingers pushing between her folds, the crowd gasping as Tessa moaned, hips rolling into the touch, helpless with her wrists cuffed and her chest bared to the room. “Fucking soaked,” the stranger announced, holding two glistening fingers up for the crowd to see. “Who’s next for the search?”

Another pair of hands appeared—smaller, softer, nails painted blue—fondling her ass, pinching her cheek, then reaching around to cup her breast, squeezing until Tessa shuddered. “Can I spank her?” a woman’s voice asked, playful, teasing.

“Badge number?” the host prompted, the ritual unbroken.

“1043,” Tessa gasped, voice shaking.

“Permission granted,” the host declared. The woman landed a stinging slap on Tessa’s ass, then another, making her cry out for the crowd.

“Louder,” the woman urged, slapping harder, fingers digging into the soft flesh.

Tessa arched her back, pressing her cunt into the gloved hand still teasing her folds. “Thank you—fuck, thank you. I’m yours. I’m 1043. Use me.”

The crowd erupted in cheers and filthy encouragement, cameras flashing, voices rising:

“Show us that cunt, Officer.”

“Make her say her number again.”

“Take her apart!”

The stranger pulled her shirt even wider, baring her body to the waist. “This one’s made for evidence,” they said, running a finger over the badge, then down to circle her swollen clit. “Think she’s ready for further inspection?”

A third guest stepped forward, kneeling at her feet, licking a long, slow stripe up the inside of her thigh, pausing to suck a bruise. Tessa’s knees buckled, the pleasure sharp and public, her cunt clenching around the gloved fingers still working her open.

Hands everywhere now: strangers groped her, traced her marks, pinched her nipples, dipped fingers into her slick. The badge shone at her chest, her whole body a living record, a communal trophy.

Through it all, Tessa held her head high, letting her moans become an offering, her badge number a mantra. “1043. 1043. 1043. Use me.”

The ritual had begun—her body given over, her identity dissolving with every touch.

The air on the platform had thickened to fever heat—too many bodies, the stink of arousal and perfume, the electric hum of cameras and voices rising with every new act of surrender. Tessa’s world was narrowed to hands, mouths, the icy press of her badge, and the hot, constant reminder of her own number echoing from every corner of the crowd.

A new guest, masked and broad-shouldered, stepped forward, hand already on the zipper of his black uniform trousers. The host nodded, her voice clear for all: “1043 is open for use. Request permission before you take her—make her say her number.”

The guest reached for Tessa’s chin, thumb smearing spit from the corner of her mouth. “On your knees, Officer. Let’s see if your mouth is as obedient as your cunt.”

Tessa’s knees hit the padded mat, the cuffs behind her back digging in, shoulders straining. Her shirt hung off one arm, exposing both breasts, the badge cold and heavy above her heart. She looked up at the guest, lips parted, tongue peeking out, cheeks flushed. “Permission to serve. 1043 is ready.”

He shoved his cock between her lips, the crowd cheering as she opened wide, tongue flat and greedy, letting him use her mouth without resistance. His hips rocked, cock fucking deep, the taste of sweat and latex mixing on her tongue. A woman stepped up behind her, grabbing Tessa’s hair, holding her head steady, making her take every inch. The host knelt at Tessa’s side, fingers circling her nipple, pinching hard enough to make her moan around the cock filling her throat.

“Look at her,” someone called. “She loves it. She’s dripping.”

And she was—her cunt was slick and open, wetness painting her inner thighs, heat building with every humiliating thrust. A third guest pressed between her legs, spreading her knees even wider, two fingers slipping inside her without warning, curling up to stroke her from within. Tessa arched, moaning around the cock in her mouth, body rocking in sync with the hands and hips and voices surrounding her.

The crowd pressed in, some snapping photos, others urging her on:

“Say your number, Officer!”

“Let’s hear it with a mouth full of cock.”

“Badge 1043, you’re property now!”

Tessa broke for air, gasping, spit and pre-cum smeared over her chin. She looked up, eyes wild, mouth open, voice raw: “I’m 1043. Use me. Take me. I’m just a badge for you now.”

The guest thrust back in, cock hitting the back of her throat, the woman’s fingers twisting tighter in Tessa’s hair. The guest at her cunt worked her faster, thumb rubbing hard over her clit. The sensation was overwhelming—her body a playground, her badge the only name that mattered.

She came with a violent, shaking cry, the orgasm tearing through her as she moaned around the cock in her mouth, cunt spasming on the guest’s fingers. The crowd roared, voices blurring into a wall of sound. The guest in her mouth pulled out, stroking himself over her lips, painting her face with a stripe of cum.

The woman holding her hair wiped Tessa’s chin with a gloved thumb, then pressed her fingers to Tessa’s lips, making her suck them clean. “Good girl. You know your place.”

Another guest moved in—a woman this time, cunt pressed to Tessa’s mouth, one hand gripping the badge, grinding her hips as Tessa licked and sucked, moaning into the soft, salty flesh. “That’s it, Officer. 1043. Use that mouth.”

All around her, hands roamed: some pinched her nipples, others stroked her thighs, one bold guest slipped a toy inside her cunt, twisting until Tessa sobbed from the overstimulation.

The host’s voice echoed above the chaos: “Officer 1043—public use. No name. No past. Just a badge and a mouth and a cunt.”

Tessa surrendered to it—her mouth filled, her body fucked, her number ringing in her ears. Every boundary had been erased; every hole was for the public.

She moaned, “1043, 1043, 1043,” lost in the pleasure and the shame, desperate for more.

Tonight, she was nothing but the number, the evidence, the proof of how far she would go to be used.

The heat on the platform was stifling now, the air choked with sweat, perfume, and the musk of sex. Tessa’s world narrowed to the pressure of cuffs biting into her wrists, the slick ache of her cunt, the hot glare of stage lights illuminating every filthy inch of her. Her shirt was gone, boots still on, badge gleaming on her bare chest, the only piece of official uniform she had left. The crowd’s roar had become a constant, animal rhythm—a living force that demanded she be open, available, ruined.

Hands grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her up off her knees, turning her around so her cuffed arms arched behind her back, pushing her chest out, ass jutting. The host’s gloved hands pressed her down over a padded bench at the platform’s edge, boots braced wide, the badge cold and heavy against her ribs.

“Badge number?” someone demanded, voice rough and hungry behind her.

Tessa’s answer was automatic, proud, needful. “1043. Use me. Please.”

A pair of strong hands gripped her hips, thumbs digging into her bruised flesh. A cock pressed to her entrance, thick and hot, pushing inside her cunt in one relentless stroke. She gasped, the stretch and fullness setting her nerves on fire. The host leaned in, whispering in her ear, “Let them see you take it, Officer. Let them see what 1043 is made for.”

As the first man fucked her—deep, rough, every thrust pushing her harder against the bench—a second stepped up behind, running slick fingers down her spine, between her ass cheeks, circling her tight, sensitive hole. He worked her open, fingers twisting, pressing in, then replaced them with the hard, insistent press of his cock.

Tessa’s breath came in sharp, desperate bursts. “Please—yes—fuck me. I’m open, I’m ready. Fill me.”

The crowd surged closer, hands stroking her back, tugging her hair, slapping her ass. Every inch of her was owned—her body no longer hers, but the public’s. She pushed back, hungry for more, feeling herself split open, cunt and ass filled, bodies grinding into her, badge shining for all to see.

Dirty encouragements echoed from the crowd:

“Open up, 1043.”

“Take it all, Officer.”

“Show us you can serve the public.”

The host gripped her chin, forcing her to look up at the nearest camera as she was spit-roasted, her body made a lesson in public use. “What’s your name?” the host demanded, voice sharp.

Tessa’s reply came out as a moan, but she made it clear: “1043. I’m just the badge. I’m here to be used.”

The men took her hard, thrusting in perfect counterpoint, one fucking her cunt, the other her ass. Their cocks stretched her wide, their hands bruising her hips, their sweat dripping onto her back. Each time she started to collapse, hands hauled her upright, voices urging her on.

A woman leaned in from the side, grabbing Tessa’s hair, kissing her with filthy force, then licking the sweat and spit from her cheek. “Look at you. The precinct’s fucktoy. How many more do you want tonight, Officer?”

Tessa gasped, “As many as want me. I’m open. I’m yours. I’m 1043.”

The crowd was relentless—hands slapping, pinching, rubbing her clit, spreading her wider, demanding she beg for more. Another cock replaced the first in her cunt, then her ass; each new use was a new proof, a new evidence to be collected.

Every thrust, every slap, every shout blurred into the next. Her cunt was a mess—slick, raw, stretched around cock after cock. Her ass burned, used by strangers, filled until she was shaking, legs trembling, tears and spit smeared across her face. The badge gleamed above it all—a symbol of everything she had given up, everything she had claimed.

“Badge number!” someone yelled.

Tessa choked, gasping through the haze of use and pain and filthy pleasure, “1043. I’m 1043. I belong to the public.”

The men finished in her, spilling inside her cunt and ass, their cum leaking down her thighs, onto her boots, streaking her body with the evidence of how completely she had been claimed.

The crowd cheered, the chant rising: “1043! 1043! 1043!”

Tessa collapsed against the bench, body spent, heart hammering, cunt and ass still twitching with aftershocks, badge pressed to her chest as she gasped, alive with the ecstasy of being nothing but a number, a body, a badge for use.

The crowd pressed in tighter, a wall of bodies and masked faces all hungry for more. The platform lights turned white, spotlighting Tessa in the center—shirt gone, boots and vest still on, badge shining from her chest, wrists cuffed behind her back. The host lifted her by the shoulders, standing her upright, legs trembling and spread, her cunt and ass still slick with cum and sweat, her skin painted with handprints and fresh red streaks.

A silence fell as the host called for attention, megaphone booming:

“Officer 1043! Step forward and face the public. The precinct has charges against you. Read them out, then accept your punishment.”

Someone handed Tessa a clipboard—a plastic police prop with a handwritten list of her “crimes” in thick black marker:

Obscenity in Public

Dereliction of Uniform

Conduct Unbecoming

Solicitation of Use

Neglect of Discipline

Her hands shook as she read each charge aloud, voice hoarse but clear, each confession drawing a fresh cheer or lewd jeer from the audience.

“Obscenity in public,” she began, forcing her chin up, badge gleaming, “Dereliction of uniform… Conduct unbecoming… Solicitation of use… Neglect of discipline…”

The crowd took up the chant, repeating her “offenses” back at her, a wild, mocking echo.

“Obscenity! Uniform! Unbecoming! Use! Discipline!”

The host circled behind her, one hand on Tessa’s neck, pressing her down over the platform bench again. “Confess, 1043. Accept your punishment.”

Tessa arched her back, presenting herself for discipline. The first slap landed on her ass—loud, sharp, stinging. Then another, and another, guests taking turns: men and women, gloved hands and bare, each spanking her harder, leaving her ass striped and burning, the pain bleeding into pleasure. Someone brought out a rubber police baton and rapped it gently along her inner thighs, then smacked it against her ass, sending her crying out for the room.

“Badge number?” the baton-wielder demanded, pausing the punishment.

“1043!” Tessa gasped, her voice breaking, pride and need tangled together. “I’m 1043! Use me!”

The crowd cheered, a rising roar. The host pressed a thick black marker into the nearest guest’s hand. “All evidence must be labeled. Mark the subject—make her confessions permanent.”

Hands grabbed her, steadying her as guests wrote words and numbers across her thighs, belly, breasts, and back.

	“PROPERTY OF THE PUBLIC”

	“SLUT OFFICER”

	“EVIDENCE 1043”

	“DISCIPLINE REQUIRED”

	“FILTHY FOR THE BADGE”



Some drew arrows pointing to her cunt and ass, others traced the outline of her badge, inking “1043” over her heart and above her pubic bone. The cool drag of marker sent shivers through her, the crowd’s laughter and catcalls heating her skin.

A woman leaned in, tongue flicking over Tessa’s nipple before writing “Public Use” just beneath it. Another knelt behind her, fingers spreading her open, writing “OPEN CASE” across her ass.

Tessa’s body was a canvas, a record, a living document of surrender and shame.

The host pressed the microphone to Tessa’s lips. “Confess again for the record, Officer.”

Tessa looked into the glare of the lights, her body marked, burning, raw. “I’m 1043. I belong to the public. Use me—please. I need it.”

The crowd pressed in again—hands on her breasts, mouth, cunt, ass. Someone forced a dildo between her cheeks, another fingered her clit, others kissed, slapped, pinched, and teased, all the while calling out her badge number, her confessions, her new “crimes.”

The platform throbbed with noise and heat—voices chanting her number, guests taking photos of every mark and confession, her cunt dripping as she moaned and begged for more.

She was nothing but evidence, property, a badge number in a sea of hands and hungry mouths.

And she had never felt more seen.

The chanting rose in waves—“1043! 1043! 1043!”—drowning out the music, the spotlight a fever-hot circle trapping Tessa at the center. Her skin was slick with sweat, her ass and thighs a tapestry of red handprints and black marker confessions, her cunt and ass open and raw, painted with spit, lube, and cum. She was covered in fingerprints, lipstick smears, and the scrawled testimony of every stranger who’d touched her.

The host’s megaphone echoed over the crowd: “Officer 1043 is now public property. The badge is your invitation—take what you need. Fill her, fuck her, mark her. She is evidence, a body without a name, just a number to be used.”

The platform became a living altar. Guests surged forward, bodies crowding Tessa, hands and cocks and toys ready, every face masked, every voice demanding her badge number before they took their pleasure. Hands pulled her up and bent her double, boots braced wide, cuffs still locked behind her back, badge pressed into the sweat-streaked skin between her breasts.

A man forced his cock between her lips, another pressed inside her cunt from behind, while a third worked his way into her ass, the stretch and fullness so overwhelming she could only sob, open-mouthed, around the cock filling her throat.

Her number echoed around her:

“Badge number?”

She managed it, gurgling around the cock. “1043. I’m 1043. Use me.”

They took her in every way, bodies pressing in, mouths sucking bruises into her flesh, hands twisting her nipples, spanking her thighs. One woman straddled her face, grinding until Tessa’s tongue lapped hungrily at slick cunt, her own moans muffled by flesh and the thrusting cock at her lips.

Cum splattered her chest, streaked across the badge, dripped down her thighs and belly. A thick toy filled her ass as two cocks swapped between her cunt and mouth, hands guiding her head, controlling her every movement. She was spitroasted, spit on, marked again—“USE ME” scrawled across her lower back, “EVIDENCE” above her clit, “PUBLIC SLUT” in block letters across her belly.

They chanted her number, made her repeat it, made her beg for more.

“Who do you belong to?”

Tessa’s answer was a sobbing moan: “The public. I’m 1043. I belong to you. Please—don’t stop. Please, keep using me.”

The bodies closed in, sweat and lube and spit and cum mixing over her skin. Her cunt convulsed around every cock, every toy, her ass filled and stretched, her mouth used until drool and cum ran down her chin.

She orgasmed again and again, eyes rolling back, tears and sweat streaking her face, body trembling in a sea of hands and cocks and mouths. Her voice was nothing but a hoarse, cracked chant: “1043. 1043. 1043.”

Someone kissed her, tongue rough, fingers twisting her clit, nails dragging more confessions into her flesh. Another guest bent her over the platform, making her look at her own ruined reflection in a security mirror: a girl with no name, just a badge, cum streaking her cheeks and thighs, every hole stuffed, every inch marked as evidence.

Her body convulsed, one final, massive orgasm wracking her from boots to scalp, her voice lost to the roar, cunt and ass milking cock and toy and fingers, sweat and tears and cum rolling down her chest, mixing over the badge.

The orgy raged until her knees buckled, until her chest heaved and she could only sag in the arms of strangers, every inch of her fucked, marked, used, and adored.

At the end, as the crowd’s chant faded, as hands slowed and left her trembling on her knees, Tessa lay draped over the edge of the platform—boots scuffed, badge shining, body so spent it felt holy.

The last voice she heard before darkness:

“What’s your name, Officer?”

Tessa, lips swollen, body used to ruin, whispered:

“I’m 1043. Only 1043.”

And the crowd applauded as she finally let go, becoming nothing but the number, the evidence, the perfect badge for use.

The fever of the orgy faded by degrees, the crowd’s chant of “1043” softening into murmured praise and scattered laughter. Bodies withdrew, hands sliding gently from Tessa’s skin, leaving behind the afterglow of touch and the cool air that prickled her battered flesh. The lights overhead dimmed, the room taking on a softer, golden hue as the hosts took center stage once more.

Tessa lay slumped over the edge of the platform, boots dangling, badge gleaming from her chest, every inch of her body marked and slick. Cum streaked her thighs and belly, dried spit clung to her chin, sweat plastered her hair to her cheeks and neck. Black marker confessions—PROPERTY OF THE PUBLIC, EVIDENCE 1043, USE ME—were still fresh on her skin, mingled with red handprints and the bruised, raw aftermath of rough use.

Two hosts approached, one wrapping a heavy police-issue blanket around her shoulders, the other offering a cup of cool water, their hands gentle, reverent, as if she were a holy relic. “Easy now, Officer,” the first murmured, dabbing at her face with a damp towel. “You did so well. You gave them everything.”

The guests who lingered stayed close, some kneeling to run fingers through her hair or kiss her forehead, others caressing her calves or smoothing her shoulders. A woman in a latex sergeant’s hat pressed her lips to Tessa’s badge, tracing the number with her tongue, then kissed her gently, as if to seal the confession in place. “You were perfect, 1043. You gave us more than we could ask.”

Tessa shivered beneath the blanket, every nerve raw and alive. Her cunt and ass throbbed with soreness, yet a radiant pleasure glowed at the heart of all the aches—she had wanted this, needed it, and now she had it. Her body was a masterpiece of ruin and adoration, her badge number a mantra echoing in her head.

The hosts cleaned her gently, wet cloths swiping away the worst of the mess—cum wiped from her belly, spit and sweat from her cheeks, makeup smeared and mascara tears chased away by soft fingers. They left the marker confessions, the handprints, the bruises—all the deliberate evidence of use and surrender.

Someone draped her in a clean police shirt, wrapping her in softness and authority, buttoning it halfway to leave the badge exposed. Another guest fastened a new collar around her neck, a simple black band etched with 1043 in silver, locking it with a satisfying click.

“You can remove the badge if you wish,” one host whispered, brushing Tessa’s hair back from her eyes. “You’ve earned the right to choose.”

Tessa’s hand curled over the metal, tracing the number, pressing it into her chest. “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse but certain. “This is mine now.”

The crowd—smaller, quieter—offered her praise, adoration, gentle congratulations. Someone pressed a cup of sweet coffee into her hands, another shared a cigarette, their laughter and affection washing over her like a warm tide. She basked in the aftercare, letting the affection fill all the cracks left by the night’s use.

For a time, Tessa floated: half asleep, half awake, her body a riot of sensation and memory, her badge number the only name she cared to hear.

She looked down at herself, at the bruises, the marker ink, the collar and badge and half-buttoned shirt. Her cunt throbbed, her heart raced, but there was only pride, only awe at how far she’d allowed herself to fall—and how safe she felt in the hands of the crowd.

“You did well, Officer,” a masked woman whispered in her ear, pressing a final kiss to Tessa’s temple. “You made yourself evidence. You made yourself legend.”

Tessa smiled, lips split, eyes shining. She was held, cherished, wrapped in warmth and praise, every inch of her history and shame now a badge of honor.

And when the hosts lifted her to her feet, the crowd parted to let her walk—badge number 1043, marked and transformed, more herself than she’d ever been.

The warehouse had emptied, the lights now low and warm, the distant hum of a cleaning crew echoing in the main hall. Tessa sat alone on a wooden bench in the curtained dressing room, the weight of the police-issue blanket draped around her shoulders and her half-buttoned shirt hanging loose over her bare, marked thighs. Her boots were still on; her badge glimmered in the hollow above her heart. The number 1043—still written in bold black ink across her chest and on the new collar at her throat—seemed to pulse with its own private heat.

She peeled back the blanket and let it slip to the floor, wanting to see the aftermath in full: every bruise, every confession in marker, every handprint, bite, and stripe. Her skin was a living, stinging map—EVIDENCE, PROPERTY OF THE PUBLIC, OPEN CASE scrawled in block letters across her belly and thighs. Above her cunt, the number 1043, encircled in black. The imprint of the badge pressed a faint outline into her breast, the metal cool and solid. She traced it with her finger, remembering every hand that had pressed it there, every voice that had made her say it—again and again—until it became the only truth she wanted.

She caught her own eyes in the long mirror, surrounded by the remains of makeup, the tangled mess of hair, the red flush still high on her cheeks. There was no shame there. Only awe. Only pride. Only hunger for more.

She stood, letting her shirt fall open, every mark on full display. She cupped her breasts, feeling the ache and the pulse beneath her skin, the stinging trails where hands and teeth had left her burning. She ran her palms down her ribs, over her belly, between her thighs—finding slickness and soreness and satisfaction in equal measure.

She pressed her fingers to her cunt, rubbing gently, feeling her body respond all over again, the ache blooming up from deep inside. Her lips parted, a soft gasp rising as she mouthed the number written just above her clit: “1043. Mine. Always.”

She stared at herself, the uniform twisted, the badge gleaming, the collar tight at her throat. She repeated it, low and certain, a mantra of transformation:

“I am 1043. Not Tessa. Not Officer Hart. Just 1043. Badge and body, evidence and offering. This is who I am.”

She savored the silence, letting the words root in her bones. She imagined the crowd’s chant echoing out into the night, and felt the hunger kindle, undiminished—tonight had changed her, burned her down to her badge and her bones, but she was remade, not erased.

She dressed slowly, savoring the rasp of cloth over her bruises, the weight of the badge, the snug fit of the collar. When she buttoned the last button, she left the badge exposed, her new name still visible above her heart.

As she slipped out into the cool, predawn darkness, the city was silent and expectant—every streetlamp, every passing car, every breath of wind a promise.

She didn’t need anyone’s permission anymore. She belonged to herself, to her number, to every mark and memory the night had gifted her.

And as she walked away, boots echoing on wet pavement, badge gleaming in the first violet of morning, she whispered one last time—her voice steady, sure, and shameless:

“1043. That’s me now. That’s all I ever want to be.”


Closing Frame — Aftermath & Continuity

The morning crept in pale and quiet, city lights blinking out as the sun painted the rooftops with the first hesitant gold. Tessa drove home with the window cracked, cool air bracing against the heat still thrumming beneath her skin. Her thighs tingled, cunt raw and sensitive where her collar rubbed her throat, the badge heavy against her chest. Every bump in the road, every red light, reminded her of the night before—marks chafing under her shirt, muscles sore in the best, dirtiest way.

She took the long way home, letting the engine hum lull her, savoring the hush after so much noise. The car still smelled of uniform: leather, sweat, the trace of perfume clinging to her wrists, her thighs, the seat beneath her. She looked at herself in the rearview: hair wild, cheeks flushed, lips still swollen. The black numbers scrawled on her skin were hidden now, but she could feel them as if they’d been tattooed into her bones.

Every traffic light, every stranger crossing the street, every early-morning jogger—she looked at them and wondered: if they only knew. If they could see the bruises under her shirt, the collar at her throat, the bite marks that still throbbed when she shifted her hips. If they’d hear her badge number instead of her name.

At home, she stripped in the hallway, dropping her boots and shirt by the door, running her hands over her thighs, belly, chest—relishing every mark, every stinging handprint, every scrawled confession left by strangers. She showered long and hot, steam rising around her as she soaped her skin. The water loosened some of the ink, left the rest to fade in slow, teasing traces—1043, EVIDENCE, PROPERTY OF THE PUBLIC.

She toweled off and stood naked in front of her bedroom mirror, collar still fastened, badge held tight in her hand. Her nipples were bruised and bitten, her hips painted with purple thumbprints, the ache between her legs a pulse that would echo for days. She stared at her reflection and felt a jolt of pride so sharp it bordered on pain.

She dressed in soft, civilian clothes, but left the collar on beneath her shirt, the badge nestled between her breasts. She made breakfast, poured coffee, sat at her little kitchen table with legs splayed and her cunt pressed to the rough edge of the chair, savoring every aftershock. Each movement was a reminder—a celebration—of the ruin she’d allowed, the hunger she’d embraced, the number she’d become.

Her phone buzzed: a text from Kira.

Shift tonight? Or still working on that “community engagement”?

Tessa laughed, thumb tapping out a reply:

Never off duty. Badge number 1043, reporting for public use.

A second text arrived, this one from a number she didn’t recognize. A photo: the badge, smeared with lipstick and ink, a thumbprint just below the crest.

You made quite an impression, Officer. The precinct’s waiting for your next shift.

She smiled, heart fluttering at the idea of being wanted—needed—by so many. Of being both an object and an offering, a body and a badge.

Later, in the afternoon light, she pulled her uniform from the wash, running her fingers over the pressed seams, the gleaming buttons, the blank patch where her name should be. She clipped the badge back on, buttoned the shirt halfway, and stood before the mirror. No shame. No apology. Just Tessa—just 1043—proud, open, ready for whatever came next.

The memory of the crowd’s chant hummed in her chest, the echo of every stranger who had claimed her, marked her, made her confess her own need. She wasn’t ruined. She was remade.

Her thoughts wandered—what it would feel like to surrender in some other uniform, some other space. To let herself be taken, used, adored in a different mask, a different role. She wondered who would be next. The nurse on night shift? The hotel maid with her master key? The barista, apron already stained with secrets?

She grinned at her reflection, the promise of more glinting in her eyes.

Badge number 1043, ready for duty.

And somewhere, in another corner of the city, a new uniform waited.

A new slut, a new confession, a new chapter.

Tessa clipped the badge to her heart, stood tall in the sunlight, and whispered her number one last time:

“1043. That’s all you need to know.”

And with that, she walked out the door—body marked, soul open, uniform crisp, hunger undiminished—leaving the city to wonder what sins the next uniform would confess.
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Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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