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Summary:

Tourist Martin is stopped by Officer Vince Day and instead of a ticket, is taught a painful and pleasurable lesson by the hot officer.

 

This isn’t his last encounter with the hot cop. Soon, Vince’s friend Sean joins in and Martin learns a lot about police team-work. And about how inventive Vince and Sean can be when it comes to mixing pain with pleasure, and making him submit.

 

When his vacation draws to a close, Martin is the centerpiece of a wild party involving Vince, Sean and five of their cop-buddies. It’s a night Martin won’t forget.


Punished by Officer Day

 

With a wide smile, Martin settled deeper into the comfortable seat of the mustang and stepped down on the gas pedal. The car shot forward and he whooped in delight. There was no-one on the road but him.  He felt free for the first time in month. Lately, work had been hell.

This was his life for the next three weeks. No office. No ringing phone. No stupid demands and pressing deadlines. Instead, the sun was warm on his skin and the wind was playing with his brown hair. He had a fast car with the top down and an empty and open highway in front of him. Three weeks of only doing what he wanted to do. Sight-seeing? Maybe. Lots of wild sex with hot guys? Definitely! Welcome vacation! Life just couldn’t be better. Martin whooped again.

He grimaced when he suddenly noticed the motorbike with the flashing lights behind him and realized that it was a cop. Busted. He pulled over, stopped the car and rolled down the window. He’d been warned about speeding in the US but the empty highway had just begged for it. It was so rare to have a free Autobahn back home and to be able to make use of it. What use was the absence of a speed-limit when the traffic made it impossible to drive fast?

Martin frowned and tried to remember what his friends had told him about dealing with US cops. Right. Keep hands visible. Move slowly and let them know what you’re doing. No hasty movements and don’t try to get out of the car unless told to.

He placed his hands on top of the wheel and watched in the side-mirror as the cop got of his bike and slowly sauntered closer.

Fuck! Martin swallowed hard. The cop looked as if he’d just stepped out of a Tom of Finland-comic. Tall, at least 6 feet. Buff with bulging muscles everywhere and too hot for words. The uniform looked as if it was painted on and drew attention to all of his delicious muscles.

Martin wasn’t really a slouch in the looks department himself. Tall, with the lean build of an endurance athlete. A muscular and tight ass that was often praised as his best asset. Brown hair and eyes. Attractive face with a lush mouth.

Just looking at the cop, though, made him feel inadequate, though. Small and almost dainty, which was a new experience for Martin.

Martin almost whimpered when he noticed the highly polished boots. There was something incredibly hot about men wearing boots, especially when combined with tight pants. Fuck. That man was a walking wet-dream. His cock agreed with Martin’s assessment of the situation and was filling rapidly with blood. Martin had the feeling that this guy would fuel many of his future jerk-off fantasies. Pity that he was a cop. He really wouldn’t mind taking a ride of his night stick.

The cop stopped next to Martin and stared down. His eyes were hidden behind his shades but the face was strong and masculine. Square jaw, firm mouth and high cheekbones. His helmet hid most of his hair aside from a few black strands peeking out from the sides and a hint of black sideburns on his otherwise clean-shaven face.. 

He just oozed power and dominance. Martin was glad that he was sitting down, otherwise his knees might have given out. Wouldn’t that have been embarrassing? On the other hand, someone who looked like that should be worshiped. And the best way to do that, would be on his knees.

The cop leaned over and stretched his hand out. Martin stared helplessly at the leather-gloves that encase the man’s big hand. He was so turned to that it became hard to breathe or focus on anything else. He wanted to feel those leather-clad hands on his naked skin. On his ass and cock. With difficulty, Martin swallowed down a whimper.

“License and registration, please.”

Martin dragged in a sharp breath. Even the voice was hot. A deep rumble with a snap of authority that dragged Martin out of his lustful haze. Martin decided that he really was doomed. His cock was rock-hard and he was turned on like crazy. He could only hope that the cop didn’t notice the boner he was sporting.

He pointed to the backpack sitting on the passenger-seat. “They are both in my wallet which is in the backpack.”

At the cop’s nod, he pulled them out, making sure to move slowly, aware that the cop had his hand on his gun the whole time. He handed them over then rested his hands back on the wheel while the cop studied his papers.

“That’s a German driver’s license,” Martin helpfully pointed out.

The cop just nodded briefly and continued studying Martin’s license. His impression was impossible to read, especially since he still had his sunglasses on.

“Are you in the US on business or pleasure?”

“Oh, just pleasure. Lots and lots of pleasure. Three weeks of nothing but Californian sunshine and s…pleasure.” In the last moment Martin managed to change the word from sex to pleasure. Americans could be weirdly prude, so who knew how a cop might react if he was too open about his plans.

He had the feeling that the corner of the cop’s mouth twitch slightly into something that might be a smile, though. Maybe this one had a sense of humor. Were cops allowed to have a sense of humor? Or maybe he just understood the need for some R&R?

“Do you know why I stopped you?” The cop asked, eyes still on Martin’s license.

“I was going too fast?” Martin said, trying to make it sound like a question, though, he knew he’d been going well over 100 mph.

“This isn’t the German Autobahn,” the cop pointed out dryly.

“Yes, which is why I was speeding,” Martin sighed and tried to look pitiful. “Do you have any idea how rare it is to have such a long stretch of highway all to myself? No other cars? No traffic jam? What’s the point of an Autobahn with no speed-limit if you can’t drive fast because of the traffic? This highway just begged for letting go and, you know, drive? That’s what it was made for.” He fondly patted the wheel of the mustang. “Just like this beauty.”

The cop shook his head, clearly unimpressed. But Martin thought he could see another hint of a smile crossing his stern face, but then the cop turned serious again. He handed over Martin’s paper, then stepped back. One of his hands rested lightly near his gun, the other was hooked into his wide belt.

“Please step out of the car, sir,” the cop ordered. He beckoned with two fingers.

Fuck. That didn’t sound good although Martin had no idea what he’d done wrong. Speeding warranted a ticket, nothing more, didn’t it? Martin had the feeling that he should be scared but his cock had different ideas. It found the whole situation an incredible turn-on. He could only hope that the cop hadn’t noticed his erection and was pulling him out because of it. Would getting an erection while talking to a cop fall under indecent exposure? 

He opened the door and slowly stepped out of the car.

“Listen, I have no problem with paying the ticket. In cash even if that’s what you want. Or we can heed to your station and I can pay there?”

He had no idea how cops in the USA handled things. He was beginning to understand why his friends had cautioned him about sticking to the speed-limit and making sure he wasn’t breaking any laws.

The cop just shook his head.

“Move it,” he growled instead.

That growl shot straight to Martin’s cock which jerked in interest, liking the gruffness. His tight jeans did nothing to hide the line of his erection that was pressing eagerly against the zipper. Martin heaved a sigh of relief when the cop didn’t comment on it. Maybe he was used to people reacting this way to him? Considering his looks and the way his whole bearing just screamed dominance and demanded obedience, he had to be used to people drooling all over him.

The cop pointed towards the front of the mustang. “Hands on the hood and spread your legs.”

Martin complied. He tensed when the cop stepped behind him and effectively started to pat him down. He ran his hands over the width of Martin’s shoulders then over his chest. He briefly lingered over Martin’s nipples, rubbing then with his leather-clad fingers. It was intimate and highly arousing. Martin had to fight down a moan, wondering why the cop was doing this.

“I’m Officer Day,” he drawled into Martin’s ear. “But you can address me as sir. Now, do you have any sharp objects in your pockets?”

Martin shook his head and shivered. The cop’s voice was full of command and Martin found it not in him to disobey. His already hard cock was growing even harder and his briefs were soaked with pre-cum. This was already better than most of his fantasies. He only hoped that Officer Day wouldn’t be too offended when he noticed the state Martin was in. The hands continued their exploration of his body and it was getting harder to stay still.

“Yes, sir,” he croaked out.

Martin jumped when Officer Day ran his hands over his flat stomach and suddenly cupped his crotch. He froze, then moaned when the cop’s hand squeezed down hard. It hurt but the pain was perfect. Martin was unable to stop himself from moaning and bucking into the touch.

Officer Day chuckled, his grip easing slightly. “I think, this requires further investigation.”

He traced the line of Martin’s hard cock and lightly pinched the head. 

Martin could only agree, especially when he felt the hard line of the cop’s erection pressing against his ass. He hoped the cop planned to do more than just investigate. He wouldn’t mind investigating Officer Day’s cock as well.

“Whatever you say, Officer,” he somehow managed to gasp out, his voice tapering off into a groan when Officer Day squeezed his dick again.

“You have a smart mouth on you, Martin,” the cop growled.

Martin just shrugged, not really disagreeing. His mouth had gotten him in trouble before but also out of it. 

“Let’s see what else your mouth is good for.”

A strong hand grabbed Martin’s shoulder, pulled him up, and spun him around. Then that hand pushed him down on his knees. The position put Martin right on eye-level with the cop’s crotch. His eyes widened when he saw the size of that bulge. It wasn’t just big, it looked massive. Just how big was his cock? Martin licked his lips with growing eagerness and anticipation and looked up.

Officer Day chuckled. “Slut.”

“Yes, sir!” 

Martin just grinned at him. He saw not much point in hiding the fact that he wanted a taste of Day’s cock. Or that he enjoyed sex.

He watched with rapt attention as Officer Day undid his heavy belt and pulled down his zipper. White briefs became visible and then Office Day pushed his pants and briefs down just far enough that his dick sprang free. Martin’s mouth watered at the sight of the fat and long shaft. It was a thing of absolute beauty. A terrible weapon that would probably destroy him. Martin was more than ready to surrender and serve. He wanted it. He wanted that huge cock in his mouth. And his ass.

Day carded his hand into Martin’s brown curls and used his grip to pull Martin’s head back. A shiver rippled through Martin’s body and his cock jerked wildly, wanting out of its denim prison. His asshole spasmed as well, letting Martin know that it wouldn’t mind getting into the action as well. He wanted to be taken roughly, even brutally. Have his mouth fucked and then his ass. He only hoped that Day wanted more than just a blow job and planned to fuck him as well.

“Open wide, slut,” Day ordered, his voice gruff and deep.

With a heartfelt groan, Martin obeyed and opened his mouth, leaning forward to suck in the big cock. Day’s strong hand in his hair stopped him, though, and he whined.

The cop chuckled, clearly amused by Martin’s eagerness and hunger. He pulled his heavy balls out as well wrapped his gloved hand around his big shaft, stroking himself.

“You want this, slut?”

He offered his cock to Martin.

Martin nodded wildly, eyes fixed on the imposing shaft, mouth watering. “Yes, please. Let me suck you. Sir.”

Day smirked. He rubbed the head of his cock over Martin’s bottom lip. Martin’s tongue sneaked out to catch a taste.

“Stick out your tongue.”

Martin eagerly followed his instructions and stuck out his tongue. He kept his eyes on the cop’s face and waited for further instructions. Martin inhaled sharply, when Day rested the tip of his cock on his tongue. The temptation to lean just a tiny bit forward and wrapped his lips around the fat cock-head was almost overwhelming. 

Officer Day nodded in approval. “Good. Now lick.”

Carefully, Martin licked away the drop of pre-cum forming at the tip of Day’s dick, then continued licking along the fat shaft, laving it generously with his tongue.

“Good boy,” Day murmured.

Martin moaned at the flush of pleasure that ran through him at the praise. One leather-clad hand curled around his chin and held him still. Then that big cock was sliding over his tongue and into his mouth.

Martin groaned and immediately started to suck on the massive rod. He twirled his tongue around the head, tasting more of Day’s salty pre-cum, then took in more and hollowed his cheek, sucking strongly before swallowing.

Day grunted and cursed loudly. His grip in Martin’s hair and tightened almost to the point of pain but Martin ignored it. Instead, he concentrate on the cock in his mouth. He used all the tricks he knew to make it good for the other man. He slurped and sucked hungrily. He grabbed Day’s sculpted ass, feeling the muscles shift every time Day pushed forward. Martin moaned around the cock thrusting into his mouth and filling his throat.

Day used his grip in Martin’s hair and around his chin to hold him still. He started to fuck into Martin’s mouth, going deeper and deeper with every thrust. Martin had to fight against his gag-reflex every time Day pushed into his throat. His balls slapped heavily against Martin’s chin.

Martin reached up to cup Day’s balls, rolling them gently. Deciding to be a bit more daring, Martin brushed a finger along the other man’s perineum then carefully traced the cop’s hole.

A sharp tug on his hair made him look up. It was impossible to grin with the fat cock stuffed into his mouth but Martin tried his best. Day just huffed and shook his head.

“You’re just asking for a punishment, aren’t you, boy?”

Martin shrugged, although the question sent another shudder down his back and made his cock jerk and leak even more pre-cum. He wouldn’t really mind if Officer Day decided to bend him over his knees and spank his ass. Or use his belt. That was one of his favorite fantasies.

Day changed the grip he had on Martin’s hair and cupped his head, using his new hold to guide Martin’s mouth up and down his cock, pushing hard and deep into Martin’s throat. Martin gurgled around the hard shaft choking him and sucked in air whenever Day pulled out far enough. His jaw was beginning to ache from being stretched so widely and his throat was growing sore from the hammering it was taking. It was the most brutal throat-fuck he’d ever experienced. Martin was loving every second of it. His cock was so hard it was aching and the need to cum was growing. 

Fucked by a highway cop! That sounded almost too unreal to be true, but it was an incredible way to start his US vacation.

He made a noise of protest when Day suddenly pulled back. Before he could do anything else, Martin was hauled up to his feet and spun around, facing the hood of the car again.

“Back into position,” Day ordered, pushing Martin in the direction of the car.

Martin complied and bent over the hood of the car again. He could feel Day’s hands on his waist, opening his belt, then his jeans before pulling them down. The cop’s hands curved over his ass and Martin pushed back into the touch, wriggling a bit. The hard smack came as a surprise. Martin groaned. He wondered what it would take to make the cop spank him. His briefs were pulled down as well and the next smack connected with his bare flesh.

Martin groaned and cursed. His own hard cock bounced up happily and almost slapped against his stomach. He wondered if he’d ever been this hard or this turned on. Every cell of his body seemed to be filled with desire and was focused on the cop standing behind him.

Day’s boots kicked at his ankles and Martin obediently moved his feet wider apart. Big hands grabbed his hips and pulled them back, forcing Martin to stick his ass out. His balls swung heavily between his spread legs. Martin shivered, only too aware how much this position exposed him and what he must look like: Ready for fucking and just waiting for a big cock to claim him.

He pushed his ass out a bit more and wriggled it slightly, letting the cop know that he was more than ready and willing. His reward was a deep chuckle and another hard slap to his ass. Martin jumped in surprise then moaned at the pain. He wriggled his ass again and glanced over his shoulder back at Day, wondering if the cop would get the hint and spank him before fucking him.

Day was staring at Martins ass, smoothing his hands over the firm globes, then dug his fingers into them and spread the cheeks apart, exposing Martin’s tight hole to his hungry gaze.

Another shudder worked its way down Martin’s spine. He knew that he wasn’t build like Day. He was in excellent shape, but he had the build and the muscles of someone who focused more on endurance training than on building up muscles.

“That’s a damned fine ass, you got there,” Day drawled, eyes still focused on the ass in question. “Maybe a bit pale. It could use some color.”

Martin nodded. He thought about pointing out that red was a good color but then remembered Day’s chiding words concerning his smart mouth. Then he gave a mental shrug, decided to chance it, and grinned at the cop.

“I kind of like red.”

Day laughed. “You really are a smart-ass, aren’t you?”

Without waiting for an answer, he brought his hand down hard on Martin’s ass. It took a moment for the pain to register and Martin groaned when it spread through him. Day continued spanking him., not bothering with holding back. His hand cracked down on Martin’s ass with brutal force. Martin jumped and gasped with every smack that impacted with his ass. Heat was spreading from his ass through his body, yet he didn’t try to escape the slaps raining down on his ass.

“God, you’re a greedy pain-slut, aren’t you?” Day sounded almost awed, his voice heavy with lust.

Martin only moaned, the heat and pain from the spanking threatening to consume him. It hurt like hell but he didn’t want the cop to stop. Tears were beginning to drip down his face and Martin’s breathing turned onto heaving sobs.

Finally, Day stopped and smoothed his hands over Martin’s burning flesh. A tiny part of Martin’s mind noticed that the cop was still wearing his leather-gloves.

“You were right. Red is a good color on you,” Day mused thoughtfully.

Martin could only groan and whimper. His whole body seemed to be on fire. It felt amazing.

“Ready for more, slut?”

Unable to form words, Martin only nodded. But it was not enough for Officer Day.

“What was that?” Day snapped and dug his fingers into the tender flesh of Martin’s ass, squeezing down hard.

Martin yelled, then tried to gather his thoughts. “Yes, sir. Please. Give me more. Fuck me! Please, sir!”

“Better,” the cop grunted.

Leather-clad fingers slick with lube slid between his cheeks and almost unerringly found his hole. Vaguely, Martin wondered when the lube had come from but then the fingers pressed against his hole and all thought fled. He shoved back into the teasing finger, trying to show that he was more than ready and didn’t need anymore foreplay or any gentle prep. He wanted to get pounded—hard.

 Day seemed to get the message and he didn’t waste any more time. He started to press one thick finger inside and pushed deep. Quickly, he added another one, fucking in and out of Martin’s ass. Two of his fingers felt already bigger than some of the cock’s Martin had taken in the past.

Excitement sneaked through Martin’s veins and settled in his cock that bobbed heavily between his spread legs. He keened when Day pulled his fingers out. His muscles clenched around the emptiness Day’s fingers had left being.

Martin bit his lip when he felt the head of Day’s cock against his hole. The other man grabbed his hips tightly and started to push inside. Using his hold on Martin’s hips to pull him back into his thrust. It burned like hell and felt as if he was being split apart but that didn’t stop Martin from shoving back into the thrust. He wanted that massive shaft in his ass. Wanted to feel it.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
/«ar,wtmun\e e

ROBYN HUNTER





