
        
            [image: cover]
        


Traffic Stop

Isis Cole

 


Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2014 Isis Cole

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.


 


Find out all the news about upcoming Isis
Cole releases. Get valuable coupon codes and save money on your
next Isis Cole ebook purchase. And join the Isis Cole mailing list.
Do it all at the official Isis Cole website:

 


www.isiscole.com

 


Other erotic ebooks by Isis Cole:

 


Humiliated Teacher

 


Humiliated Husband

 


Humiliated Hotel Maid

 


Humiliated Rich Girls

 


Erotic Red Riding Hood

 


Humiliated House Guest

 


Humiliated Fun Pack, Volume 1

 


Messy Jessy

 


I Remember You

 


Erotic Fun Pack

 


Slaves of Big Foot

 


 



 


Table of Contents

Traffic Stop

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Bonus Story: Spanking Amber

Bonus
Sample: Slaves of Big Foot

About the Author

 






Traffic Stop

Isis Cole

 


 



Chapter One


“Shit,” Gabrielle said under her breath.
“Shit, shit, shit.”

She sat in the driver’s seat of her baby blue
BMW convertible, top down, no more than five minutes from her
weekend house in the mountains. The place was her retreat, her
sanctuary from all the things that had gone wrong in her life, and
were continuing to go wrong. Her life was a mess. She knew that
much.

And it was about to get a whole lot
messier.

She looked in her rear view mirror at the
flashing blue lights of the police cruiser. A state trooper had
just pulled her over on the highway. She had been going fast,
probably over eighty miles an hour. Now the cop was back there, a
little ways behind her, and he hadn’t gotten out of his car yet.
With the glare from the police headlights, and the setting sun
behind them, she couldn’t see what he looked like.

It didn’t really matter what he looked like.
This was a situation that was going to be hard to explain. Except
for a pair of pink sneakers, she wasn’t wearing any clothes. She
was nude, her young body painted to look like the outfit that
Wonder Woman used to wear. It was a very sexy look.

She had overreacted when the siren and the
flashing lights went on behind her. Rather than just pull over onto
the shoulder, she had panicked and exited the highway with the cop
following her. As she looked around, she noticed that the exit
wasn’t a real exit at all - it was the isolated blacktop of an old
rest area that had closed years before. The highway was off to her
left, behind a small green hill, maybe a hundred yards away. Even
with the sound of the nearby passing traffic, it was quiet here,
and very, very deserted. She had driven past this lot many times,
and she had to admit she had never looked over here.

Naturally she had overreacted. She had been
at her friend Kate’s lake house not long ago. Kate was like
Gabrielle - the 20-something trophy wife of a much older, wealthy
man. They were in the same boat in the sense that when they passed
25, both their husbands had traded them in for even younger
girlfriends.

Now they were rich, young and with time on
their hands. Kate had decided to fill the hours by taking up body
painting. She was good at it. Gabrielle sometimes came over and
modeled for her. They would drink champagne and Kate would paint
these marvelous outfits and designs on Gabrielle’s naked body. Kate
would get naked, too.

It was a sexy time. Gabrielle would be drunk
and turned on as Kate worked on her body. Touching, rubbing, firmly
applying body paint and oils all over her. Gabrielle thought Kate
would get turned on, too. It was a little game they were playing.
One of these days, Gabrielle was sure they were going to…

“I dare you to drive home like that,” Kate
had said to Gabrielle this afternoon. “Just nude, and all dolled up
like Wonder Woman. That would be so hot.”

It was hot. Super hot. The thought of it made
her very horny. And Gabrielle was drunk enough on champagne that
she decided to go for it.

Now this.

She had carried a glass tumbler out to the
car with her, full of champagne. She noticed sheepishly that the
glass was in the cup holder at her elbow, still half-full. She
wondered idly if there was some way to get rid of it before the cop
came and saw it. Probably not.

She was one exit from the mountain house,
just a few miles, and suddenly it seemed like she wasn’t going to
make it there tonight. She thought of calling her husband from the
jailhouse. She thought of being booked with no clothes on. Oh hell,
maybe the cop would just let her go.

“Good evening, Ma’am,” a deep voice said.
“Everything okay here?”

Gabrielle looked up. A large man stood at her
window, a black man, wearing the gray shirt, black pants, and tall
cowboy hat of a state trooper. He was tall. He had big arms, big
legs, a broad chest. Everything about him was big. He did not
smile.

Gabrielle’s seat was low to the ground and
the cop stood high above her. He had a badge on his chest, and a
name tag. The name tag said: SGT J. MORGAN.

“Yes, Officer. Everything’s fine.”

“There’s probably a good explanation why
you’re not wearing clothes. Am I right?”

She sensed his eyes on her, roaming her body.
He wasn’t shy, this big black cop. He stared down at her like he
owned her. She felt blood rush to her face, a hot flush.

She looked down at her own body, her breasts
high, her stomach tight, her thighs strong, her pussy shaven clean.
She looked at how the red, white and blue uniform of Wonder Woman
hugged her curves.

“Well,” she said. “I was helping a friend
with her body painting business. And I guess I figured…”

“Have you had anything to drink today?” the
cop said.

“I had a couple of drinks earlier in the day.
But it was a while ago.”

The cop reached in across her body. “Is this
a drink here?”

“Yes.”

He took the glass tumbler and stood up
straight with it. He took a sip, then frowned just a touch.
“Champagne,” he said. “While driving.”

“Well, I wasn’t actually drinking it,”
Gabrielle said. “I was going to wait until I got home.” Her mind
hit on an idea, a stroke of insight that might appease this big
cop. It was the idea of being a good citizen. Somewhere out in the
world, people were starving, maybe even little black children.

“I could have poured it out, but I didn’t
want it to go to waste,” she said.

The cop upended the tumbler and poured the
champagne out onto the ground. Then he opened her door from the
outside.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step out of
the car.”

Gabrielle felt numb. “Step out of the car?
Why?”

The cop gestured with his arm, inviting her
up and out. “Please step out of the car. If you can’t step out, I
will assist you.”

“I can do it,” she said. She climbed out, but
it didn’t go nearby as smoothly as she had hoped. It took her two
tries to pull herself up. Her arms and legs felt like lead. She was
unsteady on her feet, and self-conscious about being nude. The
whole Wonder Woman thing, which seemed hot before, now seemed very
silly. She stood nude, her body curvy, her nipples erect from the
slight evening breeze, her feet clad in pink sneakers.

“Do you mind if I put some clothes on?” she
said. “I have some clothes in the trunk.”

“Please step around to the passenger side of
the car, and place your hands on the hood over there,” the cop
said.

“Do you mind…” Gabrielle began again,
exasperated.

“Yes, I mind,” the cop said. “”You’re just
fine the way you are. Please just do what I asked.”

“Well, I really want to put some clothes
on.”

The cop reached out with a strong hand and
grasped Gabrielle around the wrist. “You don’t seem to get it,” he
said through gritted teeth. “This isn’t about what you want.”

Gabrielle gasped, but couldn’t seem to find
her voice. Slowly but firmly, the cop walked her around the front
of the car to the passenger side. He held her at the wrist of one
hand, and the elbow of the other arm. She nearly lost her balance
twice, but the cop held her steady. She realized how much bigger
than her the man was. He was tall, and hugely broad. He looked like
a man who used to play football. He was gigantic, with two enormous
buttocks. She noticed now how his police-issue slacks were tight
against that big ass, and the bulge that pushed out in front. The
man was like a horse.

He forcibly placed her hands on the hood. The
car was low, and she had to bend pretty far to reach it. Her feet
seemed to be far away behind her. She had to reach a long distance.
Her back seemed almost parallel to the ground. Her ass, her pussy,
were exposed to the cool breeze of the night. He had her bent all
the way over, her ass way out, one of his meaty hands resting on
the small of her back. She felt the heat of it there. He held it
there in almost proprietary way, like he owned her.

She began to feel something then. She
realized












































































































cover.jpg
Isis Cle

Traffic Stop





