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		Abigail & Parker

		

		In all my life, I’d never had a night like this one.

		I left the fundraiser as soon as I could. Insufferable, old windbags impressed with their old money and their snooty attitudes. Fuck them, I thought as I drove, putting the party I’d spent weeks planning behind me.

		From the outside looking in, anyone would think I had it made. I’m pretty. Sure. I married into money. To a handsome, wealthy man from a rich family. We enjoy all the finer things in life; mansions, coastal summer homes, winter ski lodges, yachts, country clubs, fancy cars. Exotic, worldwide vacations. You name it. I have it, or I can get it.

		Except one thing.

		Happiness. Oh, and love.

		Okay, that’s two things.

		Or…are they the same thing after all?

		Anyway, tonight, all that was about to change.

		I gave the old mansion a final glance in my rearview mirror. The glowing yellow lights in the windows set against the imported European stone. The ivy climbing the walls at the corners. The hidden spotlights lighting up the property and the surrounding woods like an airstrip at an airport at night. The gravel driveway filled with Corvettes, Jags, Bentleys, and Rolls-Royces. The valet parkers and waitstaff—dressed in tuxedos, for God’s sake.

		Putting all that behind me, I swore again. “Fuck them, Abigail. Just fuck ’em!”

		I mashed the gas pedal of the black Porsche Carrara to the floor.

		The high-performance machine leaped forward, pressing my head back against the headrest like a jet taking off. As I drove, my mane of red hair billowed in the night air. I was done with all that phony bullshit. Disgusted with myself for having bought into it for all these years, for being impressed by it; the money, the status, the prestige. So much that I’d married into in.

		Seduced into it.

		No more, I swore. I looked into my eyes in the reflection of the rearview mirror and I made myself a promise right then and there. From now on, I’d do for me and only me.

		Five miles down the winding, dark mountain road, I slowed.

		My heart racing from the adrenaline of whipping around the serpentine stretches of pavement at breakneck speed. Negotiating the hairpin curves on squealing tires. The thrill of feeling my thick hair blowing loose in the warm wind of the open convertible. Tendrils of my long, wavy red hair snapping around my head.

		I smiled. It felt like freedom.

		Of course, that was when the darkness of the predawn night exploded with flashing blue and glaring white strobe lights behind me. The whine of the high-performance engine was suddenly drowned out by the sound of a police siren.

		“Shit!”

		I slowed close to the posted speed limit and hugged the narrow gravel shoulder, hoping the police car would shoot past me. Praying they were on their way to another call.

		“You were doing seventy in a thirty mile an hour zone, Abs,” I said out loud. So, of course, the lights and sirens were for me.

		I continued to slow. The cop burped the siren and the night air crackled with a loudspeaker-enhanced voice. “Driver. Pull your vehicle over to the side of the road. Now.”

		“Shit. Shit. Shit.”

		I eased the car close to the large boulders lining the shoulder. Gravel crunched under my tires as I came to a stop. I slammed the car into park.

		“Turn off the engine and take the keys out of the ignition,” the loudspeaker voice said. “Put the keys on the dashboard above the steering wheel.”

		Again, I complied. Squinting in the bright lights reflecting off the rearview mirror. The police car’s high beams were on, filling the Porsche’s interior with harsh, white light.

		I strummed my fingers on the steering wheel. Impatient. Waiting for the cop to emerge from the car. Finally, the police car door open. My blood-red fingernails shone in the harsh light. I glanced at the side-view mirror, but the cop shone a powerful bright light into the glass. I winced and turned away.

		When the spots stopped dancing in my vision, I sensed the cop’s presence just behind my door. A beam from a flashlight shone into the car, making a quick search of the interior. I wore a wraparound sequin top and a tight, black leather skirt. The top revealed a lot of cleavage.

		I noticed the light linger on the deep shadowy valley between my boobs. I smiled. Good.

		“License and registration, ma’am.”

		I looked up. A female cop. Shit.

		Just fucking terrific, I thought. “They’re in my purse. On the seat.” I pointed at the passenger side seat.

		“Go ahead,” the cop said.

		I fumbled through the purse, seized my wallet, and with shaking hands, pulled out my license. I handed it to the female officer.

		“The registration is in the glove box,” I told her.

		She took the offered license and jutted her chin toward the glove box. The blue and white pulsating light shone on her face. Her skin was porcelain white, smooth and flawless. She couldn’t be older than twenty-five. Pretty. Very pretty, in fact. Wisps of blond hair corkscrewed out from under her police hat.

		“This your vehicle?” she asked, with a glance at my license. “Abigail MacGregor?” She took my offered registration.

		“Yes, officer.”

		“Says here.” She indicated the registration. “This car belongs to Brandon English.”

		“That’s my husband.” I swiped an errant lock of windblown hair from my face. “Soon to be ex.”

		The cop nodded. “Good thing you didn’t get around to changing your license from your maiden name in that case.”

		I smiled, hoping I could get out of a ticket. Sympathy between us girls, I thought. “Right.”

		“Do you know why I pulled you over, Ms. MacGregor?”

		“Abby,” I said. “Or Abs. I was driving a little fast back there. I’m coming from the Wingate Estate. There’s a big fundraiser going on up there that I organized.”

		“Skipped out on your own party?”

		“Brandon and I. We had a fight. I just needed to get out, clear my head.”

		“I understand,” the cop said.

		I glanced at her uniform, caught a glimpse of her name tag. Parker.

		“How much did you have to drink tonight, Abby?”

		I furrowed my brow. “Not much. A glass of champagne. I made a speech, a toast earlier in the evening. A glass of wine after that. I think.”

		“You think?”

		“I. Yes. That’s it. Wait. You don’t think I’m drunk, do you?”

		“Are you?”

		“No,” I insisted. “Absolutely not.”

		“Ma’am—” We were back to ma’am. “Besides the speeding, the reason I pulled you over, this vehicle’s been reported stolen.”

		“Stolen?”

		The cop stepped back. “I’m going to need you to step out of the car, ma’am.”

		“I. I. Well, shit.” My blood was boiling. Stolen? I kicked open the door. “That son of a bitch. He’s going to pay for this.”

		“Easy, ma’am.” The cop took another step back. She had her hand on her service weapon.

		“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

		“Close the door,” Officer Parker instructed. Her voice stern. “Turn around.”

		I slammed the door closed.

		“Step around to the rear of the vehicle,” she instructed.

		Before I could respond, she took me by the elbow and walked me off the road. To the space between where our cars were parked. I had trouble walking. My spiked heels kept sinking in the soft gravel shoulder. The blue and white flashing lights were starting to bother me. The headlights from the police car shone a glaring white light on us. Like a spotlight.

		“You sure you haven’t been drinking?”

		“No. It’s the ground. It's too soft. My heels….”

		She turned me around so I faced the back of the Porsche.

		“Bend over.” She shoved me forward. “Put your hands on the vehicle.”

		My hands slammed on the car’s spoiler. “This isn’t necessary.….”

		She placed her hands on my back and then patted them down over my sides and hips. She ran her hands down my outer thighs. The black leather skirt I wore was short. Her hands rubbing against my flesh were warm.

		“Spread your legs,” she said. She used a toe to tap my legs wider, putting me off balance. Her hands ran up my inner legs.

		“Oh, I can’t believe this.” I’d never been frisked before. But I’d watched enough police shows to recognize the sound of rattling handcuffs when I heard them. My heart skipped a beat.

		“You’ve got to be kidding.”

		The cop took my wrist and pulled my arm behind my back. “I’m placing you under arrest for grand theft auto.” She ratcheted the cuffs first around one wrist, then after pulled my other arm behind my back, snapped the cuffs around that wrist, too.

		“You have the right to remain silent.”

		She pushed me forward again.

		With my hands cuffed behind my back, I hit the spoiler with my chest. I grunted.

		“Anything you say. Can and will be used against you in a court of law.”

		“This is a mistake.”

		“You have the right to an attorney. This is a nice skirt.”

		“What?”

		“If you can not afford one, one will be provided for you.” She went back to frisking me. Her hands went down my bare legs and then back up along my inner thighs. Again. “Do you understand these rights as I’ve given them?”

		“What are you—”

		“Do you understand these rights—”

		“Yes. Yes. What are you doing?”

		Her hand reached up under my skirt. “Are you hiding anything under here that could hurt me?”

		“What? Of course not!”

		She grabbed the hem of my skirt and yanked it up over the rump of my ass.

		I twisted my head. Tried to look behind me. “What the hell are you doing?”

		“Checking to make sure you’re not hiding any concealed weapons.” She yanked my thong underwear off to one side and ran her hand down my ass crack. “Or any concealed contraband.”

		“Up my ass? Of course, I’m not.”

		“Spread your legs,” she commanded.

		I grunted as she pushed my legs apart, widening my stance even further. Bent over that way, I couldn’t do much to stop her. “What is this?”

		She pulled my ass cheeks apart. She ran her hand over my ass, then over my butthole. Her fingers felt wet. Had she licked them? I tried to look back. My cheek was pressed against the car’s hard metal. I had to squint. The headlights were too bright for me to see anything more than her silhouette.

		“Please. This can’t be proper.”

		Her hand reached down between my legs. She rubbed my sex.

		I gasped.

		“You’ve got a nice pussy, Abby.”

		I moaned.

		Then spasmed when something moist and spongy touched my asshole. It took me a moment to realize it was the cop’s tongue. My mind reeled. What the fuck was going on?

		“Stick your finger in your ass.”

		“What? No.”

		“Do it. Now. Or I’ll run you in this minute.”

		“I, I, I—"

		“I, I, I,” she mimicked me. “Do it!”

		She’d moistened my hole up with my tongue. The handcuff chains rattled while I reached awkwardly, further behind me. I found my little anal button and pressed my finger inside. I gasped. Brandon was always after me to try anal sex. We’d done it once. I didn’t like it. It hurt too much. His cock was too big for me, for that. But I’d used my finger to anal fuck myself a lot afterward. I enjoyed that.

		“Push it in,” Officer Parker instructed. “Further.”

		I did so, grunting.

		“That’s it. Fingerfuck that ass.”

		I pushed my finger in and out.

		She spun me around. My back arched against the car’s spoiler. I kept my finger in my ass.

		Parker cupped my sex again. My cheeks clenched when I felt her finger slip into my pussy. My sex, wet and accommodating. She fingerfucked my pussy while I fingerfucked my own ass.

		“How do you like that?” she asked.

		All I could do was moan. “I don’t….”

		“Keep your finger in there,” she said as she pumped two fingers in my pussy.

		“I’ve never,” I said. “With a girl….”

		She took her fingers out.

		“There’s a first time for everything.” She sucked her fingers into her mouth, moistening them, then went at my sex again. Officer Parker dropped down to her knees. My thong was thrust painfully to one side. Her tongue touched my swollen pussy lips. She licked around the folds between my pussy. I shuddered. She tore my finger away from my ass. I shuddered as she licked my clit and shoved her fingers back into my pussy.

		I hated to admit it, but what she was doing to me, how we had gotten here. The unexpectedness of it all was suddenly becoming a real fucking turn-on. Especially after I’d frozen Brandon out sexually over the last several months. I moaned with each hard thrust of Officer Parker’s fingers. The feel of her tongue on my clit—licking, flicking, teasing it—sent wanton sparks of pleasure to every nerve-ending in my body.

		Parker came back to her feet but kept her finger shoved up my pussy. She kissed my cheek. Wet and sloppy. I could smell mint on her breath. With each thrust of her fingers, her fucking became harder, more violent. My body rocked against the back bumper of the Porsche. Hard, cool metal pressed against my body. My ass cheeks pressed to the smooth surface. I gasped with each drive of her fingers. Her body pressed against mine, thrust against me. Her hand trapped between us. Her fingers deep inside me.

		Suddenly she stopped.

		With one hand wrapped around my waist and the other clutching a handful of my boob, she pressed my body against the trunk of the car, arched my back. My shoulders ached. My hands were trapped behind my back, pinned against the car. She unbuttoned her uniform shirt. She untucked her shirttails and spread her uniform shirt open, revealing big, naked breasts. Painted blue and red by the flashing emergency lights.

		“You like what you see?”

		“No. I—”

		She hiked up my skirt and cupped my sex again. “Your pussy says otherwise. You’re so wet. You’ve been with girls before. No?”

		“I…no.”

		She cupped one of her breasts, offering it to me. “Suck on it.”

		“I don’t want to.”

		“Now!” she demanded.

		I leaned awkwardly forward and put my mouth on her nipple. With my hands cuffed behind my back, it was like bobbing for apples. Her nipple reacted to the attention my tongue gave it.

		“That’s it,” she encouraged. Her hand on the back of my neck. Her hips gyrated against my crotch. Her naked breasts were creamy and smooth, flawless. “Now, the other one.”

		I did as I was told, not seeing any other way out of my predicament. Not that it was altogether unpleasant. She ran her hands over her saliva-slicked breasts. Her skin glowed in the flashing lights.

		She cupped my chin and pulled my face away from her breasts. She kissed me. Her mouth open. She plunged her tongue down my throat. I tasted my pussy on her tongue and lips.

		God, did it—did I—taste good. An intoxicating buzz filled my brain. I moaned.

		The cop dropped to her knees once more and pushed my one leg up so I was half sitting on the car’s low trunk. She shoved my skirt up and yanked my thong to one side again. She wasn’t gentle about it.

		I gasped.

		Officer Parker wasted no time plunging her tongue into my sex. A spasm of shock and surprise jolted me. Until then, I’d never had a woman go down on me like that. Not many men, either. Brandon hated eating pussy. Suddenly I hated him even more for it.

		I leaned back.

		Her tongue licked up and down my slit. Her mouth kissed my pussy lips, pulling at them with sloppy, sucking kisses. Then she used her fingers to further spread my lips apart. She pressed her tongue deep inside pussy.

		I squirmed against her oral assault. So wet. My juices were flowing down my legs.

		The cop kept at it. Relentless.

		I closed my eyes and leaned my head back, gasping for breath and moaning. Her mouth and tongue wouldn’t let up. I didn’t want them to. I’d felt the long-neglected embers of passion inside me ignite earlier. Now it had burst into an inferno. I was going to come.

		How long had it been since the last time?

		Without a vibrator? A long, long fucking time.

		“Yes. Yes. Don’t stop,” I begged.

		I shouldn’t have said a word.

		The tormenting cop pulled back. Stopped.

		Shit.

		I was at the edge. So close, so…fucking…close.

		She put her hands on my shoulders. She pressed down, pushing me to my knees. “You ever eat pussy?” she asked.

		I shook my head. “No.”

		Before removing her hands from my shoulders, she said. “You try to run…it won’t go good for you.”

		“I won’t run. Where would I go?”

		She let go of me and unbuckled her gun belt. The metal buckle rattled. The equipment that hung from it clanged as she put it on the ground. She unbuckled her pants and unzipped her trousers. The woman didn’t wear any underwear. Her blond pussy hair, pristinely trimmed, was matted from her tight pants.

		She put a hand to my neck and forced me forward. “Lick it.”

		Her musty scent filled my nostrils.

		“Lick me,” she insisted.

		I lapped at her sex with my tongue. She tasted tart. And surprisingly good. She held the back of my head and thrust her crotch against my mouth and tongue, riding me. “That’s it.”

		My tongue ran up and down the soft petals of her lips. Her taste was so heady, I felt dizzy. Like nothing I’d ever experienced before.

		“That’s it,” Parker said. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

		Her hand pressed my face into her crotch. I was handcuffed. I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to.

		I didn’t want to.

		I hungrily lapped at her wet pussy, working to lick up every last drop of her tart, warm pussy juice. How had I never done this before?

		“That’s it,” the cop said. Her hat pushed back on her head. “Lick it. Lick it good.”

		I didn’t need any encouragement at that point.

		“That’s it.” She held my head against her pussy. With her other hand, she rubbed her clit with the pad of her thumb. “That’s it. Make me come, Abby. Make me come.”

		“Oh.” Her body jerked. “Oh. Yeah. That’s right.”

		I pushed my tongue deeper into her hole, licking it all around.

		“Use your mouth. All of it.”

		Her thumb strummed her clit.

		“Oh. Oh. Ah.”

		Parker massaged her big tits while I licked. She fisted my hair, pushing my face deeper into her crotch. She moaned.

		I moaned.

		“That’s it. Make me come. Make me come.”

		Her body shuddered. Parker gasped. “That’s it. That’s it. That’s it.”

		She expelled a held breath and tossed her head back. “Yes. God. Yes.”

		Panting, Parker pulled me up to my feet. With a firm grasp on my shoulders, she pulled me in for a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue lapped around inside my mouth. I kissed her back, never so horny or excited about sex in my life. God, what had I been missing?

		And who was this beautiful, passionate woman?

		She gave my ass a spank and a squeeze then she pushed me away.

		Without saying anything more, Parker got dressed. Holding my upper arms, she walked me back to the driver’s side door. She opened it.

		“What happens now?” I asked.

		She turned me around and lowered me into the front seat, still handcuffed.

		“Put your legs in.”

		I did as she instructed. When I was seated inside, horny as fuck and needing to be satisfied, she slammed the door shut. Without another word, Parker started back toward her police car.

		“Wait,” I called out. “You can’t leave me here.” I rattled my handcuffed wrists behind my back. “Like this. How will I get home?” How will I get off?

		“You’ll figure something out, Abby,” Parker said. “Oh, and by the way. You can forget about taking Brandon to the cleaners in the divorce. You remember your prenup, don’t you? What we just did. I’ve got it all recorded on the police car dash-cam.”

		She tipped her hat. “You have yourself a goodnight now, ma’am. I know I did.”

		The cop drove away.

		I growled and then screamed. Sexy frustrated and handcuffed. What the fuck do I do now?

		

		

		

		Abigail & Fran

		

		Luckily, Officer Parker was right. I figured something out.

		It took me twenty minutes of contorting and acrobatic gyrations in the front seat of the Porsche—and three accidental blasts of the horn—but I finally managed to get my handcuffed hands out from behind my back. Breathless and huffing, I sat with my hands clasped in my lap, not sure what to do next.

		Brandon had set me up.

		He put the cop, Parker, up to seducing me—on camera—forcing me to violate my prenup. Cutting me out of any money I might get from him in a divorce.

		“Fuck him. I don’t want his filthy money anyway.”

		With both hands—because they were cuffed together—I brushed my hair out of my face. I snatched the keys off the dashboard and fired up the Porsche. The engine throaty and loud in the predawn air, I pulled off the shoulder on spinning tires, kicking a cloud of gray dust and gravel up behind me.

		I drove hard and fast, but not as fast as I had before.

		But I didn’t drive home.

		An hour later, with my hands still cuffed in front of me, I banged my fists on the penthouse apartment door. The little chain between the cuffs rattled. It was almost dawn, but I didn’t care who else I woke up.

		I shouted, “Fran. Wake up! Fran! It’s me. Abigail. Wake the fuck up!”

		After what seemed like forever, the apartment door finally opened.

		On the other side stood Francine Franklin.

		My best friend since we were in kindergarten together. Shorter than I, with a pleasant roundness about her, she wore an oversized baseball jersey and nothing else as far as I could tell. Her fingernails and toenails were painted blood red and gleamed in the soft light. She looked sleepy as she scratched her raven black, sleep-mussed hair and yawned. “Abs? It’s four-thirty in the morning.”

		“I know.” I stormed past her into the apartment.

		My spiked heels clicked on the hardwood floor.

		She closed the door behind us.

		In the living room, I paced like a caged—and enraged—animal. “Motherfucker. Son of a bitch. I’m gonna kill him. Kill him, you hear me?”

		“Abs,” Fran said. “Calm down. What are you talking about? Kill who? Why are you in handcuffs?”

		“They’re not a fashion accessory, for God’s sake, Fran.” I held my shackled hands in the air, shaking them. “I’m in fucking handcuffs because someone put me in them.”

		Fran frowned. Her full red lips formed a straight line across her face. “That’s usually how it happens. What happened? Were you arrested? Are you a fugitive from justice?” Her full red mouth ticked up into a smile. “Or is it…something else?”

		“Argh! I wasn’t arrested. I don’t think.”

		“And the way you're dressed? Oh! You had that fundraiser tonight, didn’t you? How’d that go?”

		I stopped pacing and stared at her. Seriously? “How do you think it went?” I rattled the cuffs again. “I’m in fucking handcuffs.”

		“So…eventful?”

		I rolled my eyes. “Jesus, Fran.” I went back to pacing. “I left the party. After I had a big fight with Brandon. I was speeding and got pulled over. This cop, she cuffed me—”

		“You were arrested.”

		“No. She left me in the car. Still cuffed. After….”

		“After what?”

		“Argh,” I growled again in frustration. “I’m here because you’re the only one I know kinky enough to have a handcuff key. Do you?”

		Fran brightened. “Oh, yeah. I’ve got one of those.”

		She scratched her mussed hair again. “Where would I leave a handcuff key?”

		“Your bedroom, maybe?” I suggested. “Come on, Fran. I want these off.”

		“Sure. Sure.” She smiled. “Come into the kitchen. But you’ve got to tell me everything that happened.”

		It was my turn to raise an eyebrow. “The kitchen? Why?”

		“It’s where the junk drawer is, silly.” She took me by the arm. “Where’s yours? Oh, wait. Don’t tell me. You don’t have a,” Fran made air quotes, “junk drawer. Too hoity-toity for that.”

		“I wouldn’t know. If I do,” I shot back, “the maids deal with it.”

		“Oh, well. Excuse me.” She raised her hands up in the air, surrendering, and exaggerated the swish of her hips as she danced into the kitchen. “I forgot how la-de-da you are, with your little Brandon and the snooty social elites you run around with now.”

		“Can we stop, Fran? It’s been a long night.”

		She turned. Genuine concern on her face for the first time. It must have been something she heard in my voice. Maybe finally seeing how disheveled I looked. “Okay. Are you okay?”

		I sighed and leaned against the kitchen counter. “Yes. Weirded out is all.”

		She tore open a drawer. The contents rattled noisily. “Tell me what happened.”

		Fran pawed through the contents while I told her what happened. All of it.

		When I was done, she said, “Wow. Oh my God. Wow. This Parker chick. You think she was a real cop?”

		“Seemed legit. Well, until all the lesbian sex shit. That’s why I’m so on edge. If Brandon can get the cops to do this to me—”

		“Bastard,” Fran said. “I never did like that guy.”

		Fran had yet to find a key. She opened a second drawer.

		“How many junk drawers do you have?”

		“A few. How was it?”

		“How was what?”

		“You know. The lesbian sex shit with the cop. It sounds kind of sexy.”

		“What? Fran, she practically raped me.”

		“Sodomized you, maybe.” Fran was a criminal defense attorney. She knew the law. “It’s not rape without some kind of penetration. She didn’t use her nightstick, did she?” The way she said it, it sounded like Fran thought that would’ve been sexy, too. From the drawer she rummaged through, she pulled out a corkscrew. She looked at it, frowned, and shrugged. She put it on the counter.

		“That would be kind of sexy,” she said after a time. Confirming my assessment of what a kinky bitch she was. “Getting fucked with a nightstick.”

		“God, Fran. Just find the key. Please.”

		“I’m looking. I’m looking. I don’t know why you’re getting so mad. You said you like it.”

		I felt my cheeks get hot. “The sex.” I thought about it. Felt the unsatisfied stirring in my groin, thinking about it. Having been left with the equivalent of blue balls. “It was...yeah, nod bad. But Brandon.”

		“Fuck, Brandon. Fuck men. I’ve been trying to get you to come over to the other side for years.” Fran came out when she was thirteen and never looked back. She’d pressured me several times, usually when we’d been really drunk, but I’d never crossed over. Until tonight.

		“Now that you’ve had a taste,” she asked. “What do you think?”

		“You are unbelievable,” I said. “But okay. Fine. I’ll admit it. I kind of got off on it.”

		Fran grinned. “Pussy’s good, right?”

		I couldn’t help it. “Yeah,” I laughed nervously. “Pussy’s good.”

		“Gotcha.” Fran held up a funny looking key.

		“That’s what a handcuff key looks like?”

		“Yup. Here.” She took hold of my wrists. “Hold still.”

		The metal cuffs pinched my skin. I heard the ratchet of the teeth as one cuff opened.

		“Oh, thank God.” But my relief was short-lived.

		Fran tugged at my arm. Then, suddenly I heard the teeth ratchet again. I looked down. Fran had snaked the cuffs through the handle of the oven door and re-locked them. She’d handcuffed me to the oven.

		“Fran. What the fuck?”

		She tossed the key onto the kitchen table in the attached breakfast nook. Way too far for me to ever reach. She stepped up behind me and pressed her crotch against my ass. Her hand roamed over the curve of my butt, then down my one leg. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. I felt her hot breath on my neck. “Now I’ve got you right where I’ve always wanted you.”

		Fran slipped her hand under my tight skirt. She tugged my thong to one side.

		I quivered. Again?

		“Your cop friend—”

		“She’s not my friend,” I insisted.

		“She didn’t finish the job, did she?”

		I swallowed hard. “How do you mean?”

		“She didn’t get you off. You didn’t come, did you?”

		“No.”

		“Left you in the lurch.” Her hands were all over my body. “Frustrated. Unsatisfied.”

		“Yes.”

		“I can fix that,” Fran said. “If you want.”

		“I….” I hesitated.

		She gave my ass cheek a hard squeeze. Then she reached between my legs and rubbed her hand over my sex.

		“This isn’t right, Fran.”

		“Are you kidding? I’ve dreamed of something like this for like forever.”

		She hiked my skirt up and peeled my thong off.

		“Stop, Fran. I don’t think….”

		She dropped down to her knees and pushed my ass cheeks open. I felt her tongue touch my sex. “Oh. Fran. No.”

		But my best friend didn’t stop. She licked, and then she rubbed. She ran two fingers up and down my slit, getting me wet. Then she went back to licking me, using her fingers to penetrate me, pressing them deeper with each up and down stroke.

		“Oh. Oh. Fran, I….”

		Two fingers. In and out. In and out.

		“You’re already wet,” she said.

		“I…had a head start.”

		“She was pretty?” Fan asked.

		“Yes.”

		“She licked your pussy?”

		“Yes.”

		“And used her fingers.”

		I swallowed. “Yes.”

		She had both her hands on my ass now. “Shake that thing,” she said.

		I wiggled my butt, feeling foolish but also enticed. All these years, I knew Fran wanted to have sex with me, would’ve jump my bones given the slightest chance.

		And, I can’t lie. I’d fantasized about that on occasion myself. Especially during the many dry spells I’d had married to Brandon. But I never imagined…this.

		Her tongue lapped around my sex, raking my pussy lips, hot and aroused. She spread my cheeks even further apart, got her face deeper between my flesh, got her tongue deeper into my pussy.

		“Oh my God. Yes. Oh. Oh. Ah.”

		I squirmed and bit my lip. A shiver of pleasure coursed through me. “Oh, fuck. Oh, yes.”

		“There you go,” she encouraged and then stopped.

		I twisted around. “What?”

		Fran was standing up as she rummaged through her kitchen drawers again. With a smile, she pulled a vibrator out of the drawer. She flipped it on. It buzzed.

		“You keep your sex toys in your kitchen drawer?”

		“I keep them everywhere.” She smiled and licked her lips. Her full puffy mouth gleamed in the soft kitchen light. “You never know when an opportunity like this will come up.”

		She ran the tip of the vibrator over my shoulder and down my bare arm. Then she ran it over my exposed ass. An electric thrill of anticipation coursed through my body. She spread my ass cheeks and ran the tip down the valley between the mounds of flesh.

		“Oh, Jesus, God. That feels good.”

		“Open your legs.”

		I did as she asked.

		She rubbed the vibrating tip over my wet pussy lips. I squirmed. Gently, she pushed it past my throbbing lips, pressed it deeper into my sex.

		“You like that?”

		“Yes.”

		“It feels good?”

		“Yes.”

		“Want more of it?”

		“Fucking yes!”

		She pushed it further inside me. The vibrating dildo pulsated inside my pussy. She corkscrewed it in and out. Jolts of pleasure radiated outward, tingling through my entire body. I squirmed. I jiggled my ass. My mouth was dry. I moaned.

		“You like that?” Fran asked.

		“Yes. Yes.”

		“You going to come?”

		“Yes.”

		“Now?” she asked.

		I shook my head. “Soon.”

		Fran pulled the dildo out and tossed it onto the counter. She walked away.

		“Wait. Where are you going?” I rattled the cuffs against the oven door handle. The key still on the kitchen table. Too far away for me to reach. Shit.

		She almost sang. “Be right back.”

		I watched her leave. My gaze drawn to bare ass cheeks as they peeked out from under the tail of her baseball jersey. Creamy white. Smooth. Flawless. She swished her hips seductively before disappearing into the bedroom.

		I called out. “Where are you going? What are you doing?”

		She didn’t answer me, but upon returning, I saw what she’d done. A thick flesh-colored penis swung erect between her legs. Aw, Jesus. “A fucking strap-on?”

		Fran stroked it as she came closer. “Like it?”

		It was big. “I, I guess.”

		“Then why don’t you get down on your knees and suck it.”

		“Really?”

		“You want to get off or not?”

		I was very fucking horny. And frustrated.

		I knelt. The kitchen tile was hard on my knees. My arms were still awkwardly cuffed to the over door. She held the faux-cock in her hand. Fisting it. “Open your mouth.”

		I did as she commanded.

		“Suck it.”

		I put the thing in my mouth. It was hard rubber, not like a real dick. But I sucked it in anyway. Suspecting a fake blowjob wasn’t the endgame. Fran held the cock steady and fisted my hair, holding my head as I sucked the cock in and out. The cuffs rattled as they slid back and forth along the oven door handle.

		“That’s it. Suck it. Suck my dick, Abs.”

		I sucked it in and out, faster and faster. Slobbering over it. Ignoring the hardness, imagining it was a real cock.

		“Look up at me,” Fran said. “I want to see those doe-y green eyes of yours.”

		I looked up at her, gobbling the cock deep into my mouth, gagging on it.

		“That’s it.”

		Fran pumped her hips. Like she was a guy, pushing her cock harder into my mouth. Then she pulled it out and rubbed the head around my mouth, wetting my lips with my own spittle. “Wanna get fucked with it, Abs? Want me to fuck you with my big, hard dick.”

		I’d known Fran was kinky, into so some wild, crazy sex shit, but I never imagined what being a part of it might be like. I was about to find out.

		“Yes,” I said. My incredible night was getting nuttier and nuttier. “Yes. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me with your cock, Fran. Put that thing inside me.”

		And incredibly, it was true. I never wanted—needed—to get laid more than at that moment.

		It was all so different. Foreign. Erotica, and liberating.

		Fran stepped away, her rubber dick swinging. She retrieved the handcuff key from the table. I stood up. She paused and gave me a sideways glance. “You’re not going to run, are you?”

		The same thing Officer Parker demanded of me.

		I could barely breathe. “No. I want this. I want this badly.”

		She uncuffed my wrists. Finally, I was free. For the first time that night, I was free to do whatever I wanted, run if I’d wanted, despite the promise I’d made to my best friend. It was my choice.

		And I wanted to stay.

		Fran dropped the handcuffs on the kitchen counter with a clang. I picked up the dildo we’d abandoned earlier and grabbed Fran by the hand. I led her into the living room. There, near the sofa, I hiked up my leather skirt. Then I ran my hand down over my sex.

		“This what you want?” I asked.

		“Yes,” Fran answered.

		“You want to ram that cock of yours inside my pussy?”

		“Fuck yeah.”

		I knelt on the sofa, pointing and wiggling my ass at her.

		Fran wasted no time shoving her cock inside me. I was so wet, so waiting for it, she slipped right in. I fondled the dildo in my hand, slipping it into my mouth, sucking on it as Fran pumped her hips against me, filling me up with her cock. Our skin slapping wetly.

		I slobbered all over the faux-cock in my mouth, wondering, imagining what it would be like to fuck two real men at once. Maybe something new for my bucket list.

		Fran grabbed my hips and squeezed, shoving the strap-on deep inside me then pulling out. In and out. In and out. I gurgled around the dildo in my mouth, moaning, “Ah, ah, ah. That’s it. That’s it.”

		It had been so long, and the night had been so intense that with a few strokes of my fingers along my clit, and my mouth and pussy full of dick, I came. I screamed and spit out the cock in my mouth. I arched my back. “Oh, Jesus. Fuck. Yes. Oh, God. Yes!”

		“You coming?”

		“Yes!”

		“You’re coming?”

		“Yes. God, fucking, yes! Ohhhh.”

		Fran pulled out and reached her hand down between my legs. She cupped my sex, gently rubbing it, while I twiddled my clit, sending orgasmic ripples through my body. I shuddered. I wiped the spittle from my mouth. “Oh, my fucking God.”

		Breathless, I rolled onto my side, laying on the soft sofa cushions, trying to catch my breath. Fran stood over me. Smiling, stroking her fake cock like it were real.

		“You liked that?”

		I smiled. “I loved it.”

		Eyeing the cock wagging in front of my face, I said, “Your turn.”

		Fran’s chocolate brown eyes brightened. “Really?”

		“Oh, yeah.”

		I climbed off the sofa and gently pushed Fran down. She watched me with suspicious eyes.

		“Take it off,” I said, taking charge.

		Fran lifted her shapely legs and pealed the flesh-colored panties with the fake cock attached to them down her legs. I took them from her. I ran the tip of the wet cock over her lips. Covered with my pussy juice. She opened her mouth like a gulping fish.

		“Suck it,” I told her.

		Fran eagerly complied.

		“Taste good?”

		Fran nodded, gagging on the cock. “Uh-huh.”

		“Good.”

		I removed the cock from her mouth. Then I did something I’d never done before. I kissed a girl. Kissed her with wanton, unabandoned passion. Fran’s mouth was wet and soft. She tasted of my pussy, warm and tart. My tongue darted around her mouth. Her taste, my taste, was intoxicating.

		I tore open her jersey. Buttons went flying. Fran gasped, oohing at my aggression.

		Her boobs were big and creamy white. Capped with small, rigid brown nipples. I held her chin and kissed the lobe of her ear. Then I raked my tongue along her jawline.

		“Oh, Fuck, Abs.”

		“I’ve always wanted this, too,” I said.

		“Have you?”

		I nodded. “I just didn’t realize it. Until tonight.”

		I unwrapped my top. With no bra on, I exposed my breasts. Less well-endowed than Fran, I had nothing to be ashamed of. My nipples were bigger than hers. Pink. Just as hard.

		“Suck on my tits,” I said. The dirty talk was turning me on.

		She kissed my nipples, then suckled them. I tossed my head back, moaning. It felt so good.

		I pulled her back. I kissed her open mouth. Our tongues lashed around inside our mouths.

		I pulled her back again. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

		“Yes.” It was a breathless whisper. “Please.”

		“Turn around.”

		Fran stood and turned and climbed onto the sofa on her hands and knees.

		I stepped into her panties, the heavy dick swinging between my legs. I left my black spiked heels on. I’d never had sex while wearing shoes before. That seemed so sexy. I cupped her sex, ran a finger between her wet lips—something else I’d never done before—Fran shuddered with anticipation. I pressed the head of my cock into her sex then shoved it slowly inside.

		Fran moaned. Her body shook. She pushed back. I shoved in deeper, harder. Our skin slapped. I grunted, and Fran groaned.

		“I, I…I need to turn over,” Fran said, breathless.

		I pulled out. Fran flopped around like a turtle landing on her back. She tossed one leg up onto the back of the sofa. Her other foot landed on the carpeted floor. Her hand was on her sex, her finger diddling her clit.

		“Fuck me, Abs. Fuck me, please.”

		I pushed the cock back inside her. I rocked, and she rode that cock, playing with her clit. Fran moaned and gyrated her hips. I pushed in harder and faster. Fran’s moaning got loud, deeper, throatier.

		“Ah, ah, ah.” Then Fran screamed. “Oh, fuck, yes! Ohhhhh!”

		She lifted her hips. The fake cock almost slipped out, but I kept it inside her, riding her, slamming it hard inside her. She cried out again. “Oh, fuuuuuuuuck!”

		Her hips crashed down to the sofa cushions. I collapsed down on top of her. She panted. I felt her body shudder under me. I kissed her mouth. She kissed me back. Hard, then said, “Go down on me, Abs.”

		“What?”

		“Eat my pussy out. Fuck me with your tongue.” He pushed my shoulders, urgently, needfully. “Please.”

		I squirmed down over her body. She had one hand on her boob, squeezing her nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Pinching it. Hard.

		“Lick my pussy.”

		It wasn’t like that was going to be a first for me that evening. I thought about Officer Parker and the taste of her pussy. I eagerly raked my tongue over Fran’s wet lips, tasting her pussy for the first time. Jesus, what a night.

		“That’s it,” Fran encouraged. Her body shuddered. “That’s the way to fucking do it. Fuck yeah. Use your tongue.”

		I did. And I used my fingers. I rubbed her lips with my fingers. I ran my tongue in little tiny circles around her clit. Flicking at it. Teasing her. Eager to make her come.

		Fran’s body twitched. A jolt of pleasure shooting through her.

		“Lick it. Lick it. Ah, ah, ah.” Her body convulsed like an out-of-kilter washing machine. “Yes. That’s it. That’s fucking it!” she screamed. “Yeaaaaaah!”

		She was having a second orgasm. Holy shit.

		“Ah. Ah, AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

		I ran my thumb over her lips, licking and kissing her sex. Her body shuddered each time I flicked my tongue against her clit.

		“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, yeah.”

		Yeah. I thought. Oh, fuck.

		I climbed up onto the cushions and snuggled my way between Fran and the back of the sofa. Our warm bodies together as one. I draped a leg across her thigh. The fake dick lay wet against our skin. This had been a night for me like none other.

		“That was fantastic,” I said.

		“Really?”

		I smiled. “Fan-fucking-tastic.” I kissed her cheek.

		She turned my face and kissed my mouth. Hard. Full of passion. “What happens now?”

		“I don’t know,” I admitted.

		But I did know one thing. In the arms of my oldest and dearest friend, I’d found what I’d been missing all these years. I’d found happiness. I’d found love. I didn’t know what would come next. But I did know one thing. I was in charge. For the first time in my life. Whatever happened. It would be my choice.

		From now on, I was in charge of my life.
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