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I should have known that this stakeout would be different from the moment I stepped into the unmarked police car. It was just me and Officer Ryan, a guy I'd only exchanged a few words within the locker room. We were tasked with keeping an eye on a quiet suburban house, a suspected drug dealer's residence, for the entire night. The shift ahead promised to be long and tedious.

The sun was setting as we settled into our temporary home for the night, a nondescript sedan parked across the street from the target house. Ryan, a tall, broad-shouldered man with a square jaw and deep-set eyes, took the driver's seat, while I occupied the passenger side. As we waited for darkness to fall, the silence between us was thick, almost palpable. I could sense a certain tension in the air, something beyond the usual discomfort of two strangers sharing a small space.

Breaking the ice, Ryan turned to me, his eyes glinting with a mixture of curiosity and something else I couldn't quite place. "So, Mike, you married?" he asked, his voice low and gravelly.

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. "Yeah, got a wife and two kids at home. You?"

"Divorced," he replied, a hint of sadness creeping into his voice. "Couldn't make it work. And you? How's married life treating you?"

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. But something about the intimacy of the situation, the quiet night, and the shared boredom made me want to open up. "It's... complicated," I admitted. "My wife, she's great with the kids, but lately... things in the bedroom have been a bit... stale."

Ryan's eyes widened slightly, and he leaned back in his seat, his gaze never leaving my face. "Stale, huh? That's rough. I know the feeling. It's been a while since I've had any action myself."

His words sent a jolt through my body, and I felt my cheeks flush. I wanted to look away, but I was transfixed by the intensity in his eyes. The air in the car seemed to grow thicker, charged with an energy I hadn't felt in years.

As the night deepened, we continued to talk, our voices low and hushed as if we were sharing secrets. We spoke about our lives, our disappointments, and our unfulfilled desires. Ryan told me about his failed marriage, how his ex-wife had lost interest in him, and how he'd been craving physical intimacy for months. I shared my own frustrations, the longing for passion and excitement that seemed to have faded from my marriage.

With each confession, the distance between us seemed to shrink. Our bodies leaned closer, our shoulders almost touching. I could smell his cologne, a hint of spice and musk, and it stirred something primal within me. I found myself stealing glances at his strong hands, imagining what it would feel like to have them on my body.

"It's getting late," Ryan murmured, his voice a low rumble. "Should we switch on the radio, keep ourselves awake?"

I nodded, my heart pounding. The radio crackled to life, filling the car with static before settling on a late-night talk show. The host's voice, low and sultry, seemed to echo our own desires as she discussed the importance of sexual fulfillment in relationships.

"You know, Mike," Ryan said, his voice barely audible over the radio, "sometimes you gotta take matters into your own hands. Can't always rely on someone else to satisfy you."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "Yeah, I guess so. But it's not the same, is it?"

Ryan's hand moved slowly, almost imperceptibly, until it rested on my thigh. My breath caught in my throat as his fingers gently squeezed. "No, it's not," he agreed, his voice a husky whisper. "But it can still feel damn good."

I turned to face him, our faces mere inches apart. The air was heavy with anticipation, and I could see the desire burning in his eyes, mirroring my own. Without a word, I leaned in, closing the distance between us. Our lips met in a slow, tentative kiss, full of unspoken questions and promises.

Ryan's hand tightened on my thigh, and I moaned softly into his mouth, my body responding to his touch. His tongue brushed against mine, and I tasted the saltiness of his skin, mixed with the faint flavor of coffee he'd drunk earlier. I felt his other hand on my neck, fingers gently stroking, sending shivers down my spine.

Breaking the kiss, Ryan trailed his lips along my jawline, his breath hot against my skin. "We shouldn't be doing this," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "But God, it feels so right."

I nodded, my hands now exploring his broad chest through his uniform shirt. "I know... but I can't stop. I need this, Ryan."

His lips found mine again, this time with more urgency. Our tongues danced, and I could feel his erection pressing against my thigh, hard and insistent. My hands moved to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as desire clouded my senses.

"Wait," Ryan panted, pulling back slightly. "Not like this. Not in a rush. Let's take our time, make it good."

I nodded, my breath ragged. He was right. This wasn't just about physical release; it was about exploring a connection, a mutual need that had been building all night.

Ryan's hands moved to my shoulders, gently pushing me back against the car seat. He unbuttoned my shirt, his fingers brushing against my skin, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, inviting him to explore further. His lips trailed kisses down my neck, his breath hot and moist, making me shiver.

As his lips reached the hollow of my throat, I felt his hand on my belt, mirroring my earlier actions. With deft movements, he undid my pants, his fingers brushing against my hardening cock through my boxers. I gasped, my hips involuntarily thrusting forward, seeking more of his touch.

"Easy, Mike," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin. "We've got all night. Let's savor this."

I nodded, my eyes closed, surrendering to his touch. Ryan's fingers gently pulled my boxers down, exposing my erect cock, which twitched in anticipation. His warm breath caressed the sensitive skin of my shaft, and I groaned, my hands gripping the seat beneath me.

With excruciating slowness, Ryan took me into his mouth, his lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. He started with gentle sucks, teasing the head of my cock, before taking me deeper, his throat constricting around me. I moaned, my hands now buried in his hair, guiding his movements.

"Fuck, Ryan," I gasped, my hips thrusting upwards, meeting his rhythmic bobs. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

He pulled off my cock with a wet pop, his eyes gleaming with desire. "I want to taste you, Mike. Want to feel you come in my mouth."

His words sent a surge of pleasure through me, and I urged him back down, my hands on his shoulders. He obliged, taking me deep again, his throat working my length. I could feel my orgasm building, a pressure coiling in my balls, ready to explode.

"I'm close," I warned, my voice hoarse. "So damn close, Ryan."

He responded by increasing the pace, his mouth working feverishly, his hand pumping my shaft in time with his sucks. I could feel his own erection pressing against my thigh, a reminder that he, too, was caught in the throes of desire.

With a final, intense suck, I came, my hips bucking off the seat as I filled Ryan's mouth with my release. He swallowed, his throat working, not wasting a drop. I slumped back, my body trembling, my breath coming in short gasps.

Ryan smiled, his lips glistening with my cum. "That was incredible, Mike. But we're not done yet."

I looked at him, my eyes heavy with desire and exhaustion. "What do you mean?"

With a mischievous grin, he unbuckled his own belt, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want you to feel me inside you, Mike. Want to know what it's like to fuck you in this car, while we're on duty."

His words shocked and excited me in equal measure. I'd never been with a man before, but the thought of taking Ryan, of possessing him in this intimate way, sent a thrill through my body.

"You sure?" I asked, my voice hoarse.

He nodded, his eyes burning with desire. "Never been surer. But first, I want to taste you again. Want to rim you, get you ready for my big dick."

I nodded, my heart racing. This was new territory for me, but I trusted Ryan, and the pleasure he'd already given me was proof of his expertise.

He moved to kneel on the floor of the car, positioning himself between my legs. With gentle hands, he parted my thighs, exposing my spent cock and sensitive hole. I felt vulnerable yet incredibly aroused as his warm breath caressed my skin.

Ryan's tongue darted out, tracing the sensitive skin around my hole, making me shiver. He licked and teased, his tongue probing gently, driving me wild with desire. I moaned, my hands gripping the seat, as he rimmed me, his tongue delving deeper, massaging my prostate through the thin membrane.

"Oh, fuck, Ryan," I gasped, my body arching off the seat. "Your tongue... it's incredible."

He chuckled, the vibrations sending shivers through me. "You like that, Mike? Want more?"

"Yes," I begged, my voice raw. "Please, don't stop."

He obliged, his tongue working my hole with increasing fervor. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body trembling, my cock hardening again under his expert attention. I could feel his fingers gently probing, preparing me for what was to come.

"I want you, Ryan," I panted, my hips thrusting upwards, seeking more of his touch. "Need to feel you around me."

He pulled away, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You're ready for me, Mike. Ready for my cock."

With that, he positioned himself above me, his hard length poised at my entrance. I felt the head of his cock pressing against my hole, and I braced myself for the invasion.

Ryan pushed forward, slowly, inch by inch, his eyes never leaving mine. I gasped as he stretched me, filling me in a way I'd never experienced before. He paused, allowing me to adjust to his size, before pulling out slightly and thrusting back in, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm.

"Fuck, yes," I groaned, my hands gripping his shoulders. "Your cock feels so damn good, Ryan."

He smiled, his teeth gritted with concentration. "You like that, Mike? Like having my dick inside you?"

"Yes," I hissed, my body arching to meet his thrusts. "Love it. Love feeling you fuck me."

Ryan's pace quickened, his breath coming in short gasps. He drove into me with increasing force, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. I could feel my own cock, hard and leaking against my stomach, as I was driven wild by the sensation of being filled by this man.
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