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I rushed out of the office and sprinted through the empty parking lot to my car.  I had promised Kevin, my boyfriend, I'd be home no later than 8 PM.

I checked my watch - 9:30 PM.  I still had a forty-five minute drive ahead of me.

Shit, this was not going to end well when I got home.  I'd been through this before when I came home later than I expected.

First, he would complain that I was late and that I ruined the supper he had worked so hard to prepare.  When we were dating, he used to actually cook me meals and bake desserts.  All my friends said I was so lucky to find a guy who could cook.  They were so jealous!

Of course, he also used to take a shower every day and put his dirty clothes in the hamper too.  Plus, he thought what I had to say was more important than whatever sports game happened to be on TV during our cuddle time.  Apparently, all of that ceased to apply once we moved in together!

Back to the cooking... He used to make frequent trips to the market for fresh, healthy ingredients.  We'd have lean grilled meat with a variety of seasonal vegetables.  Ever since we moved in together, his idea of cooking supper became microwaving frozen dinners or grabbing some greasy fried junk food.  Yuck!  Half the time, I'd end up having to make my own salad while he scarfed down both our portions of the fast food.

Of course, the junk food took its toll on his waistline.  It's hard to believe now that Kevin and I met at the gym.  At the time, he was the hottest guy in the place!  Now, two years of laziness later, he'd lost the muscle and replaced it with an equal amount of lard - from sitting on his ass playing video games with every spare second he could find.

Things only got worse when Kevin got laid off from his job six months ago.  He didn't use his abundance of unexpected free time to hit the gym and find a job.  Hell no!  Instead, he used it to beat his previous score or whatever the hell you call it in those multi-player online role playing games he loves so much.

I'd kept up with my gym routine.  I took step aerobics classes three times a week and spin class twice a week.  I threw in swimming sessions in the gym's Olympic sized pool whenever I got a chance.

Thanks to my trim figure, I still got lots of offers for dates and hookups from guys at the gym.  Of course, I turned them all down.  Why wouldn't I?  I had such a prize of a boyfriend just waiting at home!  If only!  I hope the sarcasm came through loud and clear.

I can't even tell you how tempting all those studs' offers were.  All the gym workouts made me so horny, I wanted to spread my legs open for the guys in the coed sauna, never mind waiting until I got home in the evenings.

That actually leads me into the worst part of my relationship with my boyfriend - the lack of action in bed.  Any other guy would be thrilled to have a girlfriend walk through the door ready to jump his bones every night.  However, the more weight Kevin had gained, the more he lost interest in sex.  

Good thing I had all the guys at the gym both covertly eyeing me all the time and overtly making passes, or Kevin's lack of interest may have affected my self-esteem.

My only sexual relief every night came after Kevin fell asleep.  I'd sneak in the bathroom to pleasure myself via my own hand (or a vibrator I kept hidden in my underwear drawer).  Thank goodness for the naughty Internet sites I accessed on my tablet computer!

Basically, that's what I had to look forward to this (and every) night as I left work.  To make it worse, the weatherman predicted a bad snow storm would hit sometime in the next few hours.

Sick of all the hyped up weather reports, I decided not to listen to the radio on the way home.  Instead, I connected my phone wirelessly to the audio system in my car and blasted my favorite tunes.

I guess a lot of people feared the upcoming storm because I pretty much had the empty roads all to myself.  I noticed a few icy patches, but I didn't let that slow me down.

In fact, I didn't let anything slow me down.  I hit the gas pedal and drove along at a fast pace.

No sensible cop would be out doing radar on a night like this.  Police officers didn't want to keep getting in and out of their cruisers in the freezing cold.

When I turned onto Ocean Drive, I knew I could really floor it.  The long stretch of road with very few houses and no traffic lights or stop signs created the perfect combination for smooth cruising.

The speedometer had already crept past fifty when I passed a sign indicating a speed limit of thirty-five.  "Frig it!" I said aloud and pushed down harder on the gas.

The speedometer made it to fifty-eight before I noticed the blue and red lights flashing in my rear view mirror.

"Fuckin' A!" I said as I slammed my hand against the steering wheel.  "Ow!  I am gonna be so pissed if that cop made me break a nail," I complained out loud.

I wondered if I should try to outrun him.  Considering the darkness of that particular street, I figured he probably hadn't been able to see my license plate yet.

Unfortunately, the cop car was on my ass in no time.  Oddly, he didn't shine that strong spotlight that's built into police cars especially for situations like this - pulling over a motorist on a dark, deserted street.

He also hadn't turned on the siren.  Good, I thought, maybe this cop doesn't follow every procedure exactly by the book, maybe he'll let me off with just a warning.

Suddenly, the police car pulled out from behind me.  I felt a moment of relief when I assumed he was passing me.

Unfortunately, he drove up alongside my car.  I saw him point at the entrance of a small park that was coming up on the right.

He drove dangerously close, forcing me off the road and into the park.  I figured he just didn't think it safe for us to pull over on the road, just in case another car came speeding along and didn't see us sitting on the shoulder.

We both stopped our cars in the middle of the deserted parking lot.  He positioned the cruiser almost bumper to bumper.  I shut my engine off.  I quickly dug my license out of my pocketbook and retrieved the registration from the glove compartment.

I watched him sit there for a minute.  I knew he must have been calling in my license plate.  Maybe I would catch a break and the computer system would be down.  

The blue and red lights stopped flashing.  From the view in my side mirror, I saw him exit the police car.

Damn, he was one tall fucker of a cop.  He had to be at least 6'5".  Even in the low light provided only by his headlights, his boots shone as he stepped closer.

I rolled down the window.  My breath showed in the air.  "Good evening, officer-"  I stopped short when I noticed he had his gun drawn and aimed directly at me!

"Get out of the car," he ordered in a distinctly masculine voice.

"I have my, um, my license right here," I stammered.

"This better be the last time I repeat an order to you.  Get the fuck out of that car," he growled.  "And keep those hands where I can see them."

He took a step back to allow me the room to open the door.  I stepped out cautiously.  My trembling hands fumbled as I tried to find the door handle to push it closed again.  "Turn around and spread them," he commanded.

Instinctively, I knew he meant my legs.  I flipped around, leaned forward, and slapped the top of the car with my manicured hands.

The cold metal made me flinch.  I parted my legs far enough to give him access to check for concealed weapons.

The cop finally holstered his gun.  He started by patting around my waist.  He certainly wasn't gentle about it.  I felt the wave of energy go through me each time his hands clamped against my sides. 

It had been too long since a man touched me like that.  I could feel the warmth of his large, masculine hands right through my clothing.  Imagine, a man putting his hands on me instead of on video game controllers!

The cop quickly moved on to the lower part of my body.  I felt his strong hands grip my ankles.  His fingers slowly moved their way up my legs.

He paid special attention to my inner thighs, groping every inch.  My thin dress pants offered no resistance to his rough search.  What if I had worn a skirt that day to work?  He'd be massaging my groin already!  

I prayed he didn't notice what was happening inside my panties.  I could feel the wetness starting.  I didn't want to, but I couldn't help it...and there was no way to stop it.  It had to be the friction, I told myself.  How could I be letting my body get turned on so much by a stranger?  Especially one about to slap me with a speeding ticket for God knows how much?

Of course, the fact that I had gone so long with absolutely no sexual release or attention from my boyfriend played into my reaction also.  A girl has needs too!  I know we're supposed to be the gender that puts the brakes on sex.  Screw brakes, I wanted to rev my sexual engines to the max!

Whatever the reason, something about the way the rough cop manhandled my body gave me what my boyfriend referred to with a smirk as "lady wood."

The police officer's hands suddenly worked their way to my breasts without warning.  He fondled my boob unashamedly.  Was he looking for a gun stuffed in my bra?  Did he think he would find
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