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MR FLUFF

France was the best black guy in the world, a real kick arse
one with a nine inch cock and the will and intent to use it. There
was just one small problem; France was gay and preferred men! Many
women jested and joked when they heard rumours of his big tool, “Oh
just fuck me one time France, only once!” but he wasn’t to be
swayed, oh no!

Being a bit of a gangster France
carried a piece, a chrome Snub Nose .38 revolver. He smuggled drugs
in his own little alternative enterprise, with a regular clientele
of loyal customers. Not once had France been forced into using
violence or his pistol. The one in his trousers was different, he
used that as and when he could. Soon however, events would turn out
differently and France would be in big trouble, it would take all
his nine inches of black well-oiled gristle to get him out of it.
Would he manage? It was a night like no other.

Driving down the A627 road, France
floored his gun metal coloured Audi A4 gangster car to the max,
reefing the steering wheel to swerve around a slow lorry. “You
fucking cunt, get out of my way. I’ve got the Old Bill to evade!”
he shouted, passing the slow vehicle at a hundred and twenty miles
per hour. Still France accelerated, to freedom or so he
thought.

Mounted high up on a metal
post above the road, a CCTV unit picked up the speeding car going
well over twice the speed limit. Many miles away in a comfy heated
building, the camera operator zoomed in and monitored the
car. Another drug runner judging by the
car. Time to stop him and put out the call.

“This is Camera Unit 12. I’ve picked up
a dark coloured German estate car doing double the speed limit
heading north. Looks like another runner. Send the nearest Police
unit to intercept him. I’ll update you, Camera Unit 12, out,”
radioed the controller. The ball was set in motion. Would France
escape?

“This is Traffic Cop 13 to Camera Unit
12. Come in, do you read me? I’m on it Camera Unit 12. I’m five
miles southbound from the runner. I’ll go to the next roundabout
and turn and pursue, over,” replied the nearest traffic cop to the
urgent call to apprehend the suspect. In his nice shiny brand new
Volvo V75, Jonny was a kick arse cop, albeit a new one, with just a
year of service under his belt. He was given the job due to his
intelligence and skill behind the wheel but mainly due to new rules
which made the British Police have to employ three LGBT for every
hundred straight staff.

Jonny sung to himself. His voice was
out of tune but he didn’t care. The pursuit and prospect of action
aroused him in subliminal ways. “My name is Carpet Fluff, I’m
Carpet Fluff and I’m on the way to action. To action, to action, to
action! Let me hear you say it people! Carpet Fluff is on the way
to action, he wants some gay boy pumping action. Carpet Fluff is on
the way, coming to get you criminal boy!”

He too floored his pedal, taking his
souped up police Volvo past a hundred mile per hour. He covered the
two miles to the slip road to the next roundabout in seconds, his
blue lights and sirens cleared slower moving traffic out of the
way. Slowing abruptly, Carpet Fluff veered across both lanes
speared up the road; a quick glance to check his way was clear
without stopping, indicated his skill. With huge acceleration his
cop car sped round the roundabout and down the north facing
motorway style road. He was now on the tail of the distant
fugitive, who was now miles distant.

“Come in Camera Unit 12. How far ahead
of me is the fugitive now, over?”

“Traffic Cop 13, your fugitive is now
six miles ahead of you. His speed is in excess of one thirty.
Advice you use caution in your pursuit due to slow movers. Ahead of
them your route is clear. Drive safe and apprehend the suspect,
over.”

“Roger, I’m on the way. Will soon have
him in custody. Out.” The chase was on.

France heard distant sirens
and saw lights far behind him in his mirror. They were gaining on
him! Fuck! Must be cops. Gotta get
away, can’t let this lot of drugs fall into their hands. No fucking
way! Looking down he saw his speed was
a ton thirty – one hundred and thirty miles per hour. He grimaced
and depressed the pedal to the floor; in front of him his Audi’s
engine roared and hit max power. Slowly he got an extra fifteen
miles per hour, his vehicle’s top speed of 145.
Gotta be careful now. Don’t wanna crash or
blow my engine. Where’s that damn cop? There! He’s no longer
closing; his speed must be the same as mine.

“You won’t stop old France; I’m the
best homeboy on the block and a kick arse gangster boy!” whooped
France, taking one hand off the wheel and raising a fist to the
unseen cop. His middle finger came up, “Fuck you!”

Glancing again to his rear view mirror
at the distant blue lights, France was momentarily distracted from
the dual carriageway ahead of him. It was a fatal mistake! At over
a hundred and forty, he clipped the side of a slow lorry that
snailed along in the left hand lane.

“Oh shit! Mother fucker!” screamed
France in panic, his car spun out of control and somersaulted into
the trees to the left of the road. In a huge roar of tortured metal
the Audi A4 estate car zoomed through the bushes, breaking full
tree boughs like matches. Rolling over three times and shedding
bits of bodywork, the car came to rest. Upside down and a total
right off.

In his nice safe warm cop car Carpet
Fluff saw dust and debris ahead. He eased off his accelerator and
keyed his radio, “Traffic Cop 13 to Camera Unit 12. I think our
fugitive has collided with traffic and come off the road. Can you
see on your cameras? Send back up and an ambulance,
over.”

“Camera Unit 12 to Traffic Cop 13. Yes,
he’s come off the road. He collided with a lorry and spun off into
the trees. Be advised, am sending other units and medics now,
over.”

“Roger that, over and out.”
Carpet Fluff drew up to the accident scene and stopped on the hard
shoulder behind the stationery lorry. Through his windscreen, he
surveyed the scene and sung to himself in his head.
I’m a cop baby, my name is Carpet Fluff. I’m a
gay traffic cop who loves his job and loves giving nice sexy men
good head!

The crash scene was a simple one but
showed a violent impact and potential death. Bits of car and lorry
were scattered over the tarmac roadway. Already out of his cab, the
shaken wagon driver shook his head in disbelief at the crash. He
was unhurt but his lorry was damaged. As for the expensive German
car...

France felt his head to see
if it was still attached to his body and tried to focus his brown
eyes. Where the fuck am I? What
the? Struggling out of his seatbelt he
fell downwards; his car or what was left of it was resting upside
down on the roof. Broken glass littered the inside of the ruined
vehicle, cutting France’s hands. He realized how bad his situation
was and how lucky he was to be alive, his vision cleared and he
crawled out of the broken windscreen with only a bump on the
head.

Struggling to stand up he looked down
to his wrecked car, two wheels were missing, the front end was
pushed out of shape where he’d hit the lorry and every panel on his
beloved car was dinted or crushed. It was fucked!

“Good job the Germans build
good cars. Fuck the Japanese shit,” he muttered to himself.
Reaching into his crumpled suit jacket France withdrew his shiny
chrome gun and grinned. Ready for every
situation! Bring it on.

Street lights shone dimly from the road
giving a bit of illumination in the darkness. Stumbling through
trees France went to ground and prepared for a shoot-out; his drugs
in his car were the last thing on his mind.

Carpet Fluff checked by radio that back
up was on the way; it was. Faint sirens sounded several miles away.
Looking into the trees from the road, the cop saw broken trees that
the car had ploughed through. Taking his torch out he prepared to
enter the crash scene proper.

Looking over his shoulder he saw
rapidly approaching lights – the meat wagon and back up was here.
They joined him after a minute of impatient waiting; he quickly
briefed the officers and medics. He outlined the chase and crash up
till the present moment, ordering the road closed and the lorry
driver to be checked out by the medics and then questioned. Turning
his torch on, Carpet Fluff headed carefully into the undergrowth,
ready for anything. In his pants, his big cock twitched; it was
party time!

I know you’re in here Mr
Drug Runner. Where are you hiding? he
wondered, shining his powerful light from tree to tree till the
beam caught a bit of shiny metal and snapped branches. In front of
him was the smashed car.

“Come out with your hands up. You’re
surrounded and the Police are here. If you’re alive and okay or
injured shout out loud which one. Throw out any weapons you have.
Come out with your hands up!”

Shit, there’s a fuckin’
cop here! I’m gonna do him with my big gun,
thought France while he peered around a medium
size tree. He scratched his dick with his free hand; his .38 was in
his other, safety off and cocked for action.

“Hey cop, fuck you! If you
want me then come and get me. This homeboy aint coming out for you
white trash, no way!” shouted France, adrenalin coursing through
his body. A firm look covered his dark features.
This is it!

Holding his gun he was ready, looking
around he tried to spot the policeman. At first he saw nothing and
then spotted a beam of light and moving bushes. The gangster held
fire, keeping his position secret. Becoming aroused the gangster
tickled his penis through his Armani trousers, he was in the mood
for some good gay sex. What a time, when he was in a standoff with
the cops!

“I say again, come on out or we’re
coming in to get you. This is your last warning, come on out!” came
back from the cop.

“Fuck you!” from the black drug
smuggler.

Carpet Fluff clicked his
torch off and slowly moved around the smashed car. He saw this
dimly in the dark, it was totalled. His plan was to circle the
gangster and outflank him from behind and get a neat quick arrest,
he smiled and scratched his balls. No
time like the present for a good arrest and another criminal off
the streets. I’d love to fuck him up his arse, I wonder if he’s a
queer? Or bi? Coz I am!

Time was on the cop’s side.
He had all the time in the world, while the criminal was like a
cornered animal, hunted and alone with very few options but maybe
one dangerous advantage. He could be armed and prepared to
kill. Got to outflank him and out think
him. No more talking, it’s time to act!

“Hey cop where are you? You fuckin’
twat! Come near me and I’ll plug you,” shouted the excited black
man. France stood up and ran over to another tree ten feet away,
his first position now known by the lawman.

Why doesn’t the cop call
back and try to intimidate me while he tries to get me? Is he using
the silent treatment? Confusion slowly
came upon France. He could be up against an experienced cop, not a
rookie. Squinting through the bad light he struggled to find the
cop; it was no use. The bastard had vanished!

There he is! I can see
the smuggler. He looks a handy man, definitely black with a gun in
his hand. I was right, he’s armed and dangerous. You’re for it now,
cunt! Carpet Fluff planned, acting
immediately. He leapt upon the unsuspecting crouching figure, from
behind.

“Stay still motherfucker. You’re
nicked!” whispered the cop, putting a bear hug on the criminal. Not
a shot had been fired!

“Suck my cock, cop!” France struggled
to say, his voice faint due to fingers closing around his throat.
He was unable to move.

“You want that do you? You criminal
cunt, I hate drug smugglers and now you’re in my custody. How about
you suck my dick? You cunt!” replied the cop, snatching the gun off
the black man and throwing it into the trees.

“Keep still while I cuff you to a tree.
Move and you’re a dead drug smuggler,” threatened Carpet Fluff. He
meant it!

“Okay, okay you win. I’m not moving.
You win. Ouch, the cuffs hurt!”

“Shut the fuck up! I’m going to get my
cock out. Do you want to suck it? I could make you but that won’t
be fair would it?” Carpet Fluff said, aroused, his hands moving to
his flies, unzipping them and getting his thin long white cock out.
“You want this then in your mouth?”

“Yes, you bastard
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