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Edwin was an idiot. He’d forgotten all about time while helping Higgins buy solar panels. Now he was almost late for his son’s volleyball match. The rear-view screen showed the red and blue flash of the Springville PD. Must’ve been just another alpha cop trying to take some of his life frustrations out on an omega, especially an omega driving a Lamborghini.

No matter how alpha cops were, Edwin knew to pull over immediately. He liked to be sassy, but there was casually sassy and then there was criminally sassy, and Edwin Sassafras was only the first kind of miscreant.  

Making bitch faces was one thing. Making bitch faces behind bars would have been quite another.

The pleasant hum of hundred-mile-per-hour highway passing under him on the way to the match became the rumble of the gravel shoulder. The cars he’d passed minutes past were now passing him. And a very upset cop would soon be asking for license, registration, and maybe a flashlight peek up his most secret place.

Edwin touched the button to lower the window. The button clicked like a heavy watch, and the window itself rushed down so much faster than any regular car’s window. Everything was fast on this car. Maybe the car wasn’t three hundred thousand dollars’ worth of fast, but then, Edwin would never have that kind of money in the first place, and he could at least enjoy the fruits of Johnny’s eBay shopping sprees.

Edwin then laid both hands on the steering wheel. That was how you were supposed to make cops at ease. It was the equivalent of lubing up an omega’s ass extra-wet. 

He held his driver’s license between the fingers of his left hand and registration and insurance in his right hand. That was how you were supposed to demonstrate to cops that you weren’t holding a gun.

In the rearview mirror, a tall, buff man in a blue-black uniform and a black puffy parka walked toward the car. His leather-gloved hands held a clipboard and a tablet. 

It was kind of a fantasy setup. A hot dude in uniform and leather gloves was approaching. Edwin would be one-on-one with this dude on a chilly roadside. Certain thoughts started to run, even if it was obvious that this was a traffic stop, not a sex hookup.

After thirteen years as a dutiful and mostly chaste single father, Edwin sometimes felt his hormones raging. He was an unmated omega. His alpha boyfriend had run away once he’d gotten wind that the child they’d made would be mentally disabled. Edwin was left alone to raise Davey. And raising Davey was pretty much all he did. Any thoughts of romance had to wait way on the farthest back of back burners.

Edwin did have a nice back. And a decent enough dick and balls and ass, even if he had no one to use them with. 

Being a nearly constantly overwhelmed single father hadn’t made him asexual. It only made him really, really busy with raising a special-needs child, too busy to pursue love or even sex. But he hadn’t stopped dreaming about being mated. And seeing an alpha dude like this standing right in front of his face made Edwin’s thinking go wild.

There was only one little problem with the fantasy scenario. The only big, girthy thing that this cop would be shoving into Edwin’s face was a speeding ticket. 

Back to reality. If Edwin was lucky, there wouldn’t be a salvo of snide put-downs served together with that ticket. Edwin couldn’t count on that courtesy though. Springville cops, almost all of them alphas, made a point of smirking and snickering at omegas. “That’s just the way alphas are,” Springville’s Chief of Police always said to huffy reporters. The department may not have created bad alpha behavior, but it certainly wasn’t shy to condone it.

At Edwin’s window, somewhere above his line of sight, the cop loudly cleared his throat. His leather-gloved hands took the license and papers and he took one step closer to the window.

The cop’s crotch was almost directly in Edwin’s face. Edwin smelled the pheromones and maybe even a tinge of alpha precum. 

Tight black polyester pants covered a definite cylindrical outline pointing down from the cop’s midsection. That had to be the cop-dick. 

Even the mushroom-like cockhead made its presence known, pressing outward against the tight pants and greeting Edwin hello in the dim evening light. Not that Edwin was looking at the cop’s crotch. Or not that he should have been looking. But after thirteen years of near-celibacy, Edwin was naughty like that. 

This cop was definitely an alpha. The pheromone smell was unmistakable. Springville alphas loved to work as cops: to protect, serve, and harass, in whatever combination they saw fit. Some were so bold as to finger-write the Greek letter alpha on the dusty sides of their police cars. That served as an advertisement, or an accreditation, or maybe a warning. They were cops with cocks, and they wouldn’t let anyone forget it.

Leather-gloved hands still on hips, Edwin’s license between the fingers of his left hand, the policeman bent down to peer into the car’s window. The cop took a glance at Edwin’s face, then at the license. “Eye color blue. That definitely checks out.” 

Edwin nodded. “Yes, Officer.”

The cop grinned and went back to reading the license. “Fully licensed to drive.” The cop smirked. “I’m sure you’ve ridden all kinds.” 

“Ridden all kinds?” It was the usual sort of double entendre from alpha cops. They considered it harmless banter whenever they pulled over an omega.

“All sorts of vehicles.” The cop cleared his throat. He seemed to be backing down from the thinly veiled sexual remarks. In the wet snow, his face was simultaneously weathered but gorgeous, stern but caring. His badge read Sgt. Harliss.  “Do you know how slippery the roads are?”

“No.” Edwin looked the cop up and down. His thigh muscles were even more obvious than his dick. “But if I was wearing pants that tight, I might.” Fight fire with fire. Edwin didn’t have a gun or a badge, but he had plenty of sass. 

“You—” the cop must’ve made a face of disgust up there above Edwin’s field of vision. At least there was no face of disgust down where Edwin was looking.

“Yes, officer Hardass? I mean Harliss.”

“You really shouldn’t—”

“I shouldn’t talk that way to an alpha?” Edwin leaned his head back slightly against the letter omega custom-stitched into the headrest. 

The Lamborghini always gave him some extra confidence. It had the same effect as the height-adding shoes that short men wore. Edwin was six-foot-five already, but he could still use the self-esteem lift from driving a Lamborghini. Even if the Lamborghini wasn’t his. “I’ve got to get to my son’s volleyball match. And whether you’re an alpha, or even whether you’re a cop, I don’t particularly care.” 

That was a bluff. Edwin did particularly care. He was not keen on losing his driver’s license, nor on going to jail. The possibility scared him out of his sassy wits. This kind of possible retribution was out of his usual bitchiness domain. The alphas he usually snapped at didn’t have legal arrest powers. 

But the important thing in dealing with potentially sadistic alphas was never showing fear. A sassy, fuck-you attitude had saved Edwin’s sweet ass in many otherwise uncertain alpha-omega interactions. Even if it was a bluff. An omega who wasn’t scared would always throw alphas way off balance.

The cop looked again at the registration papers, then at the license. Then back at the registration papers. Then at Edwin’s face. 

“This isn’t even your car!” the cop growled. Edwin could’ve sworn he heard the sound of the pig licking his chops, even if it was wolves who were supposed to do that.

With a finger pointing rearward over his shoulder, Edwin pointed back at the police cruiser. “That isn’t your car either.” 

Point, set, game, match. Edwin Sassafras, sassy omega extraordinaire.

“That’s not my—” The gruff alpha cop bent down to the window again. His breath screamed mint chewing gum and alpha sex pheromones. Despite his gruff demeanor, he burst into laughter. He put his hands on his hips. How many other men’s hands had gripped that cop’s hips on chilly Springville evenings?

The cop’s lips opened with his smile. His gorgeous white teeth and pink gums exploded in front of Edwin’s face. 

Officer Hardass’s sparkling teeth reflected the Lamborghini’s dome light and the road lights overhead. Officer Harliss’s mouth was a fireworks show. His laugh was firm and manly: jovial but neither giggly nor dorky. 

This dude was a man’s man, a cop’s cop. He must’ve already had a thick police file of omegas lusting after him.

“Alright.” The cop took a step back from Edwin’s window, so he didn’t have to bend down quite so much. He wrapped his fingers around his badge and tilted it in Edwin’s direction. “This proves that I’m authorized to drive that car.” The cop looked back at his squad car. He grinned slightly. Maybe he was slightly ashamed of having been amused by Edwin’s comeback. “Now prove to me that you’re authorized to drive Johnny Omega’s car.”

“I’m Johnny’s friend.” That was a good enough explanation, wasn’t it? He was definitely Johnny’s friend.

“Right.” The cop sighed hard enough to bathe Edwin in his alpha musk. “That’s what any car thief would say. Do you have an authorization document or something? This isn’t the kind of car you just lend out to your buddy.”

“Well.” Edwin relaxed his arms down at his sides. “I’m Johnny’s husband’s cousin, to be exact.”

“Didn’t you say you’re Johnny’s friend?” The cop stared down Edwin with eyes full of suspicion. He was in full discover-the-holes-in-the-story mode. 

“Are you trying to penetrate the hole? In my story?” Edwin grinned. He might even have winked.

Officer Hardass’s cheeks turned bright red. He looked side to side and cleared his throat. Edwin would have loved to give him a reason to clear it again.

“Alright, Mr. Edwin Sassafras. Is that your real last name, by the way, or just the DMV’s opinion of you?” 

“I’d never lie to you, darling.” Edwin clicked his tongue.

“Ok. Mr. Sassafras. You’re driving a three-hundred thousand-dollar car. That doesn’t belong to you. But belongs to a local celebrity. One who seems to have no relation to you. Do you see why I might be concerned?”

“Maybe I’ll see if you give me a closer look at yourself.” Edwin grinned again.

The cop sighed. “Ok. Show me some evidence, please, that Johnny Omega authorized you to operate this car.”

“Nosy, nosy!” Edwin sighed right back at the cop. He pulled his phone from his pocket and tapped the WhatsApp icon. 

WhatsApp stored Edwin’s chat log with Johnny. Johnny had told Edwin to feel free to take the new Lamborghini out for a spin. He’d even included some smiley-face and fast-car emojis. The insurance covered all authorized drivers anyway. The chat log would also include Edwin’s replies: the eggplant emoji, the squirting-water emoji, and a few detailed descriptions of what he planned to do with any alphas he met on his evening out. 

“Well, if you don’t believe me—” Edwin sighed. “Take a look at my chat log with Johnny.” In their most recent chat, Johnny had confessed to having made the impulse eBay purchase of a purple Lamborghini. Edwin had teased Johnny for it, but also made Johnny promise to let Edwin borrow it sometimes. Edwin passed the phone out the window and stared upward to watch the cop’s reaction.

Above the car’s window line, the cop held the phone in two hands. That was probably how he cradled precious omega cocks.  He flicked his thumb on the screen as it illuminated his beautiful face. The cop nodded, then burst out laughing, then laughed some more. Teeth still gleaming in his smiling mouth, he shook his head and handed the phone back to Edwin.

“I see you have a good rapport with Johnny Omega. Big rock star.”

“I told you.” Edwin raised his eyebrows to emphasize. “He’s my friend. And he’s my cousin’s husband. And he’s really chill about me using his stuff.”

The cop nodded. “If you actually did what you suggested in your chat, I don’t think Johnny would like the cum stains all over the dashboard.”

“Fantasy. Just fantasy.” Edwin shrugged. Fantasy could always become reality. That was what Edwin’s fully erect dick and rapidly self-lubricating butthole hoped for.

“Right.” The cop leaned down again and looked Edwin up and down. “Fantasy.” 

That word from the cop’s mouth sent a shiver through Edwin’s spine. His teeth almost chattered. He quickly regained composure. He could take control of the situation again. If Edwin could just stop imagining that alpha buck naked and pumping into him.

“So we’re all done here? I’ve really gotta get to my son’s volleyball match.” His omega sass had gotten Edwin out of another sticky situation, using nothing more than his smile and a few well-placed quips. He tapped a button on the door and sent the window sliding up halfway. His hand half-reached for the Engine Start button.

“Just a minute, Blue Eyes.” The cop was tapping on his tablet computer. Maybe he had to clear Edwin’s name or erase the entire incident from the system.

The cop held his hand in front of the tablet’s edge. The device buzzed, then spat out a piece of paper. The cop handed it to Edwin. The cop said, “Drive safe, Sir,” tipped his hat, and walked back to his car. 

Edwin took the slip of paper. It was a City of Springville traffic citation. Speeding. Measured 96 MPH in a 70 MPH zone. It bore the laser-printed signature of Sergeant Harliss and the seal of the Springville PD. There was also a court date. 

“But—” Edwin began to protest. He was only talking to himself. Officer Hardass was long gone. And it was foolish to expect that his smart remarks had gotten Edwin anything more than a few smart remarks back.

Johnny had traffic lawyers. Or maybe he didn’t have traffic lawyers. Johnny didn’t even drive much. Anyway, Johnny could afford traffic lawyers. Not that Johnny’s invitation for Edwin to borrow his car had also included paying for Edwin’s court defense. Not that Johnny would be very happy about this — not at all.

Edwin pressed the brake and pushed Engine Start. The dashboard lit up a weak orange, then dimmed again. There was no sound from the engine, and the car sat dark and dead by the side of the road.

He pressed Engine Start again, this time pressing the gas. A warning light weakly illuminated on the dashboard: Depress Brake For Engine Start.

Edwin tried again:

Brake. Engine Start button. 

The dashboard just barely lit up. The light was about the intensity of glow-in-the-dark stickers. There was no sound from the engine, and definitely no reassuring sound of a roaring V12 Lamborghini. 

Edwin unlocked the door and flicked it up hard with his arm. He normally paid attention to how he exited this car. It was always an event, an appearance, to get out of a Lamborghini. He even cared how he looked to his son when he opened the Lamborghini’s door. 

This time, Edwin opened that flip-up door with absolutely no grace. His only goal was getting that cop to help him figure out what was wrong with the car. He waved with both hands into the bright lights of the running police cruiser still parked behind him. He jogged toward the car, still waving.

“Stop! Hold up. Stop,” the alpha cop’s firm voice boomed from the police car’s roof speaker. He might as well have been saying Alpha! Alpha alpha. Alpha. for how gruffly masculine his voice sounded.

Edwin stopped. Uncertain of the proper protocol, he held his hands in the air, like a surrendering suspect. He wouldn’t mind surrendering to this alpha — but in a different time and place, and only once Johnny’s three-hundred-thousand-dollar car was safely home.

The police car’s door opened. The cop emerged: big, meaty, delectable, popping out of his car erect, like a thick dick popping out of white briefs. 

“How can I help you?” the cop called out. “You need something?” The cop put his hands on his hips. His long, thick dick made an even more obvious outline in his tight pants.

“My car’s not starting.” Edwin looked over at the Lamborghini. The lifeless car on the road shoulder had the tragic aura of a shipwreck. Edwin tried to look helpless enough to be pitiable, but not any more helpless than that. “And I need to get to my son’s volleyball match.” Edwin looked down at his imaginary wristwatch to emphasize his point.

“Take an Uber.” The cop’s eyes lit up with a teasing sparkle. “Leave this jalopy here on the side of the road. Not like anybody would wanna steal it.” The cop’s mischievous grin escaped behind all his efforts to keep it contained behind his lips. The result was a beautiful eruption of white teeth and pink gums.

“No, seriously.” Besides wanting to flirt, Edwin really did want to get to Davey’s match. “If I call a tow truck, by the time it comes and we get everything worked out, my kid’s match will be over.”

“You’ve always gotta be there for him. He’s counting on you. Right?” Sure. Of course. What kind of question was that? The cop was stating the obvious. “Not that it’s the same thing, but I’ve got a monkey.” The cop nodded like he wasn’t joking.

“Huh.” Edwin nodded, unsure about whether he was supposed to laugh at the monkey comment.

“That Lamborghini has one of those fancy push-to-start things, right? Push the button and press the brake or something?” The cop walked closer to the Lamborghini — and closer to Edwin.

“Yeah. It’s not my first time driving it. I know how to start it. But it’s not starting now.” Edwin looked back and forth between the beautiful cop and the much-less-beautiful Lamborghini. It was obvious which one he’d rather ride.

“You think the battery’s conked?” The cop looked under the car, as if that was where the battery was hiding.

“We omegas usually depend on alphas to figure out mechanical things.” Edwin said it in his sweetest stereotype-omega voice. That kind of self-effacing “helpless omega” talk always made alphas swoon.

“You seem to have no problem utilizing bullshit flattery.” The cop shook his head and laughed. “But yeah, I think your car’s got a dead battery. Were you sitting with the engine off while I was running your license?”

“Yes, Sir.” Edwin bowed his head down meekly. His erection said hi. But this wasn’t the time.

“Is this a car that doesn’t get driven often? It’s just sitting in a garage usually, like most Lamborghinis?”

“Yes, Sir. I drive it because Johnny almost never does.”

“Ah. Ok. Well.” The cop cleared his throat again. He must’ve been enjoying his roadside alpha cop authority. “Battery hasn’t been thoroughly charged. Just a dead battery then. Just needs a jump start.”

“Thank you, Sir.” Edwin tried to be polite without looking like he was mocking the situation.

The cop walked back to the trunk of his car and came back with two heavy electrical cables. He lay them on the ground, then fussed around inside his police car again and opened its hood.

“You’re gonna fix your car too while you’re at it?” Edwin asked. Of course he knew what jump-starting was. Or at least he knew that jump-starting required opening both cars’ hoods. But acting like a clueless omega always made alphas happy. Edwin used his feigned cluelessness to balance out his very real bitchiness.

“No. I’ll jump start your car. That means using my car’s battery to start your car. So I need to access my car’s battery for that.” The alpha cop nodded, confident in the automotive maintenance lesson he was imparting on the ditzy omega.

“Ohhhhh, I see
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