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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
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