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Get in touch with Selena






Selena Friday is in her thirties and
married life can sometimes get a bit boring. She usually writes
thrillers while her hubby is at work. But couples need some "just
us" time, you know? So, they make plans to have a special night
just for them every other Friday. Selena writes about some dirty
phantasies she or her hubby can't let go off, and then they act
them out.






One day, the hubby found a website
where you could publish these kinds of stories (most stores don't
allow them). And Selena found it hot to share their phantasies as
long as it's relatively anonymous. So don't tell their in-laws,
okay?






Have fun!
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 Synopsis






I was tight on money when I was
pulled over by a police officer late at night. Luckily, the
handsome black cop was an old friend, I had always had a huge crush
on.

What's a girl to do?

***

"Your brother told me about your
money problems. Paying for that ticket won't be easy for you, will
it?"

Oh please, make my dream come
through!

"Do not move," he
ordered.

His hands settled on my hips, he
stroked them up and down a few times, while he tried to control his
breathing. I felt him in my neck, his nose almost touching me as he
smelled my body cream.

His hands drifted downwards to the
globes of my ass. I jumped to the top of my toes as he squeezed
them.

Toby chuckled. "Tell me if you feel
uncomfortable."


 Story


Enjoying the wind blow through my
hair was the most amazing feeling ever. I was involved in a minor
car crash just before the lockdown. My beautiful red convertible
had been at the repair show for three months!

Three months in which I could not go
out to buy cloths or shop at a cheap supermarket or do anything
fun!

My only option for food was that
expensive eco-friendly shop two miles from where I lived.
Everything else was too far away to walk to and asking friends and
family to drive me all the time during a pandemic proved to be an
impossible burden on everyone involved.

I'm not going to lie. The food was
lifting my pockets heavily, but my skin had never looked
better.

After the lookdown, I still had to
wait for the repair job to catch up to their workload. I had to
make a payment plan with them, leaving me not that high on their
list of priorities, anyway.

But all of that hustle was finally
over now! I had my car back and our first drive being back together
had to be celebrated properly.

So what if I was driving a bit too
fast?

It's not as if there had been a tone
of people cruising around I could have hit. It was a hot day and
most people sat at home enjoying their air conditioning.

I was already on my way back when I
suddenly noticed the red and blue light in the rear mirror.
Darkness was slowly creeping over the area as the sun went down.
When the police car got closer, the siren and lights flooded my car
and my senses.

I pulled over to the side, hoping
the officer would keep driving and catch whoever they were
after.

But the car stopped behind
me.

"Crap," I murmured and watched it
through the mirror.

I had never been pulled over before.
When were you supposed to look for your papers? I had heart horror
stories of people getting shot just because the officer believed
themselves threatened by the glove box.

Okay, yes, there probably was a
threat. You never knew if someone reached for a gun or their
registration. But if the police told you to produce the
paperwork?

Whoever was behind me didn't step
out of the vehicle. I eyed the glove compartment? Did I have enough
time while they checked my plates?

I decided to make a wild dash for
it. I was prepared for a situation like this.

In theory.

I had a small folder with my
insurance papers, my car registration, and my license in there. I
never took it out and I always carried it together.

But I also stuffed my glove box with
a lot of candy and recipes.

"Damn it," I cursed. The folder was
hanging somewhere. I yanked on it, but it wouldn't
butch.

A sudden knocking noise had me
jumping so quickly, I hit my head on the mirror. Half of the
content of my glove compartment also fell out and onto the food
area of the passenger seat.

So much for doing a quick dash
before anyone could suspect me of searching for a
weapon.

I turned to the window. The bright
light of a torch prevented me from seeing more than the officer's
shirt. Was it light brown or muddy yellow? I had only ever seen
them on TV. I hated being so sensitive to lights. I could already
feel the headache coming on.

I lowered the window and usher a
friendly but nervous "Good evening".

And then I panicked.

"I've only been looking for my
license. I swear I don't have a gun. I don't even know where I
could get one. Or how one would go about shooting it."

I rambled about how understanding I
was of the threat of guns to officers. Seriously, even I would
suspect me of hiding something shady at that point.

"Mam," he interrupted me after a
minute or two. "Your license, registration, and proof of
insurance."

"Sorry," I murmured as I handed them
over.

Something about his voice tickled
the back of my mind, but I quickly shuck it off. I shouldn't have
watched so many fake cop shows. My brain was racing with
possibilities of what would happen next.

Logically, I knew I would get a
ticket and that's it.

But in my mind, I would be forced
out of the car, searched, imprisoned and forgotten in jail for
three months before someone found out they had confused me with
somebody else that just so happened to share my name.

The officer looked through my papers
for a few seconds. Then he stepped back behind my car. I saw him
press a button on what I suspected was his radio, but I still
hadn't seen his face. I hadn't even known his name, just that he
had beautiful black hands. Didn't all cops introduce themselves or
wear one of these little name plates?

I few moments later, the officer
stepped back to my window, his flashlight directed directly at me.
I couldn't ask him to please not do that. He would have probably
suspect me of doing drugs, which I had never done in my life. I
wanted this to be over quickly. If he searched my car, it would
take hours.

"Can you tell me how fast you've
been driving?"

I had once seen a YouTube video
about how the police try to trick you sometimes. They want you to
admit committing a crime before you knew you're even
accused.

I contemplated what to answer. I
wasn't a talented liar, so that was out. I could have told him the
truth and admit I had no idea, but knew I was too fast. But that
made me guilty of reckless driving.

Damn, paying for that ticket would
be so hard! I could barely afford the car repair.

And now this!

Why hadn't I been more careful! I
couldn't lose my car all over again. It was our first day back
together. The world was so unfair!

Maybe I could somehow distract him
until I had found the answer?

"Have we met before?"

He bended down, taking the
torchlight away.

"I hoped you wouldn't recognize
me."

"Toby?"

"Yeah, it's me."

"Oh my god, I haven't seen you in so
long. Wait, why didn't you want me to know it's you?"

He shrugged. "Because it's always
strange ticketing people you know. I didn't want you to take it
personal or try to take advantage of our connection."

Connection.

That was a bit far
stretched.

Toby was my oldest brother's best
friend in High School. I had always had a huge crush on him,
although we barely exchanged more than a few words in all the time
we've known each other. I think it had a lot to do with all the
prejudices my friends had put in my head. They talked a lot about
how big the package of black man was. I was curious. I wanted to
find out if Toby carried a big black cock like all the stars on
porn websites.

He never saw me in as anything else
than a child.

Believe me, I tried many times to
catch his attention. I attached myself to their group every time
they went to somebody's pool or to the lake. I wore the tiniest
green bikini I could find, and Toby still never looked at
me.

I knew I wasn't ugly. His friends
certainly noticed me when I was seventeen. They never did anything
about it because of my brother, but they stared at me constantly. I
just wasn't attractive enough for Toby.

Apparently, that was back then,
because now, Toby was starring at the exposed skin of my
legs.

"I won't do that. I know I have to
pay."

"Hmm," he murmured absent mindly.
"Your skin is tanning."

"Yeah, I had some time to lie in the
back garden."

I didn't want to tell him why. I had
lost my job like so many others these days. This left me with a lot
of free time to think about how embarrassed I was to be so tight
with my money.

"When did you get your car
back?"

"Today. How did you know I had an
accident? We dealt with it privately. It hadn't been reported to
the police."

"Your brother told me. He tells me a
lot about you, actually. About your money problems."

"Oh."

"Paying for that ticket won't be
easy for you, will it?"

"No."

I looked into his eyes. He'd said he
didn't want anyone to take advantage of him, but he sounded as if
there was a possibility to get out of it.

Should I ask, or should I wait for
him to make the first step?

"I have a proposition to resolve our
little... issue," he told me, a finger slowly tracing my
shoulder.

"You do? Is it... finally
happening?"

Had he noticed
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