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I rushed out of the office and sprinted through the empty parking lot to my car.  I had promised my girlfriend I'd be home no later than 8 PM.

I checked my watch.  It was 9:30 PM and I still had a forty-five minute drive ahead of me.

Shit, this was not going to end well when I got home.  I'd been through this before when I came home later than I expected.

First, she would complain that I was late and that I ruined the supper she had worked so hard to prepare.  When we were dating, she used to actually cook me meals and bake desserts.

Ever since we moved in together, her idea of cooking supper became microwaving frozen dinners.  I'm not even talking about the tasty ones made for real men either, the kind that included a slab of meat and a dessert item.

Instead, she bought all this healthy crap that had lots of unidentifiable vegetables and absolutely no taste.  To make it worse, the healthy frozen  dinners had tiny portion sizes.

Those things would leave an anorexic midget hungry, never mind a 6'1", two hundred pound guy like me that jogged five miles every day and worked out at the gym three times a week.

Then she'd refuse to talk to me while she got ready for bed.  I could live with that.  I mean, who wants to hear more complaints?

Finally, we would get to the worst part - the lack of action in bed.  It was bad enough that all that exercise from earlier in the day made me so horny that I almost wanted to whack off in the restroom at work, never mind wait until I got home in the evening.

To punish me for coming home late, my girlfriend would say, "Jerry, maybe if you showed more consideration for my feelings, I would show more consideration for your big cock!"  Then she'd roll over in bed with the sheets, blankets, and comforters all wrapped around her body locked up tighter than Fort Knox.  

My only sexual relief for the night would come via my own hand and tablet computer in the bathroom after she fell asleep.

Basically, that's what I had to look forward to as I left work.  All that, and the fact that the weatherman had been predicting a bad snow storm was going to hit sometime in the next few hours.

I was so sick of all the hyped up weather reports that I decided not to listen to the radio on the way home.  Instead, I connected my phone wirelessly to the audio system in my car and blasted my favorite tunes.

I guess a lot of people were afraid of the upcoming storm because the roads were pretty empty.  I noticed there were a few icy patches, but I didn't let that slow me down.

In fact, I didn't let anything slow me down.  I hit the gas pedal and drove along at a nice pace.

No sensible cop would be out doing radar on a night like this.  It was too cold for a police officer to want to keep getting in and out of his cruiser.

When I turned onto Ocean Drive, I knew I could really floor it.  There was a long stretch of road with very few houses and no traffic lights or stop signs.

I was already doing fifty when I passed a sign indicating the speed limit was thirty-five.  "Frig it," I said aloud and pushed down harder on the gas.  The speedometer made it to fifty-eight before I noticed the blue and red lights flashing in my rear view mirror.

"Fuckin' A," I said as I slammed my hand against the steering wheel.  I wondered if I should try to outrun him.  Considering the darkness of that particular street, I figured he probably hadn't been able to see my license plate yet.

Unfortunately, the cop car was on my ass in no time.  Oddly, he didn't shine that strong spotlight that's built into police cars especially for situations like this - pulling over a motorist on a dark, deserted street.

He also hadn't turned on the siren.  Good, I thought, maybe this cop doesn't follow every procedure exactly by the book, maybe he'll let me off with just a warning.

Suddenly, the police car pulled out from behind me.  I felt a moment of relief when I assumed he was passing me.

Unfortunately, he drove up alongside my car.  I saw him point at the entrance of a small park that was coming up on the right.

He drove dangerously close, forcing me off the road and into the park.  I figured he just didn't think it safe for us to pull over on the road, just in case another car came speeding along and didn't see us sitting on the shoulder.

We both stopped our cars in the middle of the deserted parking lot.  He positioned the cruiser almost bumper to bumper.  I shut my engine off.  I quickly dug my license out of my pocket and retrieved the registration from the glove compartment.

I watched him sit there for a minute.  I knew he must have been calling in my license plate.  Maybe I would catch a break and the computer system would be down.  

The blue and red lights stopped flashing.  From the view in my side mirror, I saw him exit the police car.

Damn, he was one tall fucker of a cop.  He had to be at least 6'5".  Even in the low light provided only by his headlights, I could see how shiny his boots were as he stepped closer.

I rolled down the window.  My breath showed in the air as I breathed in and out.  "Good evening, officer-" was all I got out when I noticed he had his gun drawn and was aiming it directly at me!

"Get out of the car," he ordered in a distinctly masculine voice.

"I have my, um, my license right here," I stammered.

"This better be the last time I repeat an order to you.  Get the fuck out of that car," he growled.  "And keep those hands where I can see them."

He took a step back to allow me the room to open the door.  I stepped out cautiously.  My trembling hands fumbled as I tried to find the door handle to push it closed again.  "Turn around and spread them," he commanded.

Instinctively, I knew he meant my legs.  I flipped around, leaned forward, and slapped the top of the car with my hands.

The cold metal made me flinch.  I parted my legs far enough apart to give him access to check for concealed weapons.

The cop finally holstered his gun.  He started by patting around my waist.  He certainly wasn't gentle about it.  I felt the wave of energy go though me each time his hands clamped against my sides.

He quickly moved on to the lower part of my body.  I felt his strong hands grip my ankles.  They slowly moved their way up my legs.

He paid special attention to my inner thighs, groping every inch.  My thin dress pants offered no resistance to his rough search.  

I prayed he didn't notice what was happening inside my pants.  I was straight.  I never got turned on by a guy before.  It had to be the friction, I told myself.

The fact that I had several loads worth of cum built up in my balls because my girlfriend hadn't put out in days might have played into it a wee bit too.  Whatever the reason, something about the way he manhandled my body gave me a semi hard-on.

"You may not be packing heat, but you're definitely packing something substantial in those pants," he chuckled.

Even though I wanted to die of embarrassment, my cock pulsed a little harder.  He grabbed my arm and yanked me around to face him.

I got a good look at him for the first time.  As I said before, he stood several inches taller than me.

My eyes were even with the five o'clock shadow on his chin.  His face looked rough, like he'd been through a lot in life.  His standard issue police hat was pulled down rather low on his forehead.  I surmised that he was about my age, twenty-nine, give or take a couple years.

My gaze glanced down to his shirt.  His name tag identified him as Officer Harmon.  The uniform looked tight on him, like the buttons were fighting to hold together under the strain of his amazingly well-built chest.  He wasn't wearing a tie.

Then I noticed his arms!  I wasn't sure if I just thought it to myself or if I actually mumbled out loud an inquiry as to whether he had duckpin bowling balls stuffed up his sleeves because his biceps really were that huge.

"So, where were you racing off to so fast?" he asked with a note of genuine interest in his voice.

That snapped me right back to reality that I was a straight guy with a girlfriend waiting for him at home and he was a cop about to give me a fucking speeding ticket.

"Just trying to get home and beat the snow before it starts coming down," I blurted out.  The truth was I didn't give a shit about the impending snow, but that seemed like a good reason to speed.  

"Looks like something needs to get beaten before it's gonna go down," he said as he glanced down at the obvious bulge in my pants.

There's no way this cop is making a pass at me, I thought.  He's totally fucking with me, trying to get me to say something stupid or offer him a bribe so he can write me an even bigger ticket.

He looked around the dark and deserted park.  "It's kind of cold to be standing out here.  Come back to the police car with me and you can sit in there while I write you up."

"Why can't I just wait in my own car?" I asked suspiciously.

The look on his face told me he wasn't used to being questioned nor did he like it.  "Because I don't want you to get any fucking ideas about driving off," he answered.  "You can either come willingly..."

He didn't even have to finish the sentence.  His tone scared me so I quickly agreed



























































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ " HOW TO GET OUT OF A

! : » &

|

f B~ =
R

e

y
.8

\ROD MANDELLI





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





