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            Law’s Lengthy…
      

            by Irene
      

         

         I came out of the car hire office with a spring in my step. I smiled contentedly at myself. This holiday was shaping up to be really quite comfortable. The weather was gorgeous, and the people seemed nice. With a little bit of luck, I'd be able to work on my Spanish. I took a deep breath. Oh, Latin--Amerika! There was something really quite special about everything here. The sun warmed my back, and the warmth spread all the way to my fingertips. A great day for a drive! I heard the sweaty official shout behind me: “Drive safely, senorita!” I turned around and blew him a kiss. He looked worried. Did he think I looked like a careless driver?

         I opened the door of the beautiful red convertible and got inside. The sun shone, and I looked forward to a drive in the lovely weather. I started the engine. Then I pushed the pedal to the metal and turned out onto the road. Dust clouds rose around my tires, and I could practically hear the official sigh exasperatedly in the office. I headed out of the settled areas so that I could drive as fast possible without being a danger to anyone. On my way to the city limits, I met a horse-drawn cart driven by an elderly gentleman with his hat pulled down over his eyes. I waved at him as I drove by. He waved back, in a friendly manner.

         I soon got out of the city and cruised down the country roads while singing loudly to myself. The wind blew my dress up, and my hair whirled in the wind. The palms and shacks along the side of the road sped past. I slowed down as I passed a working team. The men in the gutter looked up. Their naked, muscular torsos glistened in the sun. Most of them were black, but there were some Latinos in the mix as well. I felt a slight tingle in my cunt. The men shouted and whistled as I passed them. I considered stopping but quickly cast the thought aside.

         After driving for a while longer, I suddenly saw another car behind me in the mirror. It was a local police car, and it pulled up beside me. The driver, a uniformed policeman of clear Latino heritage, signalled for me to pull over and stop. I nervously braked and did as told. He stopped right behind me. I worriedly waited for him to come outside and talk to me. He took his sweet time. I saw him stop and take note of the car's ID number in my mirror. Then he drew near, with slow steps. He suddenly closed the distance and looked down at me. He had mirrored sunglasses, so I couldn't see his eyes, and that made me even more nervous. I wet my lips. “Good day, senor,” I said and smiled at him. His crotch was at face height for me, and I noted that he had a baton, a pair of handcuffs and a pistol on his belt. I swallowed. You heard all sorts of things about the police around here.

         “Do you have a driver's licence, senorita?” he asked. I grabbed my purse, which was in the passenger seat, and opened it. I gave him my driver's licence with what I hoped was a charming smile. He glanced at it. “Do you have your passport on you? Visa?” I felt a shudder of nervousness. Dear God! Before my inner eye, I saw my passport and visa on the dressing table in the room I rented. Fuck! I was well aware that the locals had to have their passports on them at all times, but I hadn't considered for a second that that applied to me, too. “Um, I don't have that on me right now,” I explained. The policeman did not reply. He looked around the deserted landscape. “Please step out of the vehicle, senorita,” he said sternly and opened the car door for me. I hesitatingly did as he said. “Don't you know you should always keep your passport and visa on you while you're here?” he said. I decided it would be best to lie. “No, senor,” I didn't know that. “I'm sorry, but I've only been here for a month, and nobody told me.”

         “Why are you here?” he asked. In an attempt at flattery, I told him I was here to learn the language and because of the interesting and fascinating culture.” He put his head to one side. “I think you're lying to me,” he said, cold as ice. I suddenly felt cold in my light summer dress. “We're looking for a suspect,” he continued. “You fit the description, so I have to take you down to the station if you can't prove who you are.”

         I imagined the local police station. There were colourful rumours about what went down there as soon as the authorities looked the other way. He made a gesture to the hood. “I’ll have to search you as well. Please put your hands on the hood.” Search me? I looked at him, horrified. My dress barely covered the important bits, how on earth would I hide anything besides my body under it?

         “Now!” he barked. I jumped and turned to the hood. It felt warm to the touch. I swallowed heavily. His big hands rested on my shoulder blades and slid down my back. Then, he folded them around my bum and gently stroked his way up my hips. It felt more like caressing than searching.

         Against my will, I felt a warmth spread through my tummy. My nipples stiffened. I noted, embarrassed, that you could clearly see that through the thin dress fabric. His hands slid up my tummy, and I watched them rest across my breasts. He wore two gold rings and a big, vulgar gold watch. His hands were big and strong, and a couple of shades darker than my own skin. He started rubbing my breasts roughly. I gasped from shock and arousal. He leaned in, and his breath was warm on my neck. “You're hot,” he whispered hoarsely. Then, he bit the sensitive skin on my neck and then slid his lips down it. Goosebumps spread down my arms, and I could feel myself shake. He kneeled on the ground and pulled up my dress. His hands rested on my hips, and he pulled down my panties with a quick jerk.

         His warm breath met my thighs, and I moaned softly. I felt him separate my buttocks with his hands, and an expectant warmth spread through my cunt and stomach. Then, his tongue slid down the crack. It slid up and down a couple of times before he put his lips against my anus and pushed his tongue against it. I pushed my bum against his mouth, and he slowly pressed his tongue into the tight opening. One of his hands slid forward in my warm dampness, and his fingers searched eagerly for my clit. It was warm and swollen from arousal, and I whimpered while he massaged it firmly. He kept pushing his tongue in and out of my anal opening at the same time. Juices flowed down my thighs, and I spread my legs as much as the thong around my ankles let me. Suddenly, he rammed two fingers up my cunt, and I let a surprised little scream escape my lips. It felt so great to finally have something inside me. He kept massaging my clit while his fingers thrust in and out of my wet cunt, and his tongue pushed into my anus. It felt as if my whole body turned into warm, molten lava, and my knees started shaking.

         He pushed on harder and faster until I pushed hard against his mouth and hands and exploded. I screamed as I came and pushed down against his eager hands and searching tongue. My juices overflowed, and he kept stimulating me until the last of the aftershock had settled.

         I leaned heavily on the car. My breath came in short gasps. The police officer slowly stood up behind me, and I heard him unzip. Then, I felt his stiff cock on my thighs. It felt enormous, and a pang of fear hit me. He let the head slide back and forth along my lips before he suddenly thrust into me. His dick filled me all the way, and I moaned with happiness. He pushed roughly in and out several times before he started thrusting as if he were possessed. I only just managed to stay upright through his rough fucking. He kept fucking me hard and brutal like an animal until he came with a hoarse moan. He leaned on me for a while with his arms around me. I felt his chest rise and fall against my back, a very sexy feeling. He pulled his shrinking dick out of me, and I felt his sperm run down my thighs. I turned to him and looked at him as he zipped his trousers again. He suddenly pulled me to him and kissed me passionately. I returned the kiss, but he pulled loose after a little while.

         “Thank you for cooperating, senorita,” he said with a small smile. Then, he started walking to his car. He got in and started the engine. As his car passed me, he blew me and kiss and shouted: “Have a nice day!”

      
   


   
      
         
            A Captivating Story
      

            by Clementine
      

         

         I was slumbering in the most popular park in town when a shadow fell across me. A stern-looking policeman towered above me with his arms crossed, and he gave me a short command: “Get up, empty your back on the ground.”

         “What, why?” I asked, confused.

         “Are you in possession of any narcotics?” He looked at me sternly, like a headmaster in primary school.

         “Not at all,” I said, appalled, and happily let him search through my bag to prove my absolute innocence. When he moments later dug out a small box I’d never seen before, opened it and concluded that it contained a few grams of weed, I quickly understood that something had happened that I wasn’t privy to.

          
      

         “It’s not me,” I protested, “I don’t smoke weed, and I don’t sell it!” The words fell out of me, but they fell on deaf ears. He waved over a colleague who came and looked at the find with a face as if they’d just found a few pounds of cocaine. They discussed the matter between them, in a language I only know a few words of.

         “You're coming to the police station with us,” he concluded and guided me to a side street where they'd parked their car.

          
      

         His colleague got in the back with me, and he handcuffed himself to me just in case. The whole ordeal felt so unreal that I felt like laughing just as much as I was furious.

         “I'm not going to run away,” I promised, without a reply. He looked indifferently out the window and whistled absently before he decided to spend the rest of the drive feeling up the insides of my thighs. His fingers slid up to the edge of my panties and then under it, stroking back and forth until the car suddenly pulled up in front of the police station and stopped.

         I was soon guided inside, the handcuffs undone, and I imagined - relieved - that we could communicate in a more civilised manner. I was wrong about that. A stern chief stood before me and ordered a search. A young officer who couldn't wipe the grin off his face placed me with my arms out to the sides and my legs apart. He let his hands glide down me, too slowly, and all over the place. As if I could've hidden something anywhere. My short shorts had no pockets, and I only wore a basic vest top, I'd dropped the bra that day.

          
      

         “Strip!” was the next command I got.

         “Never!” I hissed. It was the straw that broke the camel’s back, or rather, the stick. I added some Norwegian curse words to my English as I furiously declared that this was an example of a country with zero due process, that I was a Norwegian student who’d never seen as much as a gram of weed before in my life, and demanded to be let go immediately. My rant was stopped by a short slap on the cheek. I hit back, almost on reflex, hard enough for my palm to sting. Not the smartest thing I could’ve done, but my brain was overheated with rage.

          
      

         They didn’t dilly-dally in getting off my few items of clothing. The young guy searching me whistled appreciatively at me where I stood, desperately trying to cling onto my confidence, only wearing my birthday suit. The chief gave an order that I didn’t understand, but I had an inkling when he started pulling on a pair of gloves. He kneeled before me with a grin on his face that he didn’t even try to hide, spread my legs and put a finger in my vagina.

         “I've got nothing in there,” I hissed. His finger circled dwelling against the tight walls before reluctantly pulling out. Then he commanded me to lean forward across a bench and then put his finger in my anus. I focused on trying to relax and shutting up, in hopes that it could help make this go quicker.

         “Nothing there, she's clean,” he declared indifferently. The chief came toward me, looking at me with a warning as if I were a notorious criminal, and said: “You're still being held for possessing weed and for inconveniencing a public servant.” In disbelief, they guided me to a cell with my scant clothing in hand before slamming the door shut, twisting the lock and setting a full stop to my fearless protests.

          
      

         I sank down on the hard bunk, totally broken, and with an intense longing for home. The lights were turned off a few hours later. I was about to fall asleep when I suddenly heard the lock again, and a figure drew near. Someone sat on my bed behind me, as I lay with my face to the wall, and started stroking my body. When the hands suddenly spread my legs and slid in under my underwear and straight for my slit, I decided to turn around and acknowledge the fact that I was awake.

         “Hello, beautiful Norwegian girl, are you awake?” I could just about make out a uniformed police officer I'd never seen before through the darkness. I sat up and slowly said: “Yes. This isn't a comfortable place to sleep. And what are your hands doing on my body?” The officer laughed with abandon as if I'd said something hilarious.

          
      

         “Would you like some wine?” He lit a torch he'd brought with him, and a bottle of wine really did appear within view. I considered swinging it at his head and running outside for a moment, but concluded that my odds were too poor. There could be more obstacles out there. So I said yes instead. He got out a plastic cup and poured the wine, and I threw it back as if it was water from the fountain of life. Wine has rarely tasted so good before. My inner turmoil began to recede, and I drank my way down the bottle with gratitude while trying to appeal to the man's sense of justice.

         “That weed was planted on me, I’ve never seen it before,” I babbled on.

         “Yeah, yeah, I know,” he brushed me off. “They just wanted to have some fun with you. You know - Work gets boring when nothing’s happening, and a young, beautiful tourist girl like you can be a tempting target to pick up…”

          
      

         “What!?” I screamed and grabbed onto his collar, “Is this how police around here fix their boredom? Ever tried a crossword puzzle?” He grabbed my hands and shook himself loose.

         “Listen, I can get you out of here tonight. If you want to give me something in return.”

         “What,” I asked suspiciously, bordering on annoyed. “I don’t have much money, and it wouldn’t surprise me if what little I had is now in your colleagues’ pockets,” I said.

         “For fuck’s sake, I’m not interested in your money,” he declared. “I’m interested in you. Nice body. Inviting.” He let his gaze slide up and down me.

          
      

         “And when would I be let go if I say no?” I asked while I thought as hard as one can while intoxicated. He shrugged.

         “It's hard to say. Maybe tomorrow, maybe the day after that… And who knows what they are planning on doing with you in the meantime…” He gave me a knowing look. I looked back. I'd guess he was in his early 50s, pretty well kept. He didn't look half bad and seemed possible to communicate with. Especially after a solid dose of wine. He spoke English better than his colleagues. Or perhaps he was just more communicative by nature.

         “OK. I’m in, I’ll do as you say. But then you’ll keep your promise.”

         “Of course. But you have to behave. Be obedient. Follow my commands. Understood?”

          
      

         I looked up at him, a little unsure. It felt as if I had the choice between the plague and cholera, I just had to take a gamble on one of them. He led me by my hand out of the cell, and we walked down a long corridor.

         “Where are we going? And where are your colleagues, by the way?” He shushed me.

         “What, you're not really supposed to do this?” I giggled like a secondary school student. Everything was starting to seem so funny. Especially after I discovered that my giggles echoed. He pushed me through a door, turned on the lights and I noted that we were in a bathroom. A sad bathroom, but a bathroom nonetheless. If I were lucky, there might even be hot water in the shower.

         “Oh, how nice, I get to have a shower,” I said and stumbled on both my words and a threshold.

         “Exactly, clever girl,” he said sarcastically and started pulling off the few bits of clothing I wore while practically sampling me with his eyes. I didn't protest. I didn't protest when he got undressed either, or when he joined me in the shower while turning on the water. They did have hot water. I leaned against the jets and enjoyed the feeling, no matter how absurd the situation was.

          
      

         He grabbed some soap and started soaping me up all over, from top to bottom, as thoroughly and considerately that it was enough to cause my intoxicated self to collapse with laughter. I leaned on his chest while tears of laughter ran down my cheeks.

         “It’s your turn to do the same to me,” he ordered, surprisingly softly. I accepted the soap and got to work, taking my time. I let my hands dwell by his dick for a long time, which quickly went from semi-erect to rock hard while I thoroughly soaped it up.

          
      

         “Get down on your knees, suck me,” he commanded in a low, aroused voice. I obeyed without any ifs or buts. I kneeled down in front of him, held his dick in one hand and jacked it off lightly before introducing it to my mouth. The tip of my tongue first, then the rest of it. Then my lips, in light kisses, sucking kisses, wet kisses, only to tease him before sucking him into my mouth, and my tongue kept up its game all the while. I used one hand to help by jacking him off and the other to caress his balls. He kept completely still, at first. Through the flow of water, I heard him moan and mumble something in the language I didn't understand. After a while, he took to setting the pace, grabbing my head by the hair and guiding me back and forth, going deeper than I thought I'd be able to manage.

          
      

         That's when the hot water suddenly ended, and I couldn't help but shriek in discomfort. I almost sobered up again. He swore quietly, hoisted me up, grabbed us some towels and got me out of the bathroom. He unlocked an office which had a somewhat tired-looking day bed at the far end of the room, and he tossed his head in its general direction. I got it and sank down on it while my towel slid down to show my naked body. I felt so cold after the shower. I shivered, and my nipples hardened. He stood looking at me, lustfully and confidently.

         “Are you going to keep being good and listening to me?” I nodded silently, waiting for his next move.

          
      

         He came closer with his dick pointing to me, kneeling between my legs and touching my boobs with firm, hungry hands. He pulled on my nipples a little before taking them in his mouth and sucking on them in a demanding way, enjoying them. His hands moved to the small of my back, stroking softly and tantalisingly back and forth before letting his hands slide up the insides of my thighs and meeting at my pussy. He stroked across my labia with his fingers, before digging in on either side and trying to separate them. His lips let go of my nipples and slid down to my clit and the opening, which he was trying to get ready. I sank back on the day bed, noticed that I liked what he was doing. Blood flowed down there, and I got wet. I'd never have imagined it.

         He put my heels at the edge of the day bed and put his hands across my feet as support while he licked me in a way I'd never experienced before. His tongue felt like a comfortable fire that I met with increasing eagerness, I couldn't stay still. I felt my thigh muscles, and pelvic floor starts to tighten and used my hands to play with my nipples on that final short stretch to orgasm. I grabbed onto his dark, slightly greying hair and pushed his head toward me as the orgasm washed through me. It was fantastic. I felt twice intoxicated. Soon after, while my eyes were still closed, I felt his hard, thudding dick make its way into me. I was still in that same position, and he leaned on my legs while pumping away in a tempo that made me think he wouldn't last for long.

          
      

         However, he suddenly pulled out and commanded me to “Get down on all fours.” He pointed to a tug in the middle of the floor. I obeyed. While I waited like that, I could tell he was faffing about with something, and I turned around to look. He was rigging a small film camera.

         “No way!” I protested. “You’re not allowed to film me!” I’d stood up, but he hissed at me: “Do you have a bad memory? I think you’ve forgotten the fact that you should follow my orders.” He signalled for me to lean across the desk, and I found no good reason to protest. I heard him pull out a belt behind me which suddenly hit my rear with a short, somewhat stinging swish. Several times. I whimpered.

         “It seemed like you could do with some discipline,” he finished, with a small grimace. “Have you learned something?” he asked, and I nodded. I was actually turned on even more beneath that pink hue I’d taken on, but there was no need to tell him that.

          
      

         “You’ve got to understand that I want you on film too, so I’ve got something to enjoy once you’ve left,” he whispered in my ear, almost conspiratorially. “Get on all fours again,” he commanded, and I obeyed, knowing full well that the camera was running and that there was nothing I could do about it. He kneeled before me, at first, and put his dick well into my mouth. I sucked eagerly and could tell that being treated this way only turned me on more. He held my head and moaned with pleasure while letting me suck. I was as focused and talented as if I were up for an Olympic medal in the sport. I was prepared to blow him until he came, but he stood up, got behind me and penetrated me without any beating around the bush, so to speak. I squeezed around him, using my muscles to make him enjoy himself as much as possible.

         “Great, young, cunt,” I heard him say while keeping a firm grasp of my long, blonde hair. “Wet and willing… Naughty little slut… But good, good… Now that you’re obedient…”

          
      

         He suddenly had his index fingers on either side of my mouth as if I was a horse he was trying to get to accept a bridle. He held me that way while he kept on riding me, hard and fierce. And I had nothing to say in the matter. Only the occasional unarticulated moan escaped me as he sped up and thrust so fiercely it almost hurt. He moved his hands and covered my eyes with one, my mouth with the other toward the end. His dick chased in and out of me at great speed while I noticed, almost in disbelief, that a second orgasm was building up inside me. I screamed and heard how his hand muffled the sound. I felt as if my vagina lived a life of its own as the convulsions chased through me. I noticed that he was holding on hard in order not to slide out before he finally let his orgasm explode inside me with a long gasp of enjoyment and sent squirt after squirt of probably long-saved sperm up my cunt.

          
      

         The intoxication started wearing off after that. Slowly. He offered me a cigarette, which I turned down. He suddenly disappeared out the door and returned with my bag. I quickly checked the contents. Everything was there, including my passport and money. I was indescribably relieved when I understood that he’d keep his word. He went ahead of me, waved me through a side door and put me in the police car next to him.

         “Where do you want me to take you? Back to your hotel?” I nodded. He leaned over to me and gave me a surprising and sweet kiss on the mouth before starting the car.

          
      

         We didn't speak on the short drive, and he let me go at the hotel with a brief, subtle smile plus a somewhat optimistic “See you soon”. Just after he left, he suddenly turned around and rolled up on the pavement where I stood, frantically undoing his window. For a moment I thought he was going to take me back, and briefly considered breaking into a run. Enough was enough. But he smiled movie-star wide, reached out a masculine arm and reached me a big banknote.

         “Why are you giving that to me?” I wondered.

         “Because you’re worth it,” he said, mimicking the ad. “I’m looking forward to watching the film!” He gave me a sign of approval, backed away quickly and took a quick turn out of my field of view.

      
   


   
      
         
            The Punishment 1
      

            by S., Copenhagen
      

         

         It would be a lie to say it was the first time she stood here. She had put a black corset with matching garters in her purse. Now she wanted to get the racy stockings that matched. She looked around her. He was nowhere in sight. She got a hold of a pair of stockings, hid them under her jacket and ran. A second later, a hand grabbed onto her coat sleeves. It was him. He'd seen it all. She was excited. He didn't let her go while he called up some of the other guards on the intercom. “It's her again. Yeah, I'm ready, are you?” Was he talking about her? Several of the salespeople and the other customers looked at her with contempt. She probably looked scared when the guard pulled her along with him. Why did she do it? Was it the excitement? She could afford to buy the underwear. The guard scolded her loudly and forced her into a room in the back. She didn't hear what he said even if she tried to focus. The lights were turned off just as soon as she'd managed to orient herself. Three guards entered without a word. The first guard tied her hands and pushed her up against the wall with her back first. They aimed a spotlight at her face. She was forced to her knees and questioned. They found both the corset and the stockings. She was to be punished, and she was told that the only way she would be let loose was to obey their wishes.

         She was untied, and while one guard held her, another tore her dress to shreds so that her breasts were exposed. The dress got pulled off all the way, and she stood there wearing nothing but a thong and tall black boots. She was commanded to take off her panties. She was almost completely shaven smooth, and the men seemed to enjoy the sight. They pushed her into a small dressing room so that she could put on the stolen underwear. She looked at herself in the mirror and enjoyed the sight of her breasts being pushed up by the corset. She tightened and looked at her strutting nipples. She put the stockings on and laced up her tall boots. There were some black gloves back there too, which she put on. One of the guards came to get her. He was so hot as he stood there admiring her. When she came back out, they led her to a small, fully lit podium. They'd taken their shirts off, and one of them had a camera. They were going to film her!

         She suddenly felt naked, but the guard who'd caught her shoplifting went over to her, kissed her ear and assured her that they'd treat her right. He said she looked wonderfully seductive. She was put on a bed, and the camera started rolling. She was just about to conquer her nervousness, and after a while, she found her courage and showed them everything. She was on all fours with her bum aimed straight at the camera. Only wearing the corset and stockings, no panties. She started touching her freshly shaven pussy. Being in the centre of it all was powerful, and she enjoyed the guards' eyes on her body.

         They got closer and started caressing her. One of them got his cock out and put it between her buttocks. He ran it back and forth. She moaned and got a cock in her mouth at the same time. The camera filmed it all. She was put on her back, her legs spread. The guards stood over her with lust in their eyes. She moved her fingers around and noticed that she was more sensitive thanks to the shave. It got more intense. She was on her way. Everything vibrated inside her. She moaned loudly and finally came.

         She never got out of that back room before her alarm went off, and another day dawned. What would the guards think of tonight?
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Camping

by Morten



She twists and turns restlessly in her sleep. Suddenly, she’s wide awake. It’s dark, but something woke her up.

With clumsy fingers, she tugs at the zipper of the tent before she manages to pull it down. It’s completely quiet. She can only hear sparks crackling within the embers of the fire outside. Her eyes search around. Suddenly she sees the silhouette of a person in the pale moonlight. She rubs her eyes. It must’ve been this person who woke her up.

She packed her bag at dawn. She wanted to go camping for the day all by herself. No one knew where she was, but that was kinda the point of it. So who was this person in the dark, plainly standing there looking at her?

Her cheeks are burning, and her heart beats faster. Who is he? Because it’s a man. She can tell by the masculine silhouette. She can only just hear his breath. She wonders if he can hear her quick breathing and her heart that’s beating so hard that she can feel it in her temples…

“Who are you?” Her shaky voice hangs in the air. Without saying a word, he walks towards her. Desperately, she tries to see who he is, but she’s blinded by the torch that he’s holding in front of him. She is starting to get really scared, and she frantically tries to think of a way to escape. The silence is still heavy. He stops only a metre from the tent. An unmistakable scent of sweat and oily leather hits her in the light evening breeze. She can see the outline of a broad-brimmed hat and a holster on his right hip.

“My name is Parker. I’m the ranger.” His hoarse, rough voice fills up the entire tent.

Annika feels a primitive fear of the masculine at that moment. The hair at the back of her neck stands up.

“Okay, but is something wrong?” She can hear how insecure she sounds, but she’s trying not to sound inviting.

“This is a reservoir, and you’ve fallen asleep without putting out your fire properly. The woods are really dry. I would’ve thought you’d understand the danger.” He lets the insinuation hang in the air, but it hits right where intended. She feels uneasy. Of course, he’s right. It was thoughtless of her to go to sleep for the night without throwing water on the fire.

“Yes, you’re right, it was irresponsible of me.” Annika was happy the dark hid her blushing cheeks.

She grabs a kettle from the tent. It was half-full of water from cooking yesterday. With weak knees, she walks over to the embers glowing at her like red devil eyes between soot-black logs. She throws water over the whole thing. Immediately, a sickening, sour puff of damp smoke surrounds her. She coughs and stumbles backwards, hitting against Parker. He catches her in his strong arms and growls quietly, but annoyed,

“You’re not that experienced with life in the wilderness, are you?” Annika wiped her burning tears away from her cheeks. While coughing, she admits that she doesn’t. She only now realises that she’s just wearing panties and a thin T-shirt. She can feel his strong arms squeeze her upper arms. Slowly, he turns her around to face him. The striking smell of man that she noticed earlier is now more intense than ever. A scent of physical strain surrounds him. It’s the perfume of nature, mixed up with the smell of leather and tobacco. She throws a nervous glance again at the holster that he carries in his belt. He’s so close that his breath is tickling her eyelashes.

Annika wants to pull away, but the attempt is half-hearted. She can sense her own reaction whilst standing there. Something deep inside of her craves the very thing she’s trying to escape. She doesn’t understand it herself. The ranger is broad-built, strong, and towering over her. He radiates something primitive and animal-like. It makes her naked legs tingle. Maybe it’s the situation. Maybe it’s the helplessness about being far away from the safety of civilisation, all alone at night with a strong man that smells of the wild.

“Why are you armed?” Annika nods her head at his belt.

“Oh, you mean this?” Parker pats the holster lightly, but he’s still holding onto her arm.

“It’s not a weapon; it’s a baton. I’ve never needed anything else in my job.” Annika believes him. His size demands respect. Parker loosens the flap over the holster and pulls up a thick, black baton. It’s about a foot long. He holds it up in front of her.

“It demands respect in the right hands, but you don’t seem like a criminal to me, young lady.” She senses more than sees that he’s smiling in the dark. In the pale moonlight, she can see the tip of the round, black baton shining dimly. Annika can feel blood rush to her head. Her body feels soft. Almost as if she’s in a trance, she lets her fingers slide over the smooth surface. She’s almost dizzy. She can’t hold back a soft whimper that forces its way up her throat. With parted lips, she lifts her eyes up to the glowing eyes under the brim of the hat. Something unspeakable fills up the time and space. She thinks he understands. Inside of her, a wild fight between common sense and lust is going on. She’s all alone and far from other people. She’s alone with a man she doesn’t know at all. It’s a man with an animal-like charm. It scares her, more than she dares to admit. For all she knows, he might be like the devil himself – bestial and ruthless. She could be in big danger, without knowing it. She closes her eyes and hopes for the best. She gasps as a rough hand gives her breast a hard squeeze. Almost without any willpower, she feels herself surrendering.

“You little slut…!” Parker is almost growling out his primitive power over the half-naked woman in the dark. His blood has already filled up his big manliness until it’s almost bursting. Her obvious surrender excites him. He breathes quickly, and sweat is pouring out under his ranger uniform. He stares at her lips as if he’s under a spell – they’re shining temptingly in the moonlight.

With great enjoyment, he sticks his tongue out and licks her mouth in a raw and demanding movement, before he pierces his tongue into the deep. It’s as if Annika’s dead. She’s just hanging there and letting herself be used. Parker puts the rough baton up to her mouth and hisses, “Lick it!” She obeys, opens her mouth, and closes her lips around the smooth, black stick. She sucks it as greedily as a dick. Never before has she experienced such raw horniness. The thick baton is pushed into her, sliding off her tongue and hitting the back of her mouth, before sliding further down her throat.

With her face turned towards the black night sky, she lets her throat be fucked by the thick, black stick. Little tears of pain trickle from her eyes. Oh, how she’s longed for this! The slut in her celebrates the treatment. A need is about to be met.

“Down on your knees, slut, and sit still!” She obeys blindly. She knows she has to because she wants to. Fir needles and branches prod her naked knees as she lets herself slide down to the ground in front of him. Her eyes have partly gotten used to the dark now. She can see him more clearly as he tears off his uniform.

With a satisfied sigh, she sees him keeping his boots and hat on. It feels so primitive and hot. She slides a couple of fingers behind her panties, feeling her juices seep out between smooth folds of skin. Her whole body is tingling like crazy. She has to have him! Annika stretches her hands out to grab his proud dick in the moonlight, but he brushes her off bluntly.

“Take off those rags and put your hands behind your back. He seems mercilessly controlling. The night suddenly seems to be filled with brutal and raw lust. The man in front of her has changed his character from the formal to primal. It’s a strong and muscular man, oozing sweat and horniness.

Annika pulls her T-shirt over her head. She doesn’t have time for more before Parker’s standing there with his legs parted and his dick thrust into her face.

“Suck me off slut, and don’t stop until I let you!” She opens her mouth over his big dick. She feels a mixture of fear and pleasure as it fills up her whole mouth. She has to stretch out her tongue underneath to fit it in. It’s so huge! With her hands obediently gathered behind her, she swallows the rough cock all the way to the root. She barely registers the little, sharp pain as it passes the back of her mouth. She’s so excited that her ears are ringing. Her submission is hers and hers alone.
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