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Tyres bit into loose gravel and the engine’s full, throaty growl became a furious roar of sheer power. The roads in these parts petered off at the edges into crumbs of dirt and gravel. There was no sense in curbing them, but that didn’t stop Bradley Sullivan from pushing his car to the limit around each and every bend. Hundreds of miles of frayed asphalt and dirt lay ahead of his vehicle, lined by dense rows of trees. Nobody to stop him from squealing his car tyres along the bright, empty roads on this night. Not that anybody would dare to stop him from living his best life. He owned half the land in the county; therefore, he owned the county. Brad smiled to himself and eased the pedal to the floor, watching the surrounding wilderness whip past his windows in a continuous grey blur. What a rush.

Daytime drinking always left Brad with a niggling headache, and today was no exception. Thankfully, this was the best cure: driving fast with the top down and letting cold air yank the hangover out of his head. No music, no conversation, not even a business call setting up the next lunch appointment. This was true living. One man, one machine, and a hundred miles of barren road to use as his personal racetrack. The engine roared. The wind howled. Brad smiled again.

The road opened into a three-mile stretch, an arrow cut straight through the fields, giving eventually onto a meandering course of gradual curves which, in the right hands, could be taken in 5th with barely a drop in speed. It was known locally as the strip, and had since anyone could remember, been used by local jocks and petrol heads to settle old scores, and chalk up new ones in drag-racing and the like. Brad could navigate these turns in his sleep and took plenty of pride in holding his foot steady on the accelerator, never once touching the brake pedal. A lesser driver would cower in fear at those turns, dropping down a gear or two, but not Brad. He didn’t just own these roads; he owned this whole town.

Metaphorically speaking, of course.

Brad squeezed the steering wheel of his latest ride – a beautiful burnt-orange sports car with leather seats, plated rims, and a personalised plate reading, B355I3 – and pumped the gas even harder. He accelerated smoothly from a short chicane, recalling the sights and smells of those teenaged contests. Petrol and leather, engine smoke in headlights, adrenaline and glory. He smiled silently and changed up the music. His car was bigger now, but the rush was still there.

Isolated houses dotted the bends, populated by rednecks whose feral kids swung from ancient branches of miserable trees while paintwork peeled and trucks lay rusting on weed-broken dirt drives. Even in the late afternoon sun, Brad could make out the hand written arrogance of the warning signs they painted, as if they owned the road, ‘Slow! Children Playing!’. They barely paid taxes for Christ’s sake. If anyone owned the road, it was Bradley Sullivan the Third. Brad snorted and pumped the gas again.

“Fuck ‘em!” He almost snarled the words as his powerful engine thundered past the quiet shacks, spitting up fallen leaves and dust and gravel in its wake.

A fringe of trees shaded a low hump, over the creek. Brad took it at speed, savouring the lurch as his stomach took flight with the car. It was darker down by the creek, and with the sun sinking behind him, his display briefly flicked to night mode, triggering the satisfying lights and gauges which peppered the dash. It was then that he noticed the lights. Red and blue. Flashing in his rear-view mirror.

He blinked.

Cops? Here?

He almost laughed.

The cop car must have been idling in the gloom of a short nook next to the creek. Brad knew it well from younger years spent making-out and smoking weed. It was the perfect place to hide from the road, without getting too far off the beaten track. He cursed silently, keeping his eyes on the road ahead. There was plenty of tarmac still to go before the strip. If he put his foot on the gas, he’d lose the cop car in less than a minute... But, no. His burnt-orange, top-down sports car was distinctive and known throughout town. He might get away from the cop today but they would surely find him tomorrow. And they’d make him pay some kind of stupid fine. He might wield a stunning amount of power in this community, but the cops still upheld the law – even to a guy like him.

Brad took his foot off the pedal and allowed his car to begin decelerating. He glanced at the mirror again and watched the cop car draw closer, details popping into focus beneath the flickering red-and-blue lights. Black bonnet. White doors. He knew the sides of the vehicle would be painted with the county livery. The face of his pursuer was still hidden from view behind the tinted windshield, but Brad could imagine the cop was some old has-been looking to try and take him down a peg. Another smile lit up Brad’s stubbled-dashed face. This ought to be fun. He always loved watching someone’s face when he reminded them who he was and what he owned. Everyone in this town owed him something. Everyone had a relative who relied on Brad. He was untouchable. Hell, his family practically paid for the force round here. Brad himself had personally bank-rolled the mayor’s last three re-elections. The police around here owed him, and there were obvious perks which came with that kind of debt. The most obvious being, a free pass on traffic offences and a license to speed. Hell, his car was new but they should all know to turn a blind eye by now.

Brad eyed the advancing lights and eased the brake pedal to the floor, until his hulking machine came to a rest, the engine purring in frustration. It was almost criminal to stop a car like this when it was sailing along so smoothly. He’d make the cop apologise to the car, just for the fun of it.

The cop car rolled to a stop behind him and the door opened. Brad angled the mirror and checked his teeth. He smelled his breath to make sure it didn’t have the aroma of liquor. He placed his wallet on the passenger seat, ready flash his license and shut this bozo down. How should he play this, he wondered. Should he be confrontational and angry? Maybe he could act cool and calm and allow this cop to think he had the upper hand, before springing his trap. So many possibilities. He stared ahead through the windshield and listened to the pleasant, distant sound of chittering birds and the crunch of footsteps as the unfortunate fool approached. He waited until the cop was alongside the window, then glanced over with a bored expression.

“Is there a problem officer?”

The cop did not react. Brad squinted, trying to see who it was, but the sun seemed to peer through the trees from behind the cop’s shoulder. The figure standing behind his car looked fairly short and thin, but the features were presented in silhouette. He could see dark sunglasses and a wide-brimmed hat above the deep brown county sheriff uniform. Brad couldn’t tell which law enforcement bozo had pulled him over, but the cop’s nonplussed reaction sparked a tiny flicker of anger inside his chest.

“Do you know who I am boy? You’re obviously very new or very stupid. Potentially both.”

The cop glanced up and down the road, as though wondering to whom Brad was speaking in that tone. Brad’s eyes flicked down the cop’s body and saw the name badge – but also something else. The plain brown uniform tented out at the chest and pulled taut down toward the waist. The cop was a woman.

That thought sent a ripple of excitement through him. He glanced at her badge again – Officer T Blaire, it read – but also allowed his eyes to settle on her chest. She had a cute pair of tits. Maybe a C-cup, if he had to guess. Nice. Very nice. Firm and perky. This Blaire chick seemed young. He didn’t recognize the name, but he was certain that she would know his.

“I’m gonna pretend I didn’t hear that.” Blaire’s voice was icy and her jaw was set. She pulled down her sunglasses with one finger and looked Brad dead in the eyes. “We’re gonna start over, you hear me?”

Brad shrugged. Whatever. He just wanted to get this over with. The strip was barely two miles up ahead and he was desperate to race along those curves.

Speaking of curves...

Brad leaned back in his seat and gave Blaire a long, lecherous smile, letting his eyes drift up and down her body. Tight. Toned. Firm. Brad had to assume that she was a wildcat in the sack. Maybe after he set her right, Blaire would be down to make it up to him.

“Bessie, is it?” Blaire nodded down at the car. “Least, that’s what the plate says. B355I3. Bessie.”

Most people viewed this vehicle with awe and respect, but not her. The cop’s soft pink lips curled downwards in distaste. That expression irritated Brad. This car cost more than she would make on a cop’s salary. She’d be lucky to see the inside of it – with her clothes on, anyway.

“Yeah.” Brad gave a rich chuckle, burying his annoyance. He’d teach this uppity little bitch a thing or two about respect. “I like to name my cars after girls. That way I can say their names when the engine purrs. This one is named after the wife of a business partner. She’s got red hair and makes almost as much noise, you get me?”

Blaire didn’t react, but her nose wrinkled for a fraction of a second. Brad liked that little flicker of disgust. It meant that he could push her buttons. That would make it all the more fun to knock her down a peg or two. He smiled to himself and trailed over the dashboard in a seductive manner, recalling his previous encounters with the real Bessie. Her flaming red hair. The equally red triangle of hair at her mound. The sounds she made in the heat of climax. The way she begged Brad not to fire her husband as he pumped her to the edge of orgasm. God, what a woman. He’d had to swing by her place again this afternoon for another roll in the hay.

Each one of Brad’s five cars had a personalised plate, all named for one of his many conquests. Aside from Bessie, there was 5U5AN, a black Porsche, named for the town’s chocolate-skinned realtor, who he’d fucked in an investment property they were looking at; DE80RAH a yellow Jeep which took its name from a top heavy blonde with close cropped hair and the tightest pussy he had ever ravaged; GYM BUNN1, a sporty little Audi he’d bought to celebrate the conquest of one of his tenants who worked as a fitness trainer but needed Brad to work out a special ‘payment’ plan when she fell behind on her rent; and of course TRAC1, the one who got away. She hadn’t in fact ‘got away’ but after Brad won a bet to deflower the plain young woman, she had moved away rather than face the daily cat-calls and humiliation at the hands of Brad and his buddies. Yes, Traci was the one Brad enjoyed driving the most. She was a beautiful sports car with a
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