
        
            
                
            
        

    
	College jock becomes hot cop’s willing sex slave.

	 

	 

	Cat-and-mouse games between a college student and a cop start out as just sex, with no strings, but gradually become more intense as the two men’s relationship shifts and deepens.
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Chapter One: Restless Night

	 

	 

	Life could be strange in its unpredictability.

	Before he met his cop lover, Cordero Tejera was just another average, promiscuous young gay guy, going about his business. He harmed no one, and―somewhat ironically, as things turned out―he made a point of staying out of trouble with the law. A lot of good that did him!

	Cordero was at home on a weekday night, and he was faced with one of those agonizing decisions a young gay man sometimes has to make. Should he stay at home and just jerk off, or should he go out in hopes of meeting somebody?

	The convenience of staying in, and the odds against encountering the man of his dreams in a gay bar on a Wednesday night, at first tempted him to make an early night of it—alone. Cordero could give himself a quick self-induced orgasm with his fist and then fall asleep, all right there in his own comfortable bed.

	He was actually undressed and in bed, with his laptop open beside him, ready to watch some internet porn to inspire a jerkoff session, when—perversely—the idea of going out began to appeal to him more and more. After all, one of Cordero’s favorite taverns was right there in his neighborhood, within walking distance. It was one of the city’s gay bars, which he frequently patronized, although usually on weekend nights.

	He began to bargain with himself.

	Just one drink. That was what Cordero promised himself, after a glance at the digital display of the alarm clock beside his bed. It was already close to midnight. One drink, and then I’ll come right home. I can jack off then. What’s the harm? He closed the laptop, and he got out of bed, his cock already twitching with the first signs of excitement.

	He was already experiencing the tiny thrill of doing something which might be considered naughty and irresponsible. He had to get up and go to work in the morning, and he suspected that he’d end up breaking his own rule by staying at the bar for more than one drink.

	Logic suggested that, because he wasn’t really going out with the intention of trying to pick up somebody, it didn’t matter much what he wore on this little excursion. But, at that moment, Cordero was thinking less in terms of logic, and more in terms of lust, by the minute. He decided that he ought to wear something which proclaimed his availability. After all, a guy never knew when he might get lucky!

	On impulse, Cordero opened the top drawer of his bureau, where he kept a few clothes and personal items, but which also tended to be a quick-access repository for assorted sexual accessories—a jockstrap, an extra box of condoms and tube of lubricant, a pair of nipple clamps, a butt plug, a dildo, a dog collar, and so forth. Cordero rummaged through the clutter until he found what he was looking for.

	The object was a cock ring. Cordero couldn’t remember the last time he’d worn it—probably on some occasion when he’d hooked up with a guy who was into some light leather action. Unfortunately, Cordero’s actual experience with leather sex, as opposed to fantasies, was limited to dressing up in vaguely motorcycle punk attire to go out, and then stripping down again and engaging what would have to be described as roughhousing with his hookup. He sighed, wishing he could go farther. Still, he had a few of the appropriate accessories, in the meanwhile. The ring was a single piece of heavy-gauge stainless steel, bent into a perfect circle and welded together at the seam, where the result was a slight ridge, almost like a traffic bump.

	Holding the cock ring up to the light to examine it more closely, Cordero remembered that he preferred the way it felt to the sensation he got from the adjustable, snap-on kind. It happened to fit his genitals perfectly when he was fully erect, with just enough snugness to keep him continuously aware of its presence, surrounding his junk. He did recall, though, that the device tended to chafe him after he’d worn it for an hour or two.

	So he went into the bathroom, where he rubbed a light coating of baby oil on the ring. Watching himself in the full-length mirror on one wall, he slipped the ring on, inserting one testicle through the circle at a time, and then tucking the head of his flaccid penis down to push it through, next.

	Cordero pulled his dick away from his body so that he could push the cock ring down around the very base of his shaft, and he tugged on his balls as well, until the restraint was caught firmly around his perineum muscle.

	He played with himself quite matter-of-factly with his oily fingertips, coaxing his prick into semi-erection. The cock ring seemed tighter than he remembered, and he grinned at his reflection, knowing that his cock and balls couldn’t possibly have grown any larger!

	But they were exceptionally turgid tonight, as a result of his horniness, his manipulation of himself, and the pressure exerted by the ring. He turned sideways to inspect himself in the mirror. Satisfied with the way the cock ring made his penis arc out away from his groin, lifting his nuts on either side of the bloated shaft, he washed his hands and went back into the bedroom.

	He dressed quickly, in minimal clothing—his most comfortable jeans, the denim worn so soft by repeated washings that the material wasn’t confining even though it stretched itself taut over his crotch, ass, and thighs.

	He hadn’t bothered to put on any underwear. He was in the mood to go commando. He dispensed with a belt, too. He really didn’t need one to hold up those snug-fitting jeans. The waistband hugged his narrow waist and flat gut, with his hard-earned abs, and his buttocks did all the work of holding up the jeans. He did without socks, too—he just slipped on a pair of running shoes, so that his bare ankles provided a hint of nudity.

	In fact, Cordero almost hated to take along his wallet for fear it would break the line of his body below the waist. He could just drop his keys into one front pocket, and a few folded bills in the other. But then he relented, shoving his wallet in front with his keys, but placing two condoms in his left rear pocket, where their outline was faintly discernible through the thin denim—making him a walking advertisement for sex.

	Finally, he pulled on what he thought of as his whore shirt, because it was the sort of thing that only a male prostitute working the streets would wear outside of a gym. It was a string tank top, olive drab cotton, which for all practical purposes sheathed his torso only from the lower curve of his pectorals on down.

	If Cordero squared his shoulders or flexed his arms suddenly, one or both of his nipples tended to pop out of the tank top. It was actually more sexually suggestive than walking around stripped to the waist could ever be, because it teased the observer. Luckily, he had the kind of shoulder and chest development which enabled him to carry off the provocative display.

	Walking to the bar in the warm, dry night air, Cordero felt naked underneath his few clothes. He’d forgotten how the cock ring brushed against his inner thighs when he strode too energetically, and how sensitive it made his cock and balls feel, pushed up to form a high, protruding lump like that.

	Hell, Cordero could even feel the bump of the ring’s weld, where its ends had been closed during manufacture, pressing against his scrotum on one side! Excited, he could feel himself getting hornier, more reckless, more eager for sex, with each step he took.

	He was on the prowl.

	 


Chapter Two: Chauffeured

	 

	 

	Upon his arrival at the bar, Cordero was surprised to see that it was two-for-one night. A customer could get both drinks at once, or get one plus a poker chip which could be redeemed later for a refill. Cordero’s evenings out on school nights had become so infrequent lately that he’d lost track of such things.

	He ordered bottled beer from the burly young bartender, whose name was Marc.

	“I’ll have to see some ID.”

	“ID? Come on, Marc,” Cordero whined. “You know me. I come in here all the time.”

	“Yeah, and every time you come in, I ask you for ID. You know the drill. What I don’t know is when one of those guys from the state liquor authority may decide to wander in here—and flash his badge. If he thinks I’m slacking off, going easy on guys who look underage, then it’ll be my ass in a sling. And I don’t mean in a fun way.” Marc grinned. “It’s not my fault you’ve got that baby face,” he said to Cordero with a teasing tone.

	“Shit,” Cordero grumbled. But he pulled out his driver’s license.

	“Okay, college boy. One nice cold beer, coming right up.”

	“For giving me such a hard time, I ought to stiff you on the tip.” But he did tip Marc, whom he liked.

	Cordero couldn’t help sulking a bit, as he carried his chilled beer bottle across the barroom, looking for a good spot to stand and cruise.

	The drinking age was twenty-one, and he had, in fact, turned twenty-two a few months previously. He couldn’t help it that he looked a bit younger. He was in his sophomore year at a local college and working part time. He felt reasonably independent and grown-up.

	Cordero was athletic, good at swimming and soccer. He liked to build up his body by pumping iron at the gym on the campus. He had a muscular physique, which rather contradicted the impression created by the baby face Marc had mentioned.

	Gay men presumably were obsessed by youth, with mature men attracted to younger sex partners. Cordero supposed his fresh-faced, boyish appearance had a certain appeal. But he desperately wished he was a little older—more manly. He wasn’t all that attracted to guys his own age. He lusted after men in their late twenties or thirties, who were masculine-looking and masculine-acting. Cordero could even get aroused by the sight of a well-preserved hot daddy type in his forties or fifties. He might not even turn down a foxy number in his sixties! He didn’t discriminate, except for the fact that he had no interest in effeminate guys.

	He was deliberately negligent about shaving, and he flattered himself that the peach-fuzz beard stubble on his upper lip, chin, and cheeks made him look more mature.

	He hadn’t been sexually active for very long. But leaving his home town, and moving to this nearby community to attend school, had given his sex life a booster shot. Cordero was making up for lost time. He’d had casual flings with some of his fellow students, and even with a couple of his professors. There was another older guy, as Cordero thought of him—a senior citizen who was all of thirty-five—who lived in the town. His name was Riley. He was a rough-hewn working-class stud, a garage mechanic, and Cordero enjoyed having him as a casual fuck buddy.

	As a result of these liaisons, Cordero thought of himself as quite the young gay blade about town. For example, there he was, in a gay bar, on the prowl, open to the possibility of hooking up with some stranger for some hot recreational sex.

	He drank his beer, and he made eye contact with a couple of likely prospects. Some of his friends were there, and he touched bases with them, catching up. Their lives seemed more interesting than his—at least as they told it!

	An hour had passed, and Cordero had just ordered his second pair of beers from Marc, when he was approached, quite boldly, by a guy who was the epitome of a metrosexual clone. He was a short fucker, with a tight, hard-muscled little body, an expensive haircut, a neatly trimmed mustache, and diamond studs set in his pierced earlobes. He was dressed as though he’d just come from modeling for a fashion shoot. The clothes were supposedly casual, but Cordero could tell the dude was carrying around over a thousand dollars on his back—not counting his ostentatious wristwatch, one of those multifunctional contraptions which probably required an engineering degree to operate.

	There wasn’t anything subtle or indirect about his come-on to Cordero. The man came right up to Cordero, and without so much as a greeting or a by-your-leave, he began groping him.

	“Nice set of pecs.” The short dude muttered under his breath as he slipped his hand beneath Cordero’s tank top and massaged his chest before closing his fingertips around Cordero’s nipple and giving it a rather nasty pinch.

	Cordero flinched, but then he smiled at the stud, and he didn’t do anything to discourage him when the fashion plate groped him even more brazenly—getting both of his hands into the act now, one on Cordero’s pecs, the other on his crotch. Cordero submitted to the mauling, assuming it would lead to further intimacies.

	“What a hot man,” the clone groaned, and Cordero realized, to his dismay, that his sexy admirer was either drunk or stoned or both. Not that the man’s attraction to Cordero seemed to be in any way feigned or exaggerated, but now that Cordero had had a chance to study him more closely, he could tell that the dude was impaired. “I’d like to take you home with me and let you do dirty things to me,” he whispered into Cordero’s ear, pressing his body firmly against Cordero’s hard-muscled physique and feeling him up even more daringly than before, as though the two of them were alone in the barroom. “You can order me around and make me service you, like your submissive little bitch,” the stranger offered. “Oh, I like it when a man gets rough with me.”

	Cordero’s experience with anything which could be called leather sex or BDSM was extremely limited, and mostly confined to lurid fantasies about one man subduing and violating another. In these imaginings, Cordero was usually the submissive one. But he found the idea of being the aggressor almost as arousing.

	Occasionally, when he masturbated, he’d buckle the dog collar tightly around his neck, apply the nipple clamps to his pecs, and lubricate either the dildo or the butt plug and use it to stimulate his anus. All the while, he’d pretend that some macho brute was forcing him to employ these toys.

	Riley kept suggesting that he and Cordero should get into a full-blown scene, as he called it, but so far Cordero had always chickened out.

	Ordinarily, having a guy promise to put himself at his mercy would have appealed to Cordero. But under the present circumstances, he was afraid if they did go home together, his intoxicated suitor would pass out on him, and Cordero would be venting his lust on his unconscious body. Cordero was as open-minded as any other gay guy, but he did draw the line at necrophilia!

	“I’d let you do anything you wanted to me, sir.” The hot-bodied little masochist insisted on using both hands to pull Cordero’s nipples free from his tank top and stimulate them.

	Cordero got off on the nipple play, and he was sorely tempted to take the guy up on his offer, to take advantage of his befuddled mental state and have his way with him. They could go to the guy’s place, where Cordero could no doubt easily persuade him to lick his naked body all over, maybe even rim him, and then, in all probability, Cordero would fuck the shit out of his boyishly small, round ass.

	And then, assuming the clone was still conscious at that point in the proceedings, Cordero could take his leave and go home to sleep in his own bed. Hit it and quit it! It would be raw, animalistic sex, pure physical release and nothing else.

	Cordero could use a little of that as much as the next guy. But, for some reason, he was getting less and less interested in the prospect, despite his growing erection, which was creating an uncomfortable displacement inside the crotch of his jeans.

	The clone’s hands on his body, his obvious willingness, his sheer physical proximity, and Cordero’s lusty imagination—they were all conspiring together to get Cordero hot. But his mind was oddly cold—almost turned off, in fact. Damn!

	Cordero excused himself, and he went into the men’s room to take a much-needed leak. All that beer he’d consumed was making his bladder beg to be emptied. His cock, when he extracted it from the fly of his jeans, was grossly swollen within the circle of the cock ring, and it seemed to take forever for it to relax enough to allow the urine to flow through it freely. What a relief! That was what Cordero thought, all he could think about, as he unloaded into the urinal. At that moment, pissing like that was almost as good as coming!

	When he returned to the main room, he saw that his admirer was straddling a stool at the bar, drinking himself toward a stupor.

	The man didn’t even seem to notice Cordero’s absence. Now realizing that he’d had a narrow escape, Cordero lingered at the far end of the bar, having another couple of beers and trading small talk with a couple of men with whom he had a casual acquaintance.

	His night out was beginning to look like a failure.

	Finally, Marc, the bartender cut Cordero’s fickle admirer off and, despite his mumbled protests, called him a cab. When the cab arrived, the bar’s thickset bouncer had to help the guy outside and dump him into the back seat of the vehicle.

	Cordero decided he’d better call it a night, himself, before he ended up in a similar condition. It hadn’t been a particularly memorable night out, but he was enough of a realist to cut his losses.

	When he left the bar and headed home, he wasn’t exactly drunk, but he was definitely feeling a buzz. His tank top was still disarranged from the clone’s manipulation of his pecs, but the night air felt good on his torso and he didn’t bother to adjust the shirt to cover up his nips.

	Let anybody who wants to, go ahead and look. Cordero grinned to himself quite foolishly, as he observed the sparse late-night traffic on the streets. Let them see that I’m built, that I’m hot. Not that it did me a hell of a lot of good tonight, though. Damn two-for-one night. Shit, I’m half drunk!

	He giggled. Maybe some guy will come cruising along in his car and pick me up.

	As though by magic, his wish was granted, although not quite in the way he’d hoped!

	When a police patrol car came up behind Cordero and slowed to a crawl beside him, he was feeling just silly enough to be titillated by the two police officers’ casual scrutiny of him. Then, though, his instinctive wariness kicked in.

	Oh, fuck! They’re not going to arrest me, are they? Cordero returned the cops’ gaze rather defiantly—which, of course, wasn’t the smartest move on his part. I’m not doing anything! He supposed they could bust him for public intoxication, but that seemed like a stretch. He was hardly making a nuisance of himself. Admittedly, he was shambling along the sidewalk just a trifle unsteadily, but he was moving along, minding his own business.

	“Hey, buddy,” the cop closer to the curb called out, in a surprisingly pleasant tone of voice. He was young and blond, with medium-length hair and a neatly trimmed little mustache. He, like his partner, wasn’t wearing his hat, so Cordero could get a good look at his face. He was handsome, and for some reason he looked oddly out of place in his starched and pressed blue uniform shirt—like a college jock or a preppy business executive who’d put on the cop uniform as a costume, just for one night. “Where’re you headed?” he asked, as Cordero looked at him.

	“Home,” Cordero replied, still walking, although he slowed his pace to stay alongside the patrol car, which was crawling along in low gear.

	“Straight home?”

	“Straight home, to bed, to sleep,” Cordero recited, dutifully.

	“You been drinking?”

	“A little, sure,” Cordero admitted, more cautiously. He didn’t want to risk spending the night locked up in a drunk tank. “But I’m not driving. I’m walking. I’m all right.”

	“Maybe. Do you have any ID on you?” As he spoke, the cop opened the patrol car’s door and got out.

	Grateful that he’d brought along his wallet after all, Cordero hauled it out and handed over his driver’s license.

	“All of twenty-two years old, are you, huh?”

	“Ah—yes, sir.”

	“Think you know it all, don’t you?”

	“I’m not saying that,” Cordero mumbled. “I’m not saying anything like that! I guess I’m old enough to drink, though.”

	“Maybe. But not to be a public nuisance.”

	“I’m not bothering anybody.”

	“There’s such a thing as being a danger to yourself.”

	“I’m okay, officer, I swear!”

	“Is this your current address, Mr. Tejera?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“I’m not crazy about the idea of you stumbling down the street in your condition. Hop in, and we’ll give you a ride home.”

	“No, thanks, that’s all right.”

	“Come on, we insist,” the blond cop said, more coaxingly than anything else. “It’s late, and we don’t have anything better to do, and we want to keep you out of trouble. We’ll see you home safe.”

	“Otherwise—if I refuse, if I don’t play along—I guess you’ll run me in?” Cordero asked, a bit sullenly.

	“I hope it won’t come to that. We’re willing to give you a break. Work with us, okay?”

	Cordero was beginning to get off on the whole scenario, so he got into the back seat of the patrol car. It had the usual barricade separating it from the front seat. The police officer’s partner, a beefy beer-gutted number with florid cheeks, was doing the driving. He asked Cordero where he lived, and
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