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This book is dedicated to my fans who love my podcast! This story was originally created as an ad hoc, ad lib, impromptu improv style erotica tale where I create the story right off the top of my head as I record the podcast episode. I start with a few words and spin the tale on the spot! I do that type of creating periodically on the Oh F*ck Yeah with Ruan Willow Podcast. I love podcasting and sharing about fantasies & sex through erotica, experts on sex and sexuality, and erotica/sexuality/sexual health & wellness authors and companies.

On my podcast:

https://ohfckyeahwithruanwillow.buzzsprout.com/share

Oral Stimulation! Listen and enjoy as erotica author Ruan Willow reads her sexy titillating yummy erotic stories. Ruan talks about sex with experts and sexperts. Chats focus on things to improve your sex life, including advice, tips, and erotica fiction. Ruan is sharing ideas to enhance your relationship and intimacy, your love life, and ideas for making romance bloom in your life. She also will be reading her erotic poems and prose and interviewing erotica authors. Celebrating sexuality and all things sex-positive, Ruan cares about your sexual health, both solo and with a partner(s)! Are you ready? Get ready. Let's do it ...Oh F*ck Yeah with Ruan Willow...let's go! 18+only. NFSW. Get podcast merchandise with Oh F*ck Yeah on shirts at the online store here: https://www.bonfire.com/oh-fck-yeah/
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Also check out my playlists on Spotify where the podcast episodes are organized by topic!
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Yeah. He rolled his eyes, his car door creaked as he pried it open. Max worked the night shift. He hated the night shift at the plant. It was the worst. It was bad during the day, but to try to work during the night was just awful for him. He was so tired. He had been on his feet for many, many hours. He thought of himself as an ordinary dude. He never went to school, other than high school, of course, and he never went to a college of any sort. His brain didn’t work the way schools wanted. He just right outta high school started to work at eighteen. He'd been working at the factory for about six years, and it hadn't gotten any better. Though he held no false hopes it would ever change. But in truth, he was pretty bored. He couldn't wait to get home and play some video games. And what was he going to do today? Maybe watch some favorite porn, play an adult game? Hmm. He wasn't sure what he would do. But it most certainly would involve pleasure, and some sleep, of that there was zero doubt.

He drove past the gas station and glanced down at his gauge and lamented about his spending money he didn’t really have on fuel. He did need some gas, but he was too tired to stop. He decided that would have to wait for when he left the house on another day. The next time he would have to go straight to the gas station. The challenge would be, will he remember it, and will he allow enough time before work to stop and get the gas? Likely not, and he’d push it, being almost late, and risk being written up again. Nonetheless, he did not stop. It was not enough of a threat to get him to take action, which was true for many areas of his life. Even though he needed the gas and was likely on fumes, he drove past. He could imagine his dad’s glaring, disappointed eyes, they flashed up in his psyche as easily as he breathed. Then there was his mom’s eyes, but hers generally flickered to some bit of love too.

He kept driving. A new restaurant had just opened up and he was curious about how their breakfasts tasted. He was pretty hungry, but he knew he just wanted to get home. He rounded the corner, getting close to his home, and behind him he spied a flashing light. He glanced down at his gauge to see how fast he was going. And, fuck, he had been going too fast. His heart sunk as his shoulders did as he realized he'd been excessively speeding. Behind him was a police officer and he'd been caught.

He said, "Shit." He pounded his fist on the steering wheel. He ran a hand through his thick hair. He didn't have money for a speeding ticket. He was strapped already and he needed to buy food soon. And now he might have to use his food money to pay off a speeding ticket. Oh, he was so disgusted with himself that he wasn't paying enough attention. But why would 5:30 in the morning be a time when the police are out trying to bust people? If you're out driving this time of day, huh, just give a dude a break. He laid his head back against the headrest and glanced at his tired eyes in the rearview mirror. He sat still. 

As he saw the police officer get out of the car, his heart began to race. As she stepped out, he could see all of her curves. She was very curvy, and her police officer uniform was quite tight-fitting. He watched her walk in the rearview mirror. She looked extraordinarily delicious. She was the exact body type that Max just drooled over on porn and in real life.

She was very round in the right places, very delicious, with big round breasts, tapering to a narrow waist, swelling back out for a generous curve of hip. He felt himself getting aroused. And then she was in a uniform too, an authority figure. His cock began to swell. Despite his frustrations at being pulled over, he rolled down the window.

As she neared close, she leaned down and her red curls fell forward. Max got a full glimpse of what a fucking goddess she really was. If he’d been watching her fuck on a porno, he would have yelled out in appreciation before riding his cock down to a deflated balloon, shooting cum up to coat his chin. 

As she bent down to look into his window, Max wished with all his might that he could see the flesh of her cleavage that was surely swelling underneath her police shirt. She said, "Sir, do you realize how fast you were going back there?" She tapped her finger on the open window and raised an eyebrow. She knew this little fucker’s type. She assessed him in an instant, with his back seat littered with greasy paper bags from fast food restaurants, a pair of flip-flops, and more hair and dead grass than any vacuum could handle. He was a slacker, and she knew just what to do with slackers.

"Oh. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I wasn't paying attention. I've been working all night. I just, oh. I'm sorry. I, I didn't mean it. I'm ... I'm so tired. I'm just kind of out of it." Max continued to ramble nonsensical words and she held up her hand.

“That's okay, sir.” Seeing him flustered stirred the salaciousness of her inner Domme. He went silent and his eyes fell into pleading mode. It made her clit twitch. “We all make mistakes, but you realize you put everyone at risk when you do these kinds of things? What if you ran into someone, what if you caused an accident? Do you want to be responsible for someone getting hurt?" she admonished, relishing every syllable.

"No, no, no. Ma'am, no, I don't. I...I would never do that. I'm not that kind of person. I..."

She held her hand up again. "Listen to me, sir. You are not to be speeding. Even at this time of day, you know, people are out. You aren’t the only one on the road, even if it feels like it. What if someone were walking and you hit them, what do you think would happen then? Would you feel guilt for going this fast? You are very naughty, sir."

Max looked meekly into her eyes. There was a lusty hint of something there. Even though he liked it, he was a little perplexed. She was clearly getting off on lecturing him, and something stirred in his gut. He had always been turned on by women of authority, them telling him what to do was definitely one of his kinks. He could not get enough of watching that type of porn, where the female was dominant, bossy, aggressively telling the man what to do. His mind started to play out a scene in his head of her doing things to him, directing him, commanding him, dominating him. It didn’t even have to be sexual, it could be about anything. His cock grew even harder. He glanced down to see if it was visible from her perspective. It was. She caught him glancing down and she just smirked. His cheeks turned a little bit red.

"What you looking at there, sir? Something wrong?"

He shook his head quickly. "No, no, Ma'am, no, I'm... I'm good. I'm good." He held up both hands and then reached for his wallet. "Do you need my, um, my, oh, what's it called?" His mind had begun to spin mercilessly, and he couldn’t think straight. He was becoming so aroused merely by her presence, by her domineering nature that he could not remember what he was supposed to do.

"Okay. I think what you're looking for is your insurance card and your driver's license, sir. Please hand them to me." The way she said ‘sir’ was mocking, and it only led to his lust growing more.

Max slumped in his seat and opened his wallet to dig for the pieces that she had asked for. He fumbled and she snickered. Finally, he handed them to her. She took them and swiftly turned on her heels and walked back to her car. Max's hardon was raging. It was so hard. There wasn't anything he could do. It was not going to go away until he touched himself. He took one finger and dragged his finger over his rough jeans, feeling his rod swollen, present, and oh, so un-fucking-deniable. It was both excruciating and delicious. He yearned to beat it to a pulp. His hardon was not leaving anytime soon, that much he knew. He glanced back and looked
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