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She Totally Abused Her Power As a Police Woman


I was always bullied by her. The older we got, the worse the bullying got. She was Miss Popular in school, and she was a pretty good athlete. The fact that everybody was her friend made my life even worse. Everybody basically knew about how she loved to make me look like a loser. I was always left thinking to myself, “Why me?”

The most famous episode of her dominating me was at a party after we had already graduated. She told me to stand still, and she was going to kick a cup off of my head. Instead, she delivered a roundhouse kick to my face that knocked me out. I was actually messed up for weeks. There was video of this from different angles, and it went viral on social media. Of course she was wearing skin tight yoga pants, and half the world made comments asking who she was, and commenting how great she looked. Even the people who commented that she kicked me on purpose didn’t express sympathy for me. She gained an insane amount of new followers from this.

She was relentless about letting me know that she was better than me in every way. And I knew that she was. 

I couldn’t believe that she had become a police officer now. This woman had basically been bullying me my whole life, all through school. And now she had this kind of power over people. She was the last person who I would have given this type of power to. I kind of forgot about it at first, and I just hoped I wouldn’t run into her.

I wasn’t allowed to smoke inside my house, so I was outside a lot. I think she actually went looking for me, but it wasn’t long after she became an officer that I had an encounter with her.

“Look what we have here!” she said, with sarcastic excitement. “Where are you going dressed like that?” I responded, “I’m not going anywhere. I just came out to smoke.” She said, “Yeah right. Put your hands behind your fucking back.”

“What did I do?” I asked, as she forced me to the ground. She put one foot into my back hard, and proceeded to handcuff me. “I won’t stand for you prostituting yourself. Come on. You’re coming with me.”

“No, please,” I begged. “I wasn’t going to be a prostitute. I swear.” But she just kept on going. “Get in the fucking car.”

When we got to the station, she continued to torment me. She had me take my clothes off for a strip search. I was fingerprinted and photographed. And I was charged with several crimes relating to loitering and prostitution. It was a long day, and I spent the night in jail. When I got home and changed, I saw that I was still wearing her dirty footprint, loud and bold on the back of my shirt. Great.

I wanted a chance to explain myself, that I was innocent, but I never got the chance. I was offered a plea bargain where if I pleaded guilty, I would avoid both a fine and jail time. My court appointed lawyer said that I should definitely take the deal, so I did.

Officer Bitch came right back. This time I tried to run when I saw her. I didn’t get very far, when she caught up to me with her far superior speed. She put me on the ground, face first, and jammed her foot into my back, just like she did last time. 

“Stop resisting or I will taze you!” She demanded. “I’m not resisting. I’m not resisting,” I squeaked. And then holy shit. She tazed me. I believe my body went stiff, and I think I was convulsing for a minute or two. She stood over me, in another power pose, with one foot on each side of my convulsing body.

She pretended to find some bag of drugs on me. “Wow, you committed a lot of crimes today!” she exclaimed. She picked me up by my handcuffed arms, and marched me to her car.

“Jail is really going to suck,” she said with sarcastic sympathy, as she started to drive. I REALLY didn’t want to go to jail. “Please don’t do this... I’ll do anything you say,” I begged.

She pulled over. “Did you say you will do ANYTHING I say?” She was looking at me with her eyebrows raised, like, “Are you serious?” I said, “I don’t want to go to jail. What can I do to get you to leave me alone?”

“Leave you alone?” she asked. “Actually, I think we need to get to know each other better... Hmmm, yes... I’ll tell you what. I won’t take you to jail, but you need to come do some work around my house.”

I said, “OK, fine. That’s fine.” She said, “Wait. This is so you don’t go to jail. It’s going to be a lot of work, and it’s going to require many days spent at my house... Besides, you’re not doing anything better with your life.” And she was right. I was a loser, with nothing going for me. She had been convincing me of that for years.

We got to her house and went inside. I was surprised to see one of the hottest guys that I knew was there. It turned out that they were dating and living together. The main thought I had was that once again, I was going to get completely and totally humiliated by this woman. Now she was going to humiliate me in front of a total stud.

She put me to work cleaning her bathroom. She said that she was still on patrol, so she had to leave. The bathroom was a mess. And it stunk of their dirty laundry, which was everywhere. I got to work. 

She left her boyfriend in charge of me. He was extremely cool towards me, and it was such a breath of fresh air! And it didn’t hurt that he was absolutely gorgeous. He spoke to me like I was his equal, even though there was no way in hell that a man like him would ever go for me. I thought to myself that this might not be so bad after all. 

I had a rough day, and I’m sure I looked even worse than I usually do. But we were like, becoming friends while I cleaned the bathroom. I pretty much fell in love with him. 

She came home, and checked my work. “Is my laundry done?” she asked. “Yes, all folded and put away,” said her boyfriend. “Good. Everything is done to my satisfaction here,” she said. “Here. You’re going to wear this,” she said. And she put an ankle monitor on me! It was kind of heavy, and like official police quality that was meant to be extremely hard to remove.

Her boyfriend was standing there, like everything was perfectly normal, and he smiled at me a few times during all this. “You’re going to sleep over there in the corner tonight,” she commanded. Oh. I wasn’t sure how this was going to work, but it was starting to make sense. It looked like this was my “jail alternative.” It wasn’t so bad, I guessed.

“I see you are wearing my footprint with pride again,” she said. I checked my back, and her damn footprint had been there all day again. Her boyfriend saw that on me all day. How embarrassing. 

“You know that last time you got arrested, the other officers nicknamed you Footprint Girl, right?” She asked. No, I wasn’t aware of that. But I wasn’t surprised. Welcome to my life. “No, ma’am,” I said, meekly. “Well, the name is sticking, Footprint Girl,” she said. OK. Knowing her, it could have been a lot worse.

They put me to bed for the night. “She is such an alpha female,” I thought to myself. As much as I hated her, I was extremely impressed with how awesome she was at everything. Actually, seeing her living with this perfect man made me very jealous and I had a whole new appreciation of her. I fantasized about him all night.

We all got up the next day, and she was getting ready for work. She gave me a change of clothes. They were too big for me, and the shirt actually came with a footprint already on it this time. It wasn’t her police shoe this time. It was from a pair of women’s sneakers, and you could clearly make out the entire footprint. I couldn’t tell what she used. It wasn’t dirt, and it wasn’t paint. But I was clearly labeled for her boyfriend or anybody else who saw my back.

She put me to work in the basement before she left, apparently getting it ready for me to stay there, but I wasn’t positive about that. I was left to do whatever the boyfriend told me to do. We were hanging out, and actually having such a good time that it didn’t feel like work. I was bent way over picking something up, and he grabbed my ass with both of his hands and squeezed.

“I couldn’t resist,” he said, laughing. Oh my God. I just orgasmed from that. I couldn’t believe he just did that. I continued to do my work, even though I was having trouble concentrating now. 

Soon, he came up behind me again, and gently put his arms around my stomach. And he reached down and kissed me on the lips! I really didn’t care what the consequences might be. I accepted the kiss, and was kissing him back. He reached under my shirt, and started playing with my breasts. I was a lot shorter than him, so he was basically all over me.

Eventually, I had to stop and ask the obvious question. “Oh my God. What if she finds out?” He wasn’t worried about it. “She doesn’t care,” he said. “She doesn’t consider you a threat to her... As long as I am happy, and not spending time with women she doesn’t approve of, it’s fine.”

“She wouldn’t be mad?” I asked, still skeptical. “Nah, she wants to hear that I am being treated like a king, and that you’re doing everything I ask.” OK. I guessed that did make sense. And I had always dreamed of hooking up with a man who was this beautiful, even if it was just a one night stand. This was too good to be true. I got close, and started kissing him again.

He removed my shirt, and then started removing my pants. He sat me down on a small bed. He pulled his pants down and stuck his cock in my face. I couldn’t believe the size of his cock. Then again, I was sure that she only dated the finest men with the finest cocks, so my surprise faded fast. I took a nice sniff of his cock, and I started giving him the best blowjob I could, even though I had never done that before.

I was yearning for him to be inside of me. And I got my wish. He laid me on my back. He started to have sex with me. He went really slowly, probably because he realized he was too big for me. He was doing such an amazing job. I was like in ecstasy.

He did kind of a sloppy job of cumming all over the place, including in my mouth and a little bit in my vagina. But he was like, “Don’t worry. I didn’t want to kill the mood, but I have birth control pills upstairs.” I was still laying there. I was like, having convulsions from how great the sex was.
He went upstairs and left me alone. When I came to my senses, I was trying to understand why he would bother with me at all. Realistically, his girlfriend was better than me in every way. But I wasn’t complaining. No. I just got my virginity taken by the man of my dreams!

I was in love with him, and determined to try to make the most of my situation, and try to be an important part of this family, or whatever you want to call it. I already was thinking that this was the ultimate case of “good cop, bad cop,” even though he wasn’t a cop.

So, I not only accepted my fate, I was totally into it. When she came home, I greeted her with enthusiasm. She, of course, didn’t miss a beat. “Come here,” she told me. She sat down on the couch and put her feet on the table. “Worship my feet when I walk in my house.”

I didn’t even hate her. Actually, I felt like she was the most incredible woman in the world. I was riding such a high from the sex I had earlier. I started kissing the bottom of her shoes. I was completely into it, even though her boyfriend was watching.

“When I come home, I expect you to take my shoes off
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