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Lina's First Time with the Back Door Cop

I knew going downtown with my roommate and her boyfriend would be a mistake. I had a midterm to study for. And Tiana’s boyfriend, Mark, was...

Well, he was a little crazy.

The night started off innocent enough. We went to Mark’s apartment to have a few drinks. Since Tiana and I were both eighteen, we couldn’t get into any bars, but Mark was friends with the bouncer at Club Six and promised to get us in.

He did end up making good on his promise and even got the bartender to serve us without checking our I.D.’s. I got suitably drunk and had a great time tearing up the dance floor with Tiana, pretending that Mark wasn’t there.

At some point, though, I got too drunk to notice that the tall, athletic blonde I was dancing with wasn’t Tiana, and that she and Mark had disappeared into the depths of the crowded club, leaving me behind.

So that’s how I ended up stumbling around downtown, a drunk, underage, naïve college freshman with no sense of direction and no idea where her friends were. And since my I.D. said I was only eighteen, I couldn’t get into any other bars, which was a shame...

Because I had to pee really, really bad.

After walking up and down First Avenue without being able to find a public restroom that was not inside of a bar, I finally gave up and slipped into the darkest, most secluded alleyway I could find. My bladder was so full, it was painful.

Sweet relief, I thought when I finally squatted down behind a dumpster.

I had to pull up my dress and slid my lace thong underwear down to my ankles. Planting my hand on the wall for support, I relieved myself.

Hurry, hurry, I thought to myself as I rushed to finish. My heart pounded hard as I slowly realized what I was doing was illegal, and getting caught could lead to some serious consequences. I must’ve peed for two minutes straight until I was finally empty. Feeling triumphant, I pulled my panties back up, smoothed down my dress and sashayed my way out of the alley.

“Hold it there, young lady,” a gruff voice said from behind.

I froze, and my throat clenched tight with dread. Uh-oh...

Slowly, I turned around, silently praying that it wouldn’t be what I feared it would be...

But it was. When I turned around to face the person behind me, I saw that my worst fear was realized.

The man who had spoken to me was a cop.

* * *

It was immediately obvious that Officer Blake was a tough cop. He took my I.D., realized that I was drunk, underage, and peeing in public, and ordered me in the back of his squad car right away.

“You realize you just committed a sex act, don’t you?” he said over his shoulder as we drove down the street.

Before I got into the car, Officer Blake had handcuffed my wrists together in front of me. My hands trembled in my lap as the weight of his words slowly sunk in. All I could think about was how much trouble I’d get with the university. Perhaps I’d even get kicked out, and having an expulsion on my transcript could spell disaster.

No other school would want me, I thought to myself. All because I couldn’t hold it in for a few more minutes.

“For a college girl, you could be making better decisions,” Officer Blake said. His words were a lot kinder than the names I was calling myself in my head.

I gulped. “Where are you taking me?” I asked.

“The station,” he said. “First, you’ll be processed. Then, you’re going into the tank until you sober up.”

The tank. I had no idea what it was, but it sounded sinister.

As I watched the street signs scroll past, all I could think was how doomed my future was, all over a tiny, split-second decision to pee behind a dumpster. It didn’t seem worth it. It wasn’t worth it.

We weren’t at the station yet, but we were getting close. I was running out of time. I didn’t know what I was going to do. All I knew was that I had to do something.

I glanced around the car, looking for a tool, an idea, anything. My hands were uselessly cuffed in my lap, and Officer Blake had taken my wallet. All I had were the clothes on my back, the shoes on my feet, and my body—

My young, lithe, virgin body.

A risky idea slowly formed in my mind. All I had was my body, but would Officer Blake take the bait? He was tough, but he was also young, which suggested he was a rookie.

What the hell? I thought. I was in plenty of trouble anyway. All I had to lose was my virginity.

I inched forward in my seat and put my mouth near the grated divider between the front and back of the car. Here goes nothing...

“Excuse me,” I whispered.

“Yeah,” Officer Blake grunted.

“I can’t go to jail. My parents would kill me. Maybe we can work something out,” I said.

My heart racing, I studied Officer Blake closely. He barely even flinched, but I caught a glimpse of his hands tightening on the steering wheel.

“Like what?” he said, his tone a shade softer than before.

“Whatever you want,” I said in my sultriest, most seductive voice.

The vein in the side of Officer Blake’s neck began pulsing. “Better be careful what you say, little girl.”

My heart raced even faster. Officer Blake really seemed to be picking up on what I was suggesting. I licked my lips before continuing, “I mean everything I say.”

A few seconds passed. Officer Blake didn’t say anything. For a brief moment, I thought that perhaps he was brushing me off as a stupid, drunk girl, and I thought that it was over for me.

Then, unexpectedly, Officer Blake made a sudden right turn. I pitched sideways, nearly losing my balance.

“Where are we going?” I asked, surprised.

“Someplace quiet,” Officer Blake immediately replied. “Someplace where nobody can see us.”

Then, he turned his face to the side, looking at me with his right eye. The corner of his mouth rose to form a subtle, dangerous smirk.

* * *

Officer Blake drove us to the warehouse district and parked in a shadowy, secluded lot. Except for the flickering streetlamp standing several yards away, it was completely dark.

I could barely see the edge of Officer Blake’s stubbled jaw, but I could hear his slow, heavy breathing just fine.

He swiftly unbuckled his seatbelt, got out, and opened the rear passenger door. Cold air swept in, tracing up my bare legs and making me shiver.

“Are you ready for me?” he said, one hand resting on top of the car door. Both boots were still planted on the pavement outside.

I’d sobered up during the ride, so I took the opportunity to get a closer look at Officer Blake. He was dark-haired, with icy blue eyes peering out from beneath strong, black eyebrows. His shoulders were broad and his biceps were molded, muscular perfection. He wasn’t bad looking. In fact, he was handsome. More than just handsome, even.

He was hot.

This isn’t going to be too bad, I thought. Imagining myself trapped under that body excited me in ways I’d never felt before.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m ready.”

My hands shook, trapped inside metal cuffs. When Officer Blake climbed into the backseat beside me, my knees pressed firmly together. He put his hand on my leg. Everything happened very quickly after that.

I caught a whiff of his scent—cologne mingled with smoke and something else, something deep and musky—a split second before he grabbed me by the hips, pulling me toward him. Then, he jammed his mouth against mine.

There was nothing affectionate or nice about the kiss. It was forceful and rough, and it made my stomach clench. Officer Blake groped the sides of my slim body as he shoved his tongue between my teeth. He put his hands on top of my thighs, slid the tips of his fingertips under the hem of my minidress, and groaned.

My wrists twisted uncomfortably inside of my handcuffs. I pulled away from Officer Blake’s rough, stubbly mouth and caught my breath.

“Aren’t you going to take these off of me?” I asked.

“No,” he immediately replied, and he grabbed my wrists, twisting them painfully to prove his point. I screamed when I felt the cuffs digging into my skin. “Now, you be a good girl for daddy. Lay down and spread your legs.”

Obediently and silently, I did as I was told. I lowered myself across the backseat of the car and opened my knees. Officer Blake positioned himself between them, guiding himself through the darkness by feeling up the insides of my legs.

When his rough fingertips traced over the sensitive flesh on the insides of my thighs, my body jerked.

Officer Blake paused. “Are...are you okay, Lina?”

My heart skipped a beat. It was the first time he’d said my name. An awkward silence fell over us. I stared up at his dark silhouette, listening to his calm, even breaths.

I bit my lip, wondering if I should reveal my secret. My future was hanging in the balance. I didn’t want to give him any reason to stop.

“I’m a virgin,” I finally admitted.

My entire face burned with embarrassment, and I took a moment to thank heaven for the darkness.

“You’ve never had sex before,” Officer Blake said. It wasn’t a question.

With a sigh, he took his hands off of me and backed away, sitting on the edge of the seat.

I wasn’t sure what to say as I watched him hang his head. Then, when he turned away, preparing to exit the backseat, something urged me to speak up.

“Wait!”

Officer Blake hesitated, one foot already stepping outside the car. He looked over his right shoulder. “What?”

My hands were shaking so hard that they made the handcuffs clink together. “I...I still want to do this
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