
        
            [image: cover]
        


© May 2016 Gia Maria
Marquez

Stopped by the Futa Traffic
Cop

Futanari
Fantasies

 


All rights
reserved.

 


No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic
or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system.

 


This is a work of fiction.
Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of
the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any
resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations,
events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active
characters in this work are 18 years of age or older.

 


This book is for sale to
ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit
scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by
some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be access
by minors.

 


Cover © 2016 Gia Maria
Marquez

First Edition
2016

Appears in the anthology
Futanari Fantasies.

 


Warning: the unauthorized
reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is
illegal.

 



Stopped by the Futa Traffic
Cop

 


 


Futanari
Fantasies

 


By Gia Maria
Marquez

 


 


This story starts the same way as every other
story about getting pulled over by a sexy cop in the middle of the
night. Doesn’t end the same way, though.

 


You’ll find out soon enough.

 


It was late and I was lost, driving down this
remote stretch of highway at two in the morning, wishing I could
read that map by the light of the moon.

 


Not that it would do me a lick of good. I
didn’t know where the hell I was.

 


So when those flashing lights came up behind
me, I gotta admit: I was relieved.

 


No sirens. I knew I wasn’t speeding. Cop car
made a beeping sound to indicate I should pull over, and I did.

 


No sweat.

 


You shoulda seen this gal getting out of the
cruiser: blonde hair swept back in a bun, uniform so tight I
thought her boobs would pop all those buttons down the front of her
dark blue shirt. Slim body, not too tall. And then the typical gear
around her waist: the billy club and gun, radio and cuffs.

 


She was a sight to behold.

 


The traffic cop strutted her stuff toward my
vehicle as I rolled down the window to greet her.

 


I said, “Evenin’ ma’am,” beating her to the
punch.

 


She said, “Officer Paine, to you.”

 


“Evenin’ Officer Paine.” I took my map off
the passenger seat. “Maybe you can help me. I can’t seem to find
where I’m going.”

 


Taking two steps back, she drew her gun and
said, “No sudden movements!”

 


I’d never had a gun pointed in my face. You
can’t imagine how truly terrifying it would be, especially when ya
done nothin wrong.

 


How could I convince her I was innocent as
they come?

 


I let the map flutter against the steering
wheel while I raised both hands. “Hold up now, Officer. I ain’t
done what you think, whatever that is. I’m just a lost soul trying
to find my way in the darkness.”

 


She slowly brought her gun down and slid it
back into the holster. “Lost, are ya? Most men wouldn’t admit a
thing like that.”

 


“I’m not like most men,” I said.

 


“I’m not like most women,” she told me.

 


“I can see that.”

 


She cocked her head and got a mean look in
her eye. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

 


“Nothing,” I said, feeling nervous, sweating
bullets. “Only you got a real forceful personality. You tell a man
what to do, he’s gonna do it. That’s for sure.”

 


“Are you sayin you wouldn’t normally do what
a woman tells ya?” she asked in a gruff, flinty voice.

 


“Me? Oh, I always do what I’m told, ma’am.
Like I said: I’m not like other men.”

 


“I see.”

 


Officer Paine stuck her head inside my window
so fast I nearly jumped. She took a deep inhale, which made me
mighty conscious of when I last showered.

 


Then she said, “You been drinkin
tonight?”

 


“No,” I said. “I ain’t much of a drinker, in
all honesty.”

 


“I see.”

 


She didn’t seem to believe anything I said to
her, so I tried asking again for directions.

 


I don’t think she was even listening to that
bit, because she opened my door and said, “Step out of the
vehicle.”

 


My heart wouldn’t quit pounding like a drum,
but I did what she asked. I stepped out and said, “What’s this
about, Officer?”

 


“You ever walked a line?”

 


“Well, no,” I told her. “Like I said, I ain’t
much for the drink.”

 


“You’re gonna walk one tonight,” she said,
taking a slim metal flashlight from her holster to illuminated the
yellow line.

 


“Isn’t this a little dangerous?” I asked.
“Stepping out in the middle of the road when a car could come
streaking by at any moment?”

 


“Ain’t been any vehicle but yours down this
stretch all night.”

 


Made me wonder who she hoped to catch
speeding camped by the side of a deserted highway.

 


“Git,” she growled, flicking the light at the
line. “I thought you said you listened to women no question. I
thought you said you ain’t like other men.”

 


“That’s true,” I told her. “More than you
know.”

 


“Well then do as I tell ya and walk that
line.” She then sneered, “Unless you’re too drunk to walk it
straight.”

 


“I swear I ain’t been drinking,” I told her,
but that obviously wasn’t good enough. She squinted her dark eyes
at me and her fingers wriggled at her side, just over the holster
where she’d lodged her gun.

 


She flicked the flashlight again and I hopped
to it.

 


I’ll be honest with you: I’m not what you’d
call a daring man. I don’t go out of my way looking for adventure.
So traipsing into the middle of the road in the middle of the night
didn’t get me all riled up the way it would for some.

 


Fact is, I was shakin in my boots as I put
one foot in front of the other.

 


Officer Paine stood a damn sight back. If a
truck came barreling down the highway at top speed, it wouldn’t be
her in danger. And me? I’d be flat as a pancake.

 


Least I wouldn’t be worried about finding my
way in the dark.

 


“Good enough,” the officer told me.

 


I crossed the empty lane quickly. Being in
the road like that got my heart racing, and I couldn’t slow it
down.

 


As I approached my vehicle, Officer Pain
picked up the map off my seat and stared down at the white powder
I’d spilled there earlier.

 


“Well, well, well,” she said, like the cat
that got the canary. “What have we got here, Mister Upstanding
Citizen?”

 


“Oh, that.” Don’t know why I felt so nervous.
There was a simple explanation. “That’s sugar substitute. I spilled
the packet when I was putting it in my coffee.”

 


“Sugar substitute?” she said, sounding like
she didn’t believe a word.

 


“I watch what I eat.”

 


She raised her brow. “Sure you do.”

 


“If you taste it you’ll see. It’s sweetener
for my coffee.”

 


“Lab tests will verify that,” she said
coolly. “If what you’re saying is true.”

 


Grabbing my arm, she pulled me around to the
front of the car and forced me down. The hood was warm against my
face, but not hot. Warm enough that I could feel it through my
shirt, though. Good thing I’d been through the car wash, or it
would have got my clothes all dirty.

 


Mind you, I’d been driving along dusty roads
all day.

 


“I want to see both hands behind your back,”
Officer Paine instructed.

 


That’s when I heard the metallic shriek of
handcuffs.

 


My heart beat a mile a minute.

 


“Am I under arrest? Please, you can’t arrest
me, Officer!”

 


“Why’s that?” she asked, like she was
enjoying this. Like arresting me was sweet as taffy and she just
wanted to take her time with it.

 


“I’m not drunk,” I said. “I wasn’t speeding.
That white stuff’s nothing more than coffee sweetener. I’m a
law-abiding citizen! I don’t deserve to be arrested!”

 


“That’s for me to decide,” the cop growled.
“In case you forgot, I’m an officer of the law. If I see fit to
dish out a little discipline, that’s my prerogative.”

 


I didn’t think that was strictly true, but
what choice did I have once she got those cuffs on me?

 


That was the first time I’d ever felt the
sharp metallic clink of cuffs around my wrists. I expected them to
be cold, but they weren’t. I guess they got warmed up, being so
close to her body… which was undeniably arousing.

 


With my chest down flat on the hood of my
car, I couldn’t get up. Couldn’t move, ‘cept wriggle side to side.
Even then, it sure put a strain on my shoulder.

 


“Are you taking me to the station?” I
asked.

 


Her voice sounded different when she said,
“The choice is yours.”

 


It came out more like a purr than a growl,
and that made me real suspicious of what she was up to back
there.

 


“I could take you to the slammer,” she went
on. “Lock you up for the night, ‘til we run some tests on that
white powder.”

 


“If you taste it—”

 


She cut me off. “Orrrrr we could come to some
sort of… agreement?”

 


“What kind of agreement?” I asked, feeling
more innocent than I had in all my adult life.

 


Officer Paine reached around and found my
belt with both hands.

 


“What are you doing?” I shrieked, sounding
very far from masculine.

 


She unbuckled it masterfully, then released
the latched and unzipped my fly. God only knows how she managed
without being able to see what she was doing. The only lights
illuminating the scene were her vehicle’s headlights and the
swirling, silent police ones on top of the cruiser.

 


I’d never felt so apprehensive.

 


My pants hit the road with a swift thud,
thanks to my wallet and pocket change weighing them down. Officer
Paine was only interested in my body, it seemed. She stroked my
hardness and cooed like a dove.

 


“Someone’s raring to go.”

 


She bucked against me, and I felt her night
stick bump my butt.

 


“I can’t explain it,” I told her. “I don’t
know why it’s like that.”

 


“You’re excited,” she said.

 


“No, no, I’m not excited.”

 


“Why sure you are.” Her voice went all high
and fluttery for a second. “You like it when a woman takes charge.
I got you cuffed, got your trousers down by your ankles, and there
ain’t nothing you can do about it. I decide what comes next.”

 


That wasn’t the whole truth, but she had no
way of knowing.

 


Although I had a feeling she’d come to find
out sooner rather than later.

 


“So,” I asked her, “What comes next?”

 


She laughed, but it was more like a cackle.
Officer Paine was damn sure pleased with herself as she pushed my
underpants down past my knees.

 


“Oh please,” I begged. “Just toss me in the
slammer. I’ll take my chances.”

 


“You’re no fun,” she teased, wrapped one hand
around my balls to play with them.

 


She cooed and hummed as she jingled my bells,
and the more she did it the harder my dick grew against the hood of
my car. I lifted myself up as best I could and I shook my shirt
around until my dick was against my skin, sticking straight up.
That way at least I had a layer of cotton between my hard-on and
the vehicle.

 


Officer Paine stopped rubbing my balls and I
knew we had a problem. She let go and said, “What’s this? I got
something wet all over my hand.”

 


“Yes, I… meant to tell you…”

 


My heart went off like an old alarm clock,
but there weren’t no button to stop it.

 


I arched my back and turned my head just
enough to spot Officer Paine grabbing hold of her flashlight.

 


“No,” I said. “Please.”

 


 

She shone the light on her palm. “What
is this stuff? It’s all glossy. Feels like…”

 


I couldn’t watch, mostly because my back
wasn’t strong enough to stay arched that way. I collapsed on my car
as she crouched behind me. I could feel the heat of her light
shining on my balls… and then her fingers moving between them,
parting them slowly.

 


“My lordy-loo!” she squealed. “You got one
just like me!”

 


I started to turn too fast, not remembering
that my wrists were cuffed behind me. I fell back down on the hood
of the car and asked, “What do you mean just like you?”

 


“You got a pussy between your balls!” she
said, shoving two fingers in the wet crease between them. “Ain’t
that a laugh, because I got one too!”

 


“A p—” I found I was too shy to say the word
pussy in front of a person of the female persuasion. “You’ve
got one too? Well, so do most gals I know.”

 


“Sure, I s’pose. But most gals ain’t got one
‘a these!” She dropped her trousers, pushed down her underpants,
and let a huge slab of salami slide between my cheeks. “See? We’re
the same. I got a pussy ’n a pecker, just like you. Well, ain’t
that a hoot!”

 


A cold sweat broke across my brow and I
wriggled against my cuffs.

 


“What’s your problem, citizen? You resisting
arrest all ’a sudden?”

 


I didn’t need to see her hard-on to know how
huge it was. I could feel its girth between my butt cheeks.

 


She reached for her night stick and I guess I
could have kicked at her when she was bent over like that, but what
next? Run for it with my dick out and my pants around my
ankles?

 


Officer Paine held me down against the hood
of the car, with that night stick across the small of my back.
“You’re acting mighty strange.”

 


“Not really,” I reasoned. “Wouldn’t anybody
act this way?”

 


“It’s like you’re nervous or something.”

 


“Nervous?” I cried. “Of course I’m nervous! A
cop’s coming at me with a schlong the size of her billy club.”

 


She slid her cock down the crease of my
balls, where they parted to make way for my hot, ready hole.
“What’s ’a matter? Don’t tell me you ain’t never been fucked.”

 


My heart hammered the hood of my car. “I… I…
I’ve put things in there.”

 


“But you ain’t never been fucked by a cock,”
she teased. “You got a sweet virgin pussy all juiced up and ready
for the taking.”

 


My knees shook. My legs trembled.

 


“Aww, don’t you worry, pup. Officer Paine’ll
be gentle.”

 


Her cockhead found my crease easy as pie. She
heaved her night stick toward my ass like a rolling pin as she
pushed her dick inside me.

 


I always thought it would hurt, if it
happened. Though I never expected to get fucked by a cop… or by
anyone with a cock, for that matter.

 


If you didn’t look too closely, you might
never know I had a pussy hidden between my balls. I’d been extra
careful in my dealings with women. Never let them look down there
or feel around too much. And most ’a my girlfriends seemed pretty
okay with that. I suppose I’d always dated the kind of girls who
would lie back and let me get on top and do my thing. That was the
only kind of sex I’d ever had.

 


Until that night with Officer Paine.

 


She’d found my cunt no problem at all. She’d
found it and stuck a dick in it, and I was shivering head to toe
because I never imagined it. What an experience! She had me spread
across the hood of my car like jam on toast, and she was rolling my
ass with that night stick, rolling me out like biscuit dough.

 


And all the while she fucked me from behind
like it was goin out of style.

 


So much for gentle. If this was her version
of gentle, I’d hate to see what rough sex meant.

 


She rammed me with that hot rod, over and
over again. Once she’d planted her dick in my snatch, I knew she’d
never want to take it out. And, truth was, I didn’t want her going
anywhere.

 


Sure I was scared. Who wouldn’t be, getting
fucked by a cop on the side of the road? Middle of the night.
Remote section of highway. Anyone could come by at any moment. Gang
’a bikers could bang me all night long and nothing I could do with
those cuffs keeping me in place.

 


One dick was more ’an enough to start. And
the more she slammed her hips against my ass, the more glad I was
that she had such big damn cock. Because the friction it built
inside my wet pussy, I tell you, that was some mean heat!

 


Like I said, I always worried it would hurt…
and sometimes it did, but not the way I thought it would. I thought
when she put it in me, my knees would buckle and I’d fold over in
agony.

 


That’s not how it happened.

 


She stretched me to my limits, damn straight,
but the only thing that hurt was when she smashed her body clear
into mine. Because, when she buried her dick balls-deep in my cunt,
that motion compressed my nuts between my legs, and that pressure
bordered right on the edge of pain.

 


The officer rammed me over and over again,
dragging that night stick up the curve of my ass and then starting
over at the small of my back. Every time her body smacked my balls,
that sharp slap hurt a little less and felt a little more like the
pleasure of being fucked.

 


“I’m gonna come in your damn pussy,” she
hollered as something hard like a pebble smacked my ass.

 


“What was that?” I asked.

 


Officer Paine wailed as she hammered my cunt.
“I’m breathin too hard, sugar dumpling. My boobs are bustin my
uniform clear to kingdom come!”

 


The harder she fucked me, the more buttons
flew off her shirt. When I turned to get a look, it was hanging
clear open and her clean white bra glowed bright against the night
sky.

 


Her breasts were pale and huge, but I loved
her plain white brassiere best of all. She wasn’t some nasty cop
who went around fucking everyone she could find. At heart, she was
just an innocent southern girl taking on a man whose pussy had
never been fucked.

 


I bucked back against her, feeling her hip
bones bang my ass. She must have liked that, because she cried out.
My body reacted to her shrieks, locking on her cock, milking her
shaft until she shimmied and shrieked and howled at the moon.

 


“Oh yeah,” she cried. “Yeah, baby. That’s
right. You want my cock to explode inside you.”

 


“Yes!” I replied, and that one word seemed
enough to make her come.

 


I turned to catch the expression of pain and
bliss cross her face. Her brow furrowed, then all that tension
dissipated. Her bottom lip trembled. She praised the Almighty Lord
before pulling her dick from my snatch and flipping me over on the
car.

 


“You’d better be hard, because I’m ready to
go!”

 


She pushed and pulled me until I was sitting
on the hood of my vehicle, both hands planted flat behind me, my
legs hanging down, not quite touching the road. Officer Paine tried
stepping out of her panties and trousers, but she couldn’t shake
out of them with her boots on. Had’ta bend down and unlace
them.

 


After all that hassle, she had on nothing but
her buttonless shirt, gleaming white bra, and cute little bobby
socks.

 


Her dick hung at half-mast, still dripping
cum when she climbed into my lap like a bunny. She didn’t seem so
intimidating with her arms wrapped around me and her tongue lost
inside my ear.

 


“Oh I can’t wait to wrap my pussy ‘round your
cock,” she said.

 


“Well, have at it,” I told her. “Don’t let me
stop you.”

 


“So you want it too?”

 


“More than you, I bet.”

 


“Doubt that,” she said, pulling my dick out
from under my shirt.

 


Her grip was forceful as all get-out, and I
told her, “I ain’t gonna last long.”

 


“I ain’t gonna need long,” she told me.

 


Dropping down on my dick, she took me into
her pussy like her body was my home. I’d been inside other gals,
but it never felt like this before. Officer Paine’s pussy was not
just hot and tropical, but her big balls tickled my shaft and
bobbed against my thighs.

 


She had such a sense of fun about fucking me.
She bounced on my lap like my cock was a toy. She loved it. That
much was clear.

 


My heart raced from more than just the
excitement of making it with a stranger. Officer Paine didn’t feel
like a stranger anymore. In fact, I don’t think I’d felt so close
to anyone, even after knowing ‘em for years.

 


“Yes,” I whispered, breathin in the scent of
her hair. Everything about this girl turned precious as she bounced
in my lap.

 


“You like my sweet pussy, sugar pie?”

 


“I love it,” I told her. “I could eat a slice
of you every dang day and never get tired of it.”

 


She hugged me tight, and that’s when I
realized she was holding me in place. If not for her strength and
her feet pressing down on the bumper, I’d have slid down the hood
four times over by now.

 


“You are such a darling man,” she said, her
pussy tightening around my dick like a juicy coil. “Why truly, I
ain’t never met no one like you!”

 


“I’ve never met anyone like you either,” I
told her, and every word was true.

 


She squealed as she moved in my lap. Clearly,
she couldn’t get enough. She worked my cock hard until all I could
do was give in to the pressure.

 


I warned her, “I’m about to come.”

 


She egged me on with her body and her mouth.
“Then come, sugar pie! Fill my cunt with cream!”

 


Her pussy clung tight to my cock, and I
released a torrent inside her.

 


All at once, I felt weak.

 


When she jumped out of my lap, I slid down
the hood, but she was there to catch me.

 


I lay face down on my car, utterly spent, my
pants around my ankles while Officer Paine unlocked my cuffs.

 


It took a while before I found the strength
to roll over. When I did, she was dressed in her trousers and
boots, with her shirt tucked in but hanging open. All the buttons
were gone.

 


“What you gonna do about that?” I asked.

 


She gazed down at her big breasts. “I got
safety pins in the cruiser. That’ll do for now. Fat chance I’ll see
another vehicle down this stretch before my shift ends,
anyhow.”

 


I put my clothes on and got back in my car,
but I didn’t want to leave her. I didn’t want to go. I don’t
suppose she wanted me to leave, because she leaned against the door
and we shot the breeze for a long time, talking about nothing in
particular.

 


Finally, she asked where I was headed. She
offered to help me find my way.

 


“Truth is, I’m supposed to meet the girl my
folks want me to marry.”

 


She swallowed hard. Didn’t look pleased.
“You’re getting married, eh?”

 


“My parents think I’m too old to still be out
gallivanting. They found a girl for me to settle down with.”

 


“And you ain’t never even met her?”

 


“That’s right.”

 


“Wouldn’t you rather marry a girl you
actually done met?”

 


“Well sure, but what kind a girl would settle
for me?”

 


“Settle? You’re crazy! Any girl’d be lucky to
marry you.”

 


“None ‘a the ones I met seem to think
so.”

 


She looked down at the road and said, “I
ain’t married neither.”

 


“Now that I find hard to believe.”

 


“It’s the truth.”

 


“You’re pullin my leg, Officer Paine.”

 


“I ain’t!”

 


She beamed at me like a schoolgirl, and I
knew what I wanted to ask but I couldn’t get the words out.

 


Lucky for me, she stepped up and said, “We
fit together pretty nice. How’s about you and me get hitched?”

 


“I’d like that,” I told her. “I’d like that a
whole damn lot.”

 


~~~~~~~~~~~
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