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Highway Heat
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I was on my usual night patrol. My name is Officer Billy, a seasoned cop with a reputation for being tough but fair. My night had been uneventful so far, with only a few minor traffic stops and nothing out of the ordinary. That was about to change. As I cruised down the highway, my sharp eyes caught a glimpse of a sleek sports car weaving slightly, its driver clearly not paying full attention. I flicked on my siren and pulled the car over to the side of the road, the bright red and blue lights reflecting off the sleek black paint.

The driver, a young man named Jake, stepped out of the vehicle, his tall, lean frame exuding a certain confidence. He had a mischievous smile on his face, as if he knew he'd been caught doing something naughty. My instincts told me this wasn't going to be a routine traffic stop.

"Evening, sir," I said, my deep voice commanding respect. "License and registration, please."

Jake sauntered towards me, his movements graceful, almost feline. His eyes sparkled with a mix of fear and excitement, and I could see a slight bulge forming in his tight jeans. I tried to maintain my professional demeanor, but my body reacted to his presence, my cock beginning to stir.

"Sure thing, Officer," he purred, his voice low and seductive. He handed me his documents, his fingers brushing against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. I cleared my throat, trying to regain my composure.

"Step back against your car, please," I instructed, my voice gruff. "I need to frisk you for weapons."

Jake's eyes widened with surprise, but he obeyed, leaning against the hood of his car, his long legs slightly parted. I approached him, my hands resting on my hips, feeling the weight of my utility belt and the power it symbolized. I slowly ran my hands over his chest, feeling the firm muscles beneath his tight t-shirt. Jake's breath quickened, and I could see his nipples harden under my touch.

"Relax, sir," I said, my voice low and husky. "I just need to make sure you're not carrying anything illegal."

My hands moved down to his waist, and I felt his sharp intake of breath as my fingers brushed against the bulge in his pants. I paused, feeling the heat radiating from his body, my own desire growing. I couldn't resist any longer. With one swift motion, I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans, my hand sliding inside, wrapping around his thick, hard cock.

"Oh fuck!" Jake gasped, his head falling back against the car. His body trembled as I stroked him, his pre-cum leaking onto my fingers. I pumped his shaft, my own cock straining against my uniform pants.

"You like that, don't you, boy?" I whispered, my breath hot against his ear. "You like being touched by a cop?"

Jake nodded, his eyes closed, lost in the pleasure I was giving him. I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against his ear, my free hand gripping his firm ass.

"I'm going to fuck you right here," I growled, my voice rough with desire. "Against your car, with the whole world watching."

Jake's eyes snapped open, a mix of fear and excitement flashing across his face. The thought of being taken by a cop in such a public place was a powerful aphrodisiac. He looked around, his eyes wild, taking in the passing cars, their headlights illuminating the scene like a spotlight on a stage.

"Please, Officer," he begged, his voice thick with lust. "I'll do whatever you want."

I smiled, knowing I had him right where I wanted him. I released his cock, causing him to whimper in protest. I quickly stripped off my utility belt, my gun, and handcuffs clinking against the metal as I placed them on the hood of his car. Then, with one swift motion, I spun him around, pressing his chest against the cool metal.

"Hands on the car," I ordered, my voice filled with authority.

Jake complied, his breathing rapid and shallow. I reached for the handcuffs, snapping one around his right wrist, securing it to the car's door handle. I stepped back, taking in the sight of this beautiful, willing man, completely at my mercy.

"Please, Officer Billy," he pleaded, his voice breaking. "I'll be good, I promise. Just... just fuck me."

I couldn't resist his plea, and my own need was too great to deny. I undid my own belt, letting my pants fall to my ankles, revealing my thick, aching cock. I positioned myself behind him, my hands gripping his narrow hips.

"You're going to take every inch of me, boy," I growled, my voice hoarse with desire.

With one powerful thrust, I entered him, his tight hole clenching around my shaft. Jake cried out, his body tensing as I filled him, stretching him in ways he'd never been before. I held still, letting him adjust to my size, my cock throbbing inside him.

"You feel so fucking good," I whispered, my lips close to his ear. "So tight and warm."

I began to move, my hips thrusting forward, my cock sliding in and out of his slick channel. Jake moaned with each stroke, his head thrown back, his body surrendering to my rhythm. I reached around, my hand finding his neglected cock, stroking it in time with my thrusts.

"Oh god, yes!" he cried, his voice echoing off the nearby trees. "Fuck me harder, Officer! Make me yours!"

His words spurred me on, and I pounded into him with abandon, my balls slapping against his thighs. I could feel my own orgasm building, my cock throbbing with each thrust. I wanted to make this moment last, but my body had other ideas.

"I'm gonna cum, Jake," I growled, my voice strained. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside me," he panted, his voice desperate. "Fill me up, Officer. Mark me as yours."

His words sent me over the edge, and with a final, powerful thrust, I came, my hot seed shooting deep into his hole. I roared with pleasure, my body shaking as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me. Jake cried out as well, his cock erupting in my hand, his cum painting the side of his car.

As our orgasms subsided, I withdrew from him, my softening cock sliding out with a wet sound. I stepped back, my heart racing, my breath ragged. Jake turned to face me, his eyes heavy-lidded, a satisfied smile on his lips.

"Thank you, Officer Billy," he said, his voice soft and sultry. "That was... incredible."

I grinned, feeling a sense of satisfaction and power. "You're welcome, Jake. But remember, this stays between us. Consider it a warning, and a lesson learned."

He nodded, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, I'll remember, Officer. And I'll be sure to drive extra carefully from now on."

I watched as he pulled up his pants, straightened his clothes, and smoothed his hair. He gave me one last seductive smile before getting into his car and driving off into the night, leaving me standing there, my heart still racing, my body sated but craving more.

Little did I know, this encounter would be the first of many, as Jake and I embarked on a secret, passionate affair, fueled by our mutual desire and the thrill of exhibitionism. But that, my friend, is a story for another night...
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On Duty, Off Limits
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It was a typical day on the job, or so I thought. I, Andrew, a seasoned police sergeant, was patrolling the streets of downtown with my rookie partner, Ethan. The sun was high in the sky, casting a warm glow over the bustling city. Little did I know, this ordinary shift was about to take an unexpected turn.

Ethan and I had been partners for a few months. He was fresh out of the academy, eager and full of enthusiasm. His muscular build and charming smile had caught my attention from the start, but I kept our relationship strictly professional. I was the no-nonsense type, focused on the job and nothing else.

As we drove through the city, responding to routine calls, I noticed Ethan's demeanor change. He seemed more restless than usual, his eyes darting around as if searching for something. I brushed it off as rookie nerves, unaware of the secret he was hiding.

We pulled over to investigate a minor traffic accident, a fender bender near a busy shopping district. As I stepped out of the patrol car, I spotted Ethan's gaze fixed on a particular spot across the street. His eyes were locked on a young man leaning against a building, his tall, athletic frame and casual posture drawing attention.

"Ethan, focus," I said, snapping him out of his trance. "We have a job to do."

He nodded, his cheeks flushing slightly. "Sorry, Sergeant. Just taking in the scenery."

I raised an eyebrow, suspecting there was more to it, but decided to let it go for now. We approached the scene of the accident, interviewing witnesses and taking statements. As I spoke to a bystander, I noticed Ethan's attention drifting again, his eyes locked on the same young man. This time, I couldn't ignore the intensity of his gaze.

"Ethan, what's going on?" I asked, my voice low and stern.

He started, his eyes widening. "Nothing, Sergeant. Just... keeping an eye on things."

I studied him for a moment, sensing there was more to his story. "Who is that guy?"

Ethan's face turned a shade of crimson. "His name is Jason, Sergeant. He's... just someone I know."

Intrigued, I glanced across the street. Jason, with his dark hair and piercing gaze, stood out among the crowd. He seemed to sense our attention, and a mischievous smile played on his lips. My curiosity piqued, I decided to investigate further.

"Stay here and finish up," I instructed Ethan. "I'll be right back."

I strode across the street, my eyes never leaving Jason. He leaned casually against the wall, his muscular body relaxed. As I approached, I noticed the way his eyes raked over me, a mix of challenge and desire.

"Sergeant, I presume?" Jason's voice was deep and smooth, with a hint of amusement.

"You know who I am?" I asked, taken aback.

He smirked. "Ethan talks about you all the time. He's got a real crush on his tough, no-nonsense partner."

My heart skipped a beat at
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