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GOOD COP, BAD COP


Michael Blake


It would have all been so different if Evan hadn’t decided to work late that night. It wasn’t as though the pile of paperwork on his desk was particularly urgent: he just wanted to get it all out of the way before he left for the weekend. And with the rest of the guys in the department enjoying a Friday night pint or two in the pub over the road, the office was quiet enough that he could get on with things undisturbed. He’d promised Phil, his boss, that he’d join them all for a drink once he’d finished, but as he stepped out of the lift and crossed the lobby, heading for the street outside, he knew the only place he wanted to be was in his own home.


The thought of a hot shower appealed, as did a glass of the twelve-year-old malt sitting in his drinks cabinet. But what he wanted to do most of all when he got in was sit down and watch the new DVD he’d treated himself to. The package had arrived in the post that morning; Evan wondered what the postman who’d pushed it through his letterbox would have said if he knew he’d just delivered a copy of Studs in Uniform Volume 3. All Evan’s favorite kinks were contained on that disk: big, well-hung guys dressed as policemen, soldiers and security guards dominating other men, forcing them to strip and submit, spanking and fucking them, usually before coming in their faces or over their well-used arseholes. The scenarios appealed to Evan’s innately submissive nature, and he was looking forward to watching the DVD with his cock in his hand, wanking as he dreamed that one day it might be him who was so willingly used and abused by some strong, uniformed hunk.


So wrapped up was he in thoughts of being pushed down onto his knees to suck the freakishly large cock of some dominant cop that he didn’t hear the voice behind him at first.


“I said” – the words came louder, clearer, accompanied by the feel of something jabbing him in the ribs – “hand over your wallet, dickhead.”


Evan looked over his shoulder, and found himself staring into the pale, rat-featured face of a skinny youth who couldn’t have been much older than eighteen. The hood of the lad’s black sweatshirt was pulled up over his head, but Evan still caught a glimpse of a sharp nose, sallow cheeks and dark eyes that burned with hatred.


Although his usual shortcut from the office to the Tube led him through a maze of dark, run-down streets awaiting the redevelopment that was slowly spreading out across Shoreditch, Evan had never felt any danger. There were always people bustling around, always lights blazing from passing cars. But not tonight. Somehow, he’d managed to turn down an unfamiliar alleyway, where he saw no one but his would-be mugger. He knew that even if he called for help, it was highly unlikely to arrive.


“Come on, stop shitting me about and give me your wallet.”


Again, Evan felt the jabbing at his ribs, the point of something pressing against his skin through the layers of clothing. With a sick jolt, he realized the lad had a knife. He didn’t doubt that unless he did as he was told, his assailant would have no compunction about using it on him.


He was reaching into his pocket, wondering how much cash he stood to lose and how quickly he could cancel all his bank cards once he got home, when the mugger took a sudden step back, then a second, before bolting down the street. Wondering what had caused the lad to take fright, Evan was taken aback to see a uniformed policeman running in the same direction the mugger had taken.


“Everything all right there, sir?”


Evan turned in the direction of the voice. Looking round, he saw a second policeman staring at him with concern.


“I . . . He tried to take my wallet, but . . .”


“Looks like you’ve had a lucky escape, sir.”


His earlier fantasies couldn’t help but come flooding back to him as Evan regarded his unexpected rescuer. The man must have stood a good six foot six, with the breadth of shoulder to balance out his frame, which was bulked out still further by the fluorescent jacket he wore over his dark uniform. Beneath that uniform, Evan was sure, the man was pure muscle, honed to deal with any situation, no matter how dangerous.


“Thanks, Officer. You turned up just in time.”


“You ought to be more careful. If you’re going to walk around here at this time of night, stick to the main roads in future.”


“Yes, sir.” Evan’s tone was deferential. He’d earned a ticking-off; in his fantasies, he’d have earned so much more.
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