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Shondra shrugged out of the cop’s grip. He glared at her and pulled out the breathalyzer test. She was in a fighting mood and it pissed her off that he felt the need to test her when all she was doing was walking home.

"Why? I'm not driving," she said. Her face fell into a frown and dared the cop to do something about it.

"You're exhibiting intoxication in public," the cop said. He scowled, his hat coming low on his thick brow.

"What am I doing that's so bad? I'm just walking home from the bar," Shondra thumbed behind her. "At least I'm responsible enough not to drive." Spittle flew from her lips when she spoke the last sentence. She stifled the urge to giggle incessantly.

"Breathe," the cop said as he thrust the breathalyzer at her.

Shondra played dumb with the device. She'd been caught before and knew exactly what to do, but it was the first time with this cop. She tilted her head to the side and studied the device before she drew it back and simply breathed on it.

"Sweetheart, I wasn't born yesterday. I know you're well-acquainted with these. Now wrap your lips around the nozzle and blow," the cop said.

Shondra glanced up at the man as a smile stretched across her pretty face. She lifted a brow. "Oh yes, that I can do," she said and wagged her brow as she bent forward and drew the nozzle between her lips and breathed into it. She knew she'd pass because she only had two martinis and was in a good mood. Unfortunately, she'd not been as sober before and the cops warned her about public intoxication. Word must have gotten around about her, and that's why Mr. New Cop knew about her.

The cop pulled the device back to him and read the meter. "Okay, you barely pass for sober. Head home and have some coffee. One more drink and you would have taken a ride to downtown," the cop said.

Shondra saluted the man as she turned and headed to her apartment across the street and on the other side of the park from the club she frequented.

The next night Shondra came to the club and this time her gang of friends was gathered around a table playing quarters. She slithered up to Able and smiled at the man. She had her ways of getting men to buy drinks for her. She rarely had to pay for her own alcohol. Her petite stature and curvy body captured the attention of the opposite sex who all too often bought her exactly what she wanted. Now she wanted to play quarters with the boys.

Able pulled out the chair beside him and patted it. "Have a seat, Shon. Be the judge," he said.

Shondra played along and watched as Able and his three friends played a round of quarters. She judged their plays fairly and then licked her lips when the game was over. "I'm parched," she said and wagged her brow at the man.

"A shot for the lady," Able called to the bartender. A server brought Shondra a shot of tequila and she gratefully took it and downed it in one swallow.

"Thanks, love," Shondra said. She moved away from the table in search of someone to buy her a glass of white wine, her current craving.

Ted Smith sat at the bar drinking alone, talking with the bartender endlessly his fishing tales. She smiled because Ted was always good for a glass or two as long as she'd sit beside him and listen to his conversation.

"Shondra, dearest. Have a seat. What are you having?" Ted asked as he played right into her wishes.

"White wine, please," Shondra said as she scooted closer to Ted. The man launched into his latest fishing tales and she drank four glasses of wine with the man before Able came to her.

"Hey, you disappeared. Would you like to play slammers with us?" he asked.

"You didn't let me play quarters," Shondra said as she pouted at the man.

"Ah, sweetie. I bought you a shot of tequila. Come on, maybe a couple of slammers will make it up to you," Able said as he pulled her back to his table.

"Wait," Shondra said. She walked back to Ted, but a busty blonde had taken her seat and the bartender placed the drink of her choice, a margarita, in front of her. Ted must have deep pockets to buy so many drinks in a night.

After Shondra downed the two slammers, she was thoroughly drunk. She even needed help to the restroom. When it came time to leave, she smiled silly at the bouncer at the door. "I'm a walker. Not a dead one though," she said and busted out laughing at her analogy to the show.

Able wasn't coming as he said he would. Shondra struck out on her own, stumbling as she dashed across the busy street with little regard to the vehicle that had to slam on their brakes to miss her. She merely stuck her nose in the air and stumbled on across the street laughing at the squalling tires.

Shondra set her eyes on the park and the sidewalk that would lead around it to her apartment on the other side and up the road. She belched and nearly vomited as she had drunk too much. Pausing, she clutched the fence post until the world stopped swirling. Once it righted, she trekked on wanting to get home to collapse on her bed.

"Miss, stop!" The voice was familiar. But Shondra wanted to run. She didn't want to take another stupid breathalyzer again. She stumbled and nearly fell and that's when Mr. Cop caught up to her.

"What am I going to do with you?" The cop already had the breathalyzer out. Dammit, why did she have to drink so much tonight?

"Look, I know I had too much to drink. The bouncer even let me go," Shondra said.

The cop, the same one that had let her go the other night shook his head. "Miss, do you have a drinking problem?" he asked.

"No, I only drink on the weekends. I don't drive, I walk home." Shondra started to cry.
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"Seems you have a drinking problem. If you drink casually, that's one thing. You're very intoxicated by the way you are acting. Here, breathe for me please," the cop said and thrust the breathalyzer at her.

Shondra wailed and tried to back away, but the cop reached out and stopped her. He shoved the nozzle to her mouth and she reluctantly breathed into it, knowing damn well she'd fail it. He withdrew it once she took the breath and shook his head.

"Drunk. Public intoxication is the charge," the cop said and started to go into her rights as he pulled his handcuffs from his belt. 

When he reached for her, she lurched away as her stomach rolled and turned, emptying the contents of her stomach on the ground. It reeked of alcohol. She shook her head as the world swirled around her.

"Further proof of your drunkenness." The cop secured the handcuffs around her wrist.

"Look, I know I'm drunk. I was just at the club drinking with my friends. That's what people do at clubs. I'm walking home, not driving because I don't feel well. Please just let me go home and sleep this off," Shondra






































[image: ]





[image: ]




https://www.patreon.com/NicolaDiaz
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
9 B?&)K MEGAB%NDLE

: \"t‘\ -2

VOLUME 3

NICOLA DIAZ





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png
NICGEA DIAZ
)

PUNISHED





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





