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      When your first attempt to re-ignite your sex life includes a 911 call…

      Judy Banger may be 50-something, trapped in a dead-end job, and worried her get-up-'n-go got up and went, but she wasn’t ready to throw in the towel…until her old friend’s “little blue pill epiphany” ends badly. Like harps and angels bad.

      When the “meet-cute” of your life includes a black lace bustier, fishnet stockings and a whip named Gerald…

      Gorgeous, sexy Judge Wilson "Wiley" Canby may project the smoldering angst of every romance hero Judy ever fantasized about. Too bad her timing is as rotten as her luck…unless the nearly retired widower needs help to explore his naughty side.

      “Tears, laughter, and sensuality hallmark this delightful novel as heroine Judy Banger, in fits and starts, finds unexpected happiness. I also couldn't help but applaud the fabulous judgment of Judge Wiley Canby!” LT – Amazon review 
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      Judy Banger had one goal and one goal only: survive the humiliation of having sex with a man old enough to be her father.

      Or grandfather.

      Although she wasn't sure that was possible since she was fifty-four and Buddy Fusco wasn't exactly doddering. Quite the opposite, actually.

      Buddy looked pretty good sitting on the foot of her bed, legs spread, wearing nothing but a shit-ass grin. With the help of the little blue pill he'd made a point of popping the moment he walked through the door of her double-wide, he was flag-pole stiff and, obviously, proud of it.

      "Hot damn, Judy, look at the size of this woody. I should have tried this stuff years ago."

      Judy stared at his reflection in the mirror of her antique dressing table. Her bed was just a few feet away behind her but, unlike a rear-view mirror, objects were not smaller. Not at all.

      She had to lick her lips before she could apply a coat of Flaming Coral lipstick. The salesgirl had assured her the color was, "Sexy mama hot." The youngster might have thought sexy grandma, but she'd been PC enough not to lose the sale.

      "You're gorgeous, gorgeous. Come over here. Let's play."

      Gorgeous? When was the last time anyone called her pretty? She honestly couldn't remember. Compliments had never been Shawn's thing.

      She looked at her reflection and smiled. Despite the butterflies wreaking havoc with the coffee and cream cheese Danish Buddy had brought and insisted they share "...for endurance, baby cakes," it felt good to dress for a man, to splurge on new perfume and lipstick. She liked the idea of feeling desirable. It had been too long.

      "Coming, Buddy. I want to look my best." As she fluffed out her artfully frosted hair—her one big splurge, she caught his gaze in the mirror. The look of tenderness in his eyes made her remember: he's a friend. This might turn out okay after all.

      "I love you, Judy. You know that, right?"

      She did.

      But she also knew what he truly meant: "I love the fact you'll let me make love with you, even though I'm old and this could be the last time anybody lets me touch them in a sexual way."

      That had been her rationale for conceding to Buddy's three-month long "seduction." He'd taken her to a boatload of dinners, bought her more beer and pizza than her waistline could afford, plus, he'd paid to have her front porch fixed—and she wasn't talking a boob job.

      The redwood steps and landing of her double-wide had just about rotted through when Buddy called a contractor friend of his to rip out the whole thing and build a brand new, extra wide porch with a handicap ramp. She'd vacillated about the ramp because it seemed to cry "one step closer to old age," but, as Buddy pithily pointed out, "If I don't have to exert the effort to climb your steps, I'll have more energy for other things."

      He meant sex, of course.

      I'm about to have sex with an octogenarian, she thought. I should be ashamed.

      She was. A little. But she also suffered from a deep abiding sense of fairness, and, dammit, Buddy had earned this booty call.

      And what the hell! Sex was good for you and she hadn't done the dirty in a long time. Way too long.

      Oh, God, what if her body forgot how to play this game? Or, her juices had dried up like that uncovered can of fruit cocktail in her fridge?

      She glanced at the array of products on her dressing table. The tube in the pretty purple box promised more sizzle for her "big moment." The darn thing cost twenty-five bucks. She'd better see freakin' fireworks or back it went to the store.

      "You're sweet, Buddy. I like you, too."

      A truthful rejoinder. She did love him...like a friend, as Pru would have said. Judy's BFF, Prudence O'Riley—flame-haired, ninety-pounds dripping wet and one wealthy male consort away from earning her AMEX Gold Digger card—had even expressed a fleeting hint of interest in Buddy until "Mr. Platinum" showed up on the scene. "Did you check with your doctor about those pills like I asked?"

      "Sure, baby. Anything for you. Come on over here. Let's get you naked."

      Judy had been thinking about this moment for a week and she'd decided to go big. "In for a penny, in for a Euro," Pru liked to say. Luckily, Pru was on a cruise around Greece and would never have to hear about this moment if it turned out ridiculous and embarrassing.

      "I thought I'd strip for you, Buddy. Would you like that?"

      He laughed. A big, happy rumble she loved hearing. "Sure. Why not? As long as you wind up with this baby...," He gave his member a quick flick of the wrist."...buried to the hilt in your coochie-coochie, I'm up for anything. Up. Get it?"

      Coochie-coochie?

      The old-fashioned word zapped a few more butterflies. Old-fashioned equaled safe and non-threatening in Judy's book. She could handle this. Buddy was a friend. He didn't have any diseases...well, not the sexually transmitted kind. She knew because he'd shown her a printout from his doctor.

      Let's do this.

      She tapped the music app on her “not-too-smart” phone and opened the playlist she’d spent years acquiring. She smirked when an old Maroon-5 song started to play. Did she have moves like Jagger? Probably not, but Mick was closer to Buddy’s age than hers. If he could gyrate like a young fool, what was stopping her?

      Not a damn thing.

      She'd picked her wardrobe carefully. Wrap around Hawaiian-print skirt. Low-cut white eyelet blouse that looked like something Catherine Zeta-Jones would wear. And instead of her usual wide-strap bra with forty-eight hour support, she'd bought a lacy underwire thing that barely contained her double-Ds—the bane of her existence since age fourteen when they suddenly appeared on her too small chest. Men loved them, though. She'd learned that quickly enough.

      She closed her eyes and let the music guide her hips. She shimmied for effect, leaning toward the bed where Buddy and his up-periscope were waiting. Did his eyes look a little misty?

      Oh. Tenderness blossomed in her chest. He really did care. She just hoped the tears were from joy and not pain from his major stiff one. She unwound the skirt and let it drop to the floor.

      "Bang," she said, trying to sound sexy, not hoarse and nervous.

      Buddy made a low croaking sound. Drool started to form in the corner of his mouth. He stared at her crotch and licked his lips back and forth like a rabid dog.

      Eek.

      She looked down to make sure the tiny triangle of white cloth that claimed to be a thong was still in place. The fact that the string part had disappeared between her butt cheeks in a not so pleasant way made anything possible.

      Normally, she was a modest, white panties sort of girl. But not today. Today she was a vamp. A seductress.

      She stifled a giggle. Not the right sound for this moment. Definitely not the ambience she was going for.

      Fingers shaking, she worked the buttons of her low cut blouse. "One little button...two little buttons." She leaned over and shimmied, her breasts threatening to fall out of the lace cups.

      Buddy let out a satisfying groan. He used his hands on his knees to pull himself forward. "Let me see those big beautiful girls. I've been dreaming about 'em ever since you started working at Heritage House. All the Herry men have the hots for you, Judy, but today you're mine. All mine."

      His voice sounded raspy and strained, but she heard pride and exaltation in his tone, too. The bloom of red in his cheeks matched the healthy glow of his manhood, which he grabbed with one hand and waggled back and forth. "Come get a piece of this, mama."

      As corny as the line sounded, Judy felt her juices loosen up. She'd danced for her husband once or twice and the result had been red-hot sex. She'd forgotten how good it felt to be desired. She was ready and then some.

      She ripped off the shirt dramatically, faltering slightly when her cranky left shoulder caught. Thanks to those stinkin' ten-pound weights. Screw Kelly—her fitness trainer. "Up weight, Judy." Easy for her to say. She was twenty-eight.

      Judy transferred the blouse to her right hand and twirled it like a lasso then tossed it toward Buddy. It landed right in his lap. An impossible, improbable shot. The white material tented his hard-on for a moment, but Buddy quickly shoved it away, making his member wobble back and forth like one of those weighted punching dummies.

      Focus. Focus. She was naked except for three small patches of fabric.  She was human. She had body image issues, but the look of complete and utter awe on Buddy's face sent a shot of pure heat and liquid desire straight where she wanted it—between her legs.

      The music worked its magic. It warmed her up and lubed her joints. She shimmied like the dancer she wished she could have been. She ran her hands up her sides. Fingers cool, skin heated—the combination made her nipples pucker. She palmed her breasts, leaning over and pressing them together so her cleavage spilled out like the wardrobe malfunction Buddy no doubt hoped to see.

      "Oh, Lord," Buddy cried.  "Let me see those majestic mothers."

      The term surprised her coming from Buddy, who, except for his clearly stated intent to get into her pants, seemed like an old-fashioned gentleman. Instead of feeling offended, Judy laughed. "You keep talking dirty, Buddy, and I'm going to have to wash your mouth out with titty."

      Did that make any sense? Probably not, but Buddy obviously didn't care. His tongue hung out of his mouth like a thirsty dog. She walked straight to the bed and dropped to her knees on the carpet then scooted forward and leaned in to present a shelf of burgeoning breast meat for him to plop his dick upon. Buddy spread his legs a little further apart but didn't have quite enough umph to get his butt closer to the edge of the mattress. Judy reached around and pulled him toward her.

      His butt cheeks were skinny, his skin cool and feathery dry. She'd never liked the feel of parchment paper but she tried to put the thought out of her mind. He's old. Get over it. She'd made her decision to do this—no matter how icky certain aspects of the actual process might prove to be.

      Once properly settled, Buddy put his hands on her shoulders, fumbling slightly with her bra straps. His fingers trembled.

      Eagerness, not palsy, she decided.

      A maternal feeling swelled in her chest as she let him do his best. She even dipped one shoulder to help. The strap fell to her bicep, but the scrap of lace fabric covering her boob barely dipped low enough to reveal a hint of aureole. The all-powerful underwire held its ground, keeping the whole thing upright, front and center.

      "Oh," he said, his tone disappointed and a little confused. He tried to reach behind her, apparently unfamiliar with the concept of the front clasp.

      She quickly dispensed with the plastic snap at her breastbone and shrugged free of the wire and lace. Then gently but with purpose, she placed both of his hands on her breasts.

      An electric shiver passed through his fingers to her skin. He closed his eyes and groaned with pleasure.

      "So soft," he whispered reverently. "I'd forgotten how wonderful a woman's body could feel. Oh, my God, you're beautiful, Judy. So damn beautiful. I wish I'd met you twenty years ago."

      Nice words that reassured her. She was doing the right thing. He truly did care for her.

      She didn't bother telling him that she'd been married twenty years ago. Somewhat happily. She and Shawn had just started swinging. His idea. He'd been after her for years to try wife swapping. She'd finally conceded after a doctor told her the only way she'd ever be a mother was by adoption—something Shawn refused to consider. "I'm not working my ass off to support somebody else's brat."

      She should have read the writing on the wall right then, instead of waiting for him to tire of her and find someone new.

      "I've always been a breast man," Buddy said. "For the life of me, I can't remember why I married my wife. Except for when she was pregnant, Flo had two peas on a board. Barely even a mouthful. I'd die happy if I could have a mouthful of this," he said, lifting both breasts to bury his face in her flesh.

      For an old dude, he moves with surprising agility. She watched him kiss and gently lick the wide brown circle surrounding each pinky-size nipple.

      Squeezing her left breast like a ripe grapefruit, he wrapped his lips around the right nipple and suckled, with more force than she'd thought possible—especially given the fact she'd once seen his teeth sitting beside his plate at dinner. An oversight he'd quickly, discreetly, fixed when she'd joined him at the table.

      She tried to focus on the sensations she'd craved for so long instead of the unwelcome intrusive details bouncing around her mind. She'd always liked it when a lover sucked on her breasts. Shawn had loved her double Ds. He named them Di and Dem for Princess Diana and Demi Moore.

      At the time, Ghost had been their favorite movie. Years later, she found out Diana had been the name of his first girlfriend who broke his heart and gave him mono.

      "You're good, Buddy."  The sensory receptors on the inside of her woman parts tingled. Juices flowed the way they were supposed to. Her mouth went dry and her abdominal muscles tightened.

      Through lowered lashes she watched his nearly bald speckled crown bob with enthusiasm. Blurring her focus slightly, she could almost imagine someone younger and more dashing—Daniel Craig or the guy from Thor—twirling her ruddy brown nipple with his tongue, laving the skin of the aureole with the sandpaper roughness of the stubble on his chin.

      "I'm even better when I'm bad.” His voice sounded a bit hoarse but smug.

      "Stand up."

      The abrupt command shattered her dream. The order could have come from Daniel or the Thor guy, but the slight crack in Buddy's voice seemed age-related. Too many cigarettes during the war, he'd claimed once. But which war? The Korean War? Vietnam? Which took place when Judy was a child... if she'd been born at all. She'd never been good at math, and history bored her to tears. Besides, what did it matter? Only a masochist would care about such things, she told herself.

      Speaking of masochism...

      "Do you want to do anything wild and different, Buddy? If this is a one-time thing..." That's what they'd agreed on. A 'roll in the hay'—Buddy's term. Just this once. No strings attached.  "...I'm willing to give it my all."

      She was a good sport. Ask anybody. Although, hopefully none of Buddy's pals at Heritage House. She'd been clear that she had no intention of spreading her legs for any old man who could get his hands on Viagra. Rolling in the hay with a friend was one thing, being known as an easy lay quite another.

      "Oh, yeah, honey, I know what I want to do to you and what I want you to do to me, but first you gotta take off that tongue thing."

      "Tongue? Oh, my thong. Right."

      She got up slowly with as much grace as a hippo. Even after weeks of workouts, she had to grab the bedpost for support as she hoisted her ass off the floor. Her knees made that all-too-familiar sound of crumpled cellophane being pulled from a gift bag.

      Once standing, she hooked her thumbs under the itty-bitty elasticized bands of lace and yanked downward. An artfully trimmed triangle of reddish gold pubic hair burst free. "I waxed for you," she wanted to say, but decided the claim sounded needy—like a little girl asking for a father figure's approval. She refused to say daddy, even though the thought lurked at the back of her mind.

      She let the material fall to the brown shag carpet and kicked it to one side. To her surprise, she suddenly felt ten times more naked than she had a moment before. She nearly turned and dashed to the bathroom. Perhaps sensing her panic, Buddy clamped both hands on her hips and exclaimed, "Perfection. I always liked a woman with a healthy bush. The kind I could bury my face in. Step closer, beautiful, let me get your smell on my face."

      The logistics of that request stumped her for a moment. "Umm...maybe if you lay back and I..." She pressed the tips of her fingers against the triangle of wiry white hairs on his chest.

      "Oh, sure. Gotcha," he said, lowering to his elbows. "Climb aboard."

      She helped him lie flat then planted both hands near his shoulders and drew herself up. She knee-walked closer to his shoulders and head, trying to gauge a pragmatic distance.

      "Spread those legs a bit, honey. I can't think of a better way to suffocate but I want to taste this honey pot before I go."

      Judy chuckled and moved her knees farther apart. "I feel like an astronaut trying to dock the Space Shuttle."

      "You're doing great, Houston. A little bit closer..."

      She let out a surprised yip when Buddy's fingers grasped her butt cheeks with surprising strength and pulled her down the last few inches.

      "Oh," she cried with a soft purr a few seconds later. Instant heat—and an unexpected jolt of tenderness—swept through her as she watched him bury his face in the triangle between her legs. She moved her hips without prompting from his guiding hands. She palmed her breasts and wiggled some more, reveling in the excitement radiating outward. Unfortunately, her lazy quad muscles played out pretty fast from the effort it took not to squish her partner.  She had no choice but to switch positions. "Two can play at this," she murmured. "No reason you shouldn't have a taste of your own medicine."

      She'd meant to sound playful not bossy, but the look on Buddy's face made her wonder if a little leather and the crack of a whip might not be in order next time.

      No next time, she reminded herself, easing to all fours.

      "You have a nice body, Buddy," she said. "Big and hard."

      "You should have seen it when I was a young buck. I could screw like a rabbit—five, six times a night and still have juice left to jerk off in the shower the next morning. My late wife actually asked me to find a mistress just so she could have a break."

      "Did you?"

      "Four of 'em. Not all at the same time, of course. That would have gotten messy." He cradled her hips and tugged downward. "Enough talk and more action, honey. That pill ain't gonna last forever."

      Neither was she. Despite her exercise routine and weight lifting, she sucked at push-ups. Her wrists complained and her muscles started to quiver. "Can we...um...roll to one side, Buddy? If my forearms give out, it'll mean a face plant between your legs and it won't be pretty."

      He laughed softly. "Sure, doll. You lead. I'll follow."

      A few grunts and possibly a discreet fart later, they'd achieved the sixty-nine position in the center of the bed. Buddy's head rested on the fleshy pillow of her bent thigh. She used her left hand to massage his balls while her right hand worked his shaft, up and down.

      He groaned with appreciation. "That's nice, baby. Real nice. But I think I'm in the mood for a seventy-one."

      "A 'seventy-one'? What's that?"

      "It's a sixty-nine with two fingers up the butt."

      His quip was accompanied by a barking laugh that turned into a cough. "I heard that line at a bar the other day. Couldn't wait to use it."

      She didn't know if he was serious or not, but his words brought back a memory she thought she'd exorcised completely. "Stick a hot tongue between my wife's legs and she'll do your every bidding—even poke a finger up your a-hole if that's how you get off," Shawn once told a stranger at a bar.

      "That's a lie," Judy had started to protest until she looked around him and nearly melted into a puddle of humiliation. The "stranger" was a cop who'd dropped off some paperwork earlier in the day at the law office where she worked as a receptionist. The man split without comment a few minutes later, but the look he'd given her left no question he remembered her.

      When Judy told Shawn who he was, Shawn had laughed off her concern. "Soliciting sex for money might get you arrested, but it's a still a free country to make conversation. Besides, from what I've read, prison sex might be worth the black mark on your record. The only down side would be catching AIDs or an STD."

      A sexually transmitted disease is the only downside? she'd wanted to scream. But she didn't. Instead, she'd asked her boss the next day how much it would cost to get a divorce.

      "You don't have to do it," Buddy said, bringing her back to the present. "Not if it bothers you. My wife never would, either. She said she was there for sex, not a proctology exam."

      His chuckle brought back the cough. This time so hard, the mattress shook.

      Judy wasn't sure whether his late wife's comment or the hollow quality of his cough touched her most, but after the hacking stopped, she made a bird with her middle finger. So much for my manicure.

      Buddy's gruff bellow blended pleasure and pain with a side of ecstasy.

      "Stop. Stop," he cried. "I'm almost ready to blow and I want to cum inside you, baby. Let's get you to the same place."

      Like that's going to happen. Her brain was too active, too full of memories to let go and enjoy the physical side of the act. Or so she thought. He sucked and bit and twirled until her entire body tensed on the edge of release. She wriggled and pushed trying to find just the right spot, the right rhythm. She was so focused on the front door, she paid no mind to the back—until the moment he slid a bony finger up her anus.

      Something bright and wild exploded behind her eyes. A ball of fire throbbed between her legs and she nearly levitated off the bed. Judy wasn't a wham-bam-here's-your-orgasm kind of gal. She fought hard for every blasted O that came—no pun intended—her way. Until now.

      "Now," Buddy cried, tearing his mouth from the fountainhead of her crotch. "You on top."

      His breathlessness added to her sense of urgency. Her body hummed with a need of its own.

      He guided her hips away from his face with a firmness that made it clear he wanted to see her big white backside when they did the deed. This surprised her given his declaration that he was a breast man. She'd never come in this position, but since she'd already had one blindingly satisfying orgasm, she wouldn't be greedy. She rose up on her knees so she could welcome him into her very happy, eager body.

      Wait...why not enjoy this as much as Buddy?

      "Hold that thought." She scrambled sideways and pulled open the top drawer of her nightstand.

      "Yeah, baby, you'll like this, too.”

      She showed him the small vibrator—a personal massager—not a dildo, the magazine ad had claimed.

      Normally, she would have preferred a more honest approach in marketing, something like..."Delude yourself all you want, sad, single lady, but we know what part of your body you intend to massage with this."

      Still, the price had been right, and she'd lost count of the number of nights her battery-operated friend and a sexy book had been her climax companions.

      She lowered her slippery, eager body into place. She couldn't see Buddy without twisting around, but his low, satisfied groan said it all.

      "That's right. Oh, yeah," he cried softly.

      It took a couple of adjustments to find her rhythm, but once the hum of the strategically placed vibrator started to build momentum in her core, her hips pumped and her vaginal muscles—semi-retired though they were—squeezed with abandon. The sensation in her deep central abyss built slowly this time—sharp, sweet musical notes growing bolder, louder and more intense. Her focus narrowed. Her breathing sounded harsh, animal-like. But the hot build arced to near pain...then built more.

      "Oh, God, Buddy, this is it. Here I come. Holy mother of God, here...it...is."

      The explosion quite possibly caused her to black out for a few seconds. Her breathing roared like a crashing tsunami inside her head. If Buddy cried out his thanks, joy, or profanity, she missed it completely.

      She assumed he got his rocks off. She couldn't say for sure that he did, but how could he not?

      "That was without a doubt the biggest orgasm I've experienced in my entire life, Buddy," she said, still panting.

      Her thighs trembled from the effort it took not to flop back and squish the poor man. "I know I'm heavy. Sorry. But I've got to catch my breath before I can move. I kid you not, Buddy. That was amazing. Even better than the time in Mexico when my ex-husband talked me into eating a psychedelic mushroom."

      A humming sensation near her leg made her look down.

      "Ha," she cried, picking up her vibrator. "Almost forgot about you."

      She turned off the switch and lobbed it underhand into the open drawer. To her great surprise, it plopped in perfectly. A sign, perhaps, that all was right with the world.

      Grabbing the bed’s corner post for leverage, she carefully eased off Buddy. Did his body seem more flaccid than usual? Possibly. This was her first experience with Viagra, but...still...

      "Is this normal?" she asked as she bent down to pick up her panties, which she quickly used to swab the wetness between her legs. "You did cum, didn't you?"

      She glanced over her shoulder. "Buddy?"

      Her fingers closed over the wet silk and she stepped back, fist flying to her mouth as she inhaled sharply. "Buddy? Are you okay?"

      Eyes open. Lips smiling...sorta. But nothing appeared to be moving. Not his mouth. Not the springy white carpet of hair on his chest. Nothing.

      "Oh, no," she cried, rushing to his side. She grabbed the hand that had been squeezing her butt cheek not five minutes earlier and gave it a shake.

      Nothing. Not a flinch.

      "Buddy," she shouted, grabbing him by the shoulders. "Wake up, Bud. Breathe. Come on, sweetie, you can do it. Don't you dare die on me, Buddy Fusco. Damn it, blink."

      An eerie out-of-body surreal sensation descended on her. She'd witnessed death twice—two Heritage House residents she'd had the sad misfortune of finding. But never anything as intimate, as up-close-and-personal, as this. As if from a distance, she saw herself kneeling on her mattress buck naked with Buddy's body sprawled motionless on her bed.

      Tears filled her eyes. "No. No. Please don't die, Buddy," she pleaded. "You promised me your doctor cleared you for sex. Did you lie to me? Damn it. You lied, didn't you?"

      Of course, he lied, she chided herself. Every man she'd ever known had lied to her.

      "When will I stop being so damned gullible and trusting?" she blubbered, as her nose started to run. She used the cloth in her hand before it hit her that she was wiping bodily fluids on her face. Her stomach heaved. She scuttled off the bed and raced for the bathroom.

      She made it just in time before her stomach emptied. Tears, snot and the rancid taste of vomit squeezed out every other sensory factor as she hung her head over the toilet bowl. Once the dry heaves lessened, she rocked back on her heels, muttering, "Oh, no. Oh, no. What do I do now?"

      Her legs trembled and her knees nearly gave out as she pulled herself up at the vanity. She rested her weight on her forearms to crank both valves wide open and splash water on her face. She'd have crawled into the spigot if she thought the water would have been sufficient to rinse the bad taste from her mouth.

      "One hell of a price to pay for a great orgasm," she muttered bitterly as she pawed through the medicine cabinet for mouthwash.

      She chugged the bright blue liquid full-strength straight out of the bottle, rinsed and spit three times before slamming the bottle with controlled fury. "This sucks, sucks, sucks," she shrieked at her reflection in the mirror. "I suck."

      So much for sexy. The woman in the mirror looked old and tragic and pathetic.

      She grabbed her ratty cotton robe from the hook by the shower and stepped to the doorway to survey the scene. A million or so thoughts flew through her brain but none gelled—except for the fact she'd killed a man. Not intentionally, of course. She liked Buddy. She never would have done anything to hurt him. She'd never in a million years have agreed to have sex with him if she'd known his heart would give out. If that's what happened. There'd be an autopsy, no doubt.

      An autopsy. "Shit."

      She needed to call the police. Now.

      What would they say? Would they smirk behind their badges? You didn't grow up with a name like Banger without experiencing your share of teasing. She'd been the butt of crude jokes for years. She honestly thought she was beyond caring what people thought, but this would change things. Judy Banger just banged a man to death. Word would get around.

      She swallowed the bad taste in her mouth then shook her head, silently scolding herself. Stop it, Judy. Grow a set and do something. Enough wallowing in self-pity. This isn't about me. It's about poor Buddy Fusco.

      She straightened her shoulders, resigned to making the call. She'd taken two steps toward her phone when a thought hit—What if the electrical current from my vibrator messed with Buddy's pacemaker? She didn't know for certain he had one, but he'd joked about being the bionic man. Would they charge her with manslaughter, not murder?

      With a stockpile of stomach acid torturing her hiatal hernia, she grabbed the bottle of antacids she kept beside her bed and shook three into her palm. Chewing intently, she sat gingerly, her back to Buddy. She couldn't look at him. Her hands were shaking so badly she could barely punch in the numbers: 9-1-1. She had no idea what to say.

      "9-1-1, what's your emergency?" A woman's voice. Flat. Unfriendly.

      "My friend is dead. I think." She glanced over her shoulder. "I'm pretty sure. He isn't moving. He's old. Like eighty-something. He might have had a heart attack. Can you send someone? I don't know what to do." The whole truth and nothing but the truth. She felt as impotent as a cork bobbing along on a tidal wave.

      The woman rattled off a dozen or so questions, but once Judy answered the name and address part of the inquisition, her mind pretty much shut down. "Just come," she said softly, carefully replacing the portable phone in its saddle. "Just come."

      The moment she hung up, she stood and walked to her closet. She didn't know what compelled her to get dressed. Habit? Some weird sense of propriety? She detoured a step to grab her fancy underwear, which she'd dropped on her way to the bathroom. Were they evidence? She debated a moment then buried them in the hamper in her closet. She'd be damned if she'd let strangers mock her vanity.

      "Bra," she murmured, returning to the bed area. She scanned the entire room, trying her best not to look at the body on the bed.

      "Really?" she said, planting both hands on her hips. "Really? An entire room in which to land and it winds up pinned under a dead man's foot? My luck sucks."

      She stomped closer to the bed, leaned down and tugged. The foot moved, too, in an eerie, surreal way.

      "Shit. That's all I need. Some fancy-schmancy crime scene investigator figuring out I tampered with evidence." She wadded the skimpy bra into a ball, tempted to flush it down the toilet. But, the way her luck was running, it would plug up the line and she'd wind up paying a plumber two hundred bucks to snake her sewer. Which, she knew from experience, was dirtier than it sounded.

      She stuffed the delicate white material in her hamper with her disrepute thong. She might never bring herself to wear either again, but she'd be damned if she'd throw away thirty bucks for nothing.

      "I watch too much TV," she muttered. "There wasn't a crime. Why would there be a crime scene investigation?"

      Her logic provided a modicum of relief as she finished dressing. But, as she stuffed her breasts into a regular bra, she experienced a guilty twinge of remembered pleasure.

      When did he die? Before I came or after?

      The question lodged in her throat like a hunk of overcooked steak. If Buddy's heart was still ticking when she climaxed then she could breathe easy. That made her someone with really bad timing, but still a normal person who, unfortunately, had sex with an older gentleman who passed away in close proximity to copulation. But...if his ticker gave up the ghost prematurely and she carried on screwing without a clue that Buddy was a corpse, she moved into a category of kinky reserved for the really twisted. She probably deserved whatever foul punishment God, fate or karma had in store for her.

      An even worse alternative hit her. "What if I never find out? Who would I ask? The coroner? Oh, excuse me, sir, could you tell me when exactly the deceased kicked the bucket? Was it before or after he shot his wad?" Her stomach heaved. "I suck."

      She grabbed the T-shirt she'd left on top of her dresser and shrugged it on. Likewise, she dug a pair of jeans out of the drawer and pulled them on without thought. Her mind seesawed between morosely numb and panic-attack frenetic. One part tried to remember—wouldn't stop obsessing over, actually—what she recalled about Buddy's family. His wife passed away a dozen or so years earlier. Cancer. He'd lived alone enjoying numerous lady friends and an active social life until the accident. He'd been distracted for a moment—his son told everyone Buddy blacked out, but that was never proven—and ran a stop sign. Fancy cars meant a big insurance pay out. Very few companies wanted to insure him. "The only one that would write a policy wanted my left nut plus two grand," he'd told her bitterly. His son made him stop driving.

      His son.

      Judy poked her head out of the closet and addressed the body on the bed. "I forgot about your son, Buddy. The lawyer," she said in a tone she knew he would have understood. If he were alive. Which he wasn't. "Who's going to tell him? Not me. And certainly not you."

      Judy hadn't met the man. He lived in the L.A. area and rarely, if ever, visited his father. "Lewis has money, but no soul," Buddy told her once. "Typical L.A. lawyer. Breaks my heart, but you can't undo three decades of bad parenting in a couple of years. If I'd been around more when Lew was growing up, maybe he'd like me better."

      Judy wasn't fond of lawyers. She'd watched the inner circle goings on at the law firm where she worked and hadn't been impressed. She didn't know this Lewis guy, but she didn't like him. Family was more important than hurt feelings, and a son shouldn't ignore his poor old father. Maybe if Lewis had been more involved in Buddy's life, Buddy wouldn't have felt compelled to seek out sex with a relative stranger.

      "He never visited you," she told Buddy's body. "Never brought his kids to see their grandpa. If I were a lawyer, I could argue that Lewis is the reason you wound up in bed with me—because you were so lonely from being neglected by your family."

      She knew deflection when she heard it but felt a momentary relief directing the blame on another pair of shoulders. She poked her bare feet into the ugly purple Crocs she'd sworn never to buy but wound up loving.

      She had no integrity whatsoever. "You lack moral turpitude, Judy Banger," her high school civics teacher once told her. She'd been too lazy to look up the word, but the dire tone of the man's declaration had haunted her.

      Years later she ran across the word in a book. She didn't need a dictionary to spell out how low the morally bankrupt character had fallen. She'd been angry and disgusted that a teacher would say such a horrible thing about a student for failing to turn in a homework assignment on time.

      Now, she wondered if the man had seen a side of her she didn't know existed?  He'd given her a D in his class. Who knew what her failings would wind up costing her this time?

      Taking a deep breath, she pivoted on one heel and looked around. Her room was exactly the way it always was—except for the naked body on her bed. Buddy's pecker rested limply against his thigh.

      Every part of him—not just his penis—looked smaller. When his spirit left, it opened the taps and drained off the joy that gave a bounce to his step, the ten pounds of ego he'd sported without apology, and the capricious grin one saw before noticing his liver spots and wrinkles.

      She always thought the youthful glow in his cheeks was a sign of good health. What if it had been the flush of impending heart failure?

      How will the police interrogation go?

      "You're saying he looked flushed?"

      "Um...he looked healthy."

      "Didn't it occur to you that a man his age shouldn't look healthy?"

      Judy didn't handle authority figures well. She'd probably incriminate herself without even opening her mouth. No, seriously. What would happen if the police took her in for questioning? Who would she call for help?

      Pru was half a globe away. Her neighbor could feed the cat if the process took hours or days. But what if they charged her with an actual crime? Manslaughter? Elder abuse? Would she have to go before a judge? Would she be able to raise bail? She could use her car for collateral. If anyone considered a 2001 Honda Civic worth anything...

      Stop.

      She slapped her hand to her chest and forced herself to take a deep breath.

      "There won't be bail because this was not my fault," she said with as much confidence as she could muster. "It's not like I gave him the Viagra."

      But I did agree to make love with him after he had my deck rebuilt.

      "Good lord," she croaked under her breath. She might not be a murderer, but she could be a prostitute in the eyes of the law.

      Screw the law. What about in the eyes of my boss?

      She couldn't stifle the little mewling sound that squeaked between her parched lips. Her palms and underarms, by contrast, bypassed dewy and went straight to locker room soggy.

      Panic—her old frenemy and ever-present companion since her bedmate kicked the bucket—ratcheted up the hideous possibilities. She'd lose her job. She'd have to sell her home. With mobile home prices in the toilet, her upside down mortgage meant she wouldn't make a dime. She'd wind up on the streets. And who'd pay to be with a Black Widow? Well, technically she wasn't a widow since she and Buddy weren't married and she didn't benefit in the least from his death, but try telling that to a potential john. She'd never be able to support herself as a hooker.

      Her doorbell squawked.

      She gave Buddy a dirty look. "You promised to fix that, you know."

      "You need a new bell, doll," he'd said a few days earlier. "I'll pick one up for you. What else needs work around here? Make a list. I'm pretty handy with a tool or two. Some more than others, if you get my drift," he'd added with an endearingly lecherous leer.

      "Oh, Buddy... ." Tears returned to her eyes and a heavy weight settled around her heart. She'd lost her friend. Her good friend. Life sucked, and it was about to get worse. With a swipe to her eyes, she turned and left the room.

      Out of habit, she paused at the jog in the hall to inspect her reflection in the full-length mirror. Same old Judy. Chin-length bob with blond streaks to hide the gray. Her NYDJ—Not Your Daughter's Jeans, which she'd found at Goodwill—fit her nicely despite the fifteen...okay, twenty extra pounds around her middle.

      Maybe I'll lose weight in prison. She stuck out her tongue.

      That's when she noticed the shirt she'd grabbed. Buddy bought it for her last month at a car show. The front sported a small image of a bright blue 1940s Ford Woodie station wagon with a couple of colorful surfboards on top. A larger version of the same print appeared on the back. Buddy had held the shirt to his chest—big picture out, of course—and asked in his loud, gruff voice, "When are you gonna let me show you my woody, doll?"

      She choked on a sob.

      The doorbell squawked again. Blindly, she stumbled to the door, bumping into the coffee table on her way past. Muttering in pain, she grabbed a couple of tissues from the box on the counter then opened the door.

      Two officers stood side-by-side on her porch. A tall, thin man and a short, stocky woman.

      Two. Damn. Double the intimidation factor.

      She and Buddy had discussed her phobia not long ago. He'd told her, "Honey girl, cops are just people. They choose that sort of job to make them feel more powerful. Doesn't mean you owe them your power."

      Intellectually, she agreed, but that knowledge did nothing to stop her knees from going jelly-like. She gripped the door for support.
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      The male cop spoke first. "You called 9-1-1?" he asked, his tone serious.

      Dead serious, Judy thought, absurdly. She almost laughed, but the suspicious-borderline-hostile squint of his partner quelled her nervous reaction. The woman stared over Judy's shoulder as if expecting trouble.

      From...zombies?

      "Um...the bod...my friend...in the bedroom," she finally got out.

      Why didn't I practice what to say?

      "I think he had a heart attack. I don't know for sure. He didn't make a sound.  Or if he did, I didn't hear it." The female cop's squint narrowed by half. "The music...." She stopped.

      She didn't remember turning off the playlist. Had her phone’s battery died...just like Buddy's heart? Coincidence or Divine intervention?

      She honestly couldn't say for a fact the music was playing when they were making love. She had no excuse for not hearing Buddy cry out...if he had...except that she'd been caught up in the throes of a mind-blowing orgasm. Did climaxing constitute a legal defense, she wondered?

      "If you wouldn't mind leading the way?"

      The man had a nice voice and lovely manners. And kind eyes. Blue with short dark lashes. Who notices that kind of thing when they're about to be arrested for murder, she wondered? I might be in shock. I need to keep my mouth shut.

      "I might be in shock." She groaned and pinched the bridge of her nose.

      "Are you alone here? Except for the deceased?"

      The female cop's tone was sharp, intense and slightly accusatory. Judy could hear the rest of her unasked questions. "Why were you alone here with this man who is not your husband? How do I know he's not your husband? Because you called him your friend and everyone knows husbands and wives are not friends."

      "Yes. Alone. Except for Buddy," Judy answered. "The bedroom is this way."

      She tried to walk purposefully, without guilt or shame, but her bruised shin made her limp unevenly. So much for dignity.

      "You said the deceased was your friend?"

      Was there a hint of snide in the woman's tone?

      Yep, Judy decided, the bitch thinks I'm a whore.

      She stopped and turned so abruptly the male cop nearly plowed into her. "Buddy's a widower. I'm divorced. We're both consenting adults. Is there something wrong with that?"

      She knew the question was stupid, her tone defensive. It probably made her look guilty.

      "Nobody is accusing you of anything, Ma'am," the male cop said with a quick look and almost invisible shake of the head to his partner. "We need to see the body."

      "Sorry. I'm not used to people dying. Well, that's not completely true. Where I work, most of the residents have one foot on the banana peel, but they don't usually keel over in my presence."

      Stop. Talking. Now. Dumb-ass.

      "You work?" the female cop asked.

      What? Like I'm too old to be gainfully employed?

      "Where do you work?" the male cop asked, one beat behind his partner.
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