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The cruiser’s dashboard clock glowed 11:42 PM in the darkness of the cab, the only illumination against the oppressive black of the suburban street. Gavin rubbed the bridge of his nose, the leather of his duty belt creaking softly in the confined space. The radio had been squawking all night about noise complaints, but this one was persistent. Dispatch had reported a "domestic disturbance with loud music" at 424 Willow Creek, a sprawling two-story that looked dark from the curb, save for the faint, rhythmic thumping of bass that vibrated through the chassis of his patrol car.

He killed the engine and the flashing lights, deciding to approach on foot first. “No need to announce a raid if it was just a few drunk college kids,” he said out loud. He adjusted his belt, feeling the comforting weight of the baton and cuffs resting against his hip, and checked his reflection in the rearview mirror. His uniform was crisp—black polyester, badge polished to a mirror shine, the nameplate reading Constable Parr catching the streetlamp's glare. He looked the part: authoritative, imposing, ready to shut down a party.

As he stepped onto the sidewalk, the noise hit him physically. It wasn’t just music; it was a wall of sound, heavy techno beats that made the very air pulse. He walked up the paved driveway, noting the lack of cars parked on the street and on the lawn but the distinct smell of expensive cologne and spilled beer drifting from the open front door. The door was slightly ajar, spilling a wedge of strobing light across the porch.

Gavin stepped into the entryway, his hand hovering near his taser purely out of habit. The hallway was choked with a haze of dry ice fog and the heat of too many bodies in a confined space. He opened his mouth to announce his presence, to shout "Police, turn it down," but the words died in his throat as the living room exploded into view.

It was a veritable sea of men.

A dozen, maybe more, packed tight into the large living area which had been cleared of furniture. They were shirtless, sweating, their skin glistening under the spinning disco ball that hung precariously from the ceiling fan. Some wore bowties, others just jeans or leather harnesses, but every single head turned as Gavin’s silhouette filled the doorway.

Before he could utter a syllable, a man with a sequined cowboy hat and a bodybuilder’s physique broke away from the crowd. He was grinning, his eyes sweeping up and down Gavin’s uniform with a hunger that had nothing to do with the law.

"Oh my god," the cowboy shouted over the thumping bass, throwing his hands in the air. "He’s here! The cop! You guys went all out!"

Gavin frowned, taking a step back, his boots scuffing the hardwood. "Sir, I’m here about a noise compl—" He didn't finish the sentence.

Two more men, a tall Latino guy in a mesh tank and a shorter redhead with freckles splashed across his chest, rushed forward.

Gavin expected resistance, or at least annoyance. Instead, they grabbed him—not to restrain him, but to pull him deeper into the room.

"Get in here, Officer," the Latino man laughed, his grip surprisingly strong on Gavin’s bicep.

"Don't be shy! We paid good money for the full monty!"

"Wait, stop," Gavin protested, but his voice was drowned out by a cheer that went up from the group. He stumbled over the threshold, the heavy front door clicking shut behind him with a finality that made his pulse spike. He was surrounded. The air smelled of sweat, poppers, and lust. The music seemed to double in volume, the bass thumping in his chest like a second heart.

He tried to regain his composure, straightening his spine and putting on his best 'command presence' face. He scanned the room, looking for the ringleader, someone who looked sober enough to reason with. "I am a police officer," he projected, trying to make his voice cut through the remix of a Britney song blasting from the speakers. "I need you to turn the music down or I will be writing citations."

A man sitting on the arm of the sofa, wearing nothing but a sash that read BACHELOR, cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted, "Take it off! Take it all off!"

The room erupted in whistles and catcalls.

Gavin felt the blood rush to his ears, a hot, prickly sensation that had nothing to do with anger. He stood frozen for a moment, the absurdity of the situation paralyzing him. They didn't care about his badge. To them, the badge was just a prop. The uniform was a costume.

"He’s playing hard to get," someone whispered right into Gavin’s ear.

He spun around to find a shorter man with thick-rimmed glasses standing inches away. The man reached out, his fingers brushing against the heavy nylon of Gavin’s duty belt, tracing the outline of the buckle. "I love a man in authority," the man purred, his eyes dropping to Gavin’s crotch and then slowly dragging back up to meet his gaze. "Are you going to frisk us, Officer? Or are we going to frisk you?"

Gavin flinched, stepping back, but his heel collided with someone else’s leg. Hands were everywhere. It wasn't violent; it was invasive, curious, and incredibly tactile. A hand slid down his back, squeezing the firm muscle of his ass through the polyester pants. Another hand grazed his thigh, dangerously high.

"Get the fuck off me," Gavin barked, though his voice lacked its usual bite. He reached down to push the hand away from his leg, but as he grabbed the wrist, the owner of the hand—a guy with a sleeve of tattoos—just laughed and interlaced their fingers, bringing Gavin’s hand to his lips to kiss the knuckles.

"Feisty," the tattooed guy winked. "I like that."

"Look at these arms," the cowboy in the sequin hat was back, running both hands up and down Gavin’s biceps, squeezing the muscle appreciatively. "You work out, Officer? Or is this just from holding your...nightstick?"

The group roared with laughter.

Gavin’s face burned. He was used to dealing with crackheads, domestic abusers, and speeding teenagers. He wasn't used to being treated like a piece of meat, especially not by a room full of men who were looking at him like he was the last slice of pizza at a frat party.

"I'm leaving," Gavin stated firmly, turning toward the door. "If the music isn't down in five minutes, I’m calling for backup."

"Oh, don't go yet," the Bachelor pleaded, stumbling off the arm of the couch. He was drunk, his eyes glassy, but he moved with a determined grace. He reached out and pinched Gavin’s nipple through the uniform shirt, twisting it just hard enough to send a sharp jolt of sensation straight to Gavin’s groin.

Gavin gasped, his knees buckling slightly. He swatted the hand away, his breath hitching. He cleared his throat. "Assaulting an officer is a felony," he stammered, the threat sounding hollow even to his own ears.

"Ooh, felony," the guy with the glasses cooed, stepping closer so his chest pressed against Gavin’s arm. "Are you going to punish us? Are you going to whip out your nightstick and teach us a lesson?"

Gavin felt a breath on his neck, hot and moist. "I bet he’s packing some huge heat under all that polyester," a voice murmured from behind him.

Gavin’s heart hammered against his ribs. He was trapped in a circle of grinding hips and hungry eyes. The music pulsed, a dirty, grinding rhythm that seemed to dictate the movement of the crowd around him. They were rubbing against him now, a writhing mass of male bodies pressing in on all sides. He could feel the hard outline of a stranger’s cock pressing against his hip, the heat of another man’s chest against his back.

"Seriously," Gavin tried to shout, but his voice cracked. He felt a bead of sweat roll down his temple. "I am not a stripper."

"Sure you aren't, honey," the Latino guy teased, reaching out to flick the gold nameplate on Gavin’s chest. "And I’m straight. Just dance for us."

A hand slid up his inner thigh, fingers dangerously close to his zipper.

Gavin instinctively grabbed the wrist, his grip tight, but when he looked down, he didn't pull the hand away immediately. The touch was electric, sending a confusing rush of heat through his belly. The man looked up at him, licking his lips, his eyes daring Gavin to make a real move.

"Turn around," the Bachelor commanded, slapping Gavin’s ass hard enough to make a loud crack that was barely audible over the bass. "Let us see the goods."

Gavin stumbled, his composure shattering like glass. He wasn't in control here. The dynamic had shifted so fast it made his head spin. He was the law, but in this room, stripped of context, he was just a fantasy. A tall, muscular fantasy in a uniform that was suddenly feeling very tight and very hot.

"Okay, that's it," Gavin muttered, trying to sound authoritative but sounding breathless instead. He pushed through the ring of men, ignoring the hands that trailed across his chest and grabbed at his belt loops as he passed. He had to get out. He had to get to the door. But as he elbowed past a guy wearing a leather vest, the man grabbed his tie, yanking him back slightly.

"Don't forget to come back," the man whispered, tugging the tie loose so it hung crookedly around Gavin’s neck. "The party’s just getting started."

Gavin finally broke free from the centre of the room, lunging for the door handle. He could feel their eyes on his back, burning into him, hear the wolf whistles and the crude comments about his ass as he fumbled with the latch. He threw the door open and stumbled out into the cool night air, his chest heaving, his uniform dishevelled, and his cock throbbing traitorously against the zipper of his pants.
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Gavin stumbled onto the porch, the humid night air doing little to cool the flush burning across his cheeks. His uniform felt tight, constricting, the badge heavy on his chest as if it suddenly weighed a ton. He leaned against the railing, taking a ragged breath, trying to force his heart rate back down to something resembling professional levels. The bass from inside still thumped against the siding, a rhythmic reminder of the chaos he’d just fled.

He looked up, blinking against the porch light, and froze. Standing at the bottom of the steps was another figure in blue. A patrolman. The sight of the badge, the utility belt, the sturdy boots sent a jolt of relief through Gavin’s system. It was over. The madness had an end.

"Good!" Gavin shouted, his voice cracking slightly before he pitched it lower, authoritative. "I've got backup!"

He didn't wait for a response. He grabbed the new officer by the arm, his grip tight and desperate, and hauled him up the stairs toward the front door. "Come on, we need to get in there before they scatter. It's a fucking madhouse."

The other officer didn't resist, allowing himself to be pulled along with a fluid, easy grace that Gavin was too frantic to notice. Gavin threw the door open, the strobing light and wall of sound hitting them like a physical blow. He marched the backup into the centre of the room, ready to shout orders for dispersal, to read the riot act, to do anything to regain control of the narrative.

The room went silent for a split second, the music dipping, before a collective roar erupted from the crowd of shirtless
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