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         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.


She fights for air, sticking her head and neck out. Parker has a firm grip in her blonde hair and denies her any retreat. With slow thrusts – surprisingly careful and controlled – he drives his rough dick deep into her, knocking against the back of her throat. He pants and sometimes he growls from deep down in his chest. Annika feels so helpless, so deliciously helpless. She struggles to breathe through her nose – anything else is impossible. Her mouth is so full and her lips so tense around the impressive dick. Yet it glides easily down her throat. She can feel his balls smack rhythmically against her chin. The night fills up with wet sounds. She can feel her juices between her legs – how it seeps out between the swollen folds, getting the thin fabric of her panties wet. Oh, those pink, smooth folds! She’s as smooth as silk, but he doesn’t know it yet. 


Suddenly he stops and pulls out of her. Annika gasps for air, drawing it deep into her lungs. She’s grateful for the break. What now? What will he do to her now? Parker is breathing heavily and rattling. He clears his throat and spits out into the darkness. 


“I bet the slut is all nicely juiced up now.” He doesn’t expect an answer. With a quick movement, he grabs his belt from the ground and ties her hands up behind her back. The buckle is pushing painfully against one of her wrists, but she can’t do anything but whimper in excitement. She’s enjoying this so much, but she can’t say it out loud. She feels a hard tug in her hair before her cheek gets pushed down against the wet soil. Her nipples are pushed down into the fir needles and cones that covers the ground. 


He takes a long step behind her. Without warning, a rough palm smacks her hard on the buttocks. She screams loudly because it’s so unexpected. Before the burning sensation has ebbed away, she can feel the stiff stick pushing past her panties and resting against her pussy lips. He lets out a rasping laugh.


“Well, well, so the slut can actually make a sound? Let me hear you beg for more!” Annika wants nothing more in the world right now than to be fucked by this manly beast, but any attempts are muffled down by the forest floor. Suddenly the palm strikes her buttocks again – and again, the delicious heat spreads through her pussy. She whimpers out loud, “Please, Parker, fuck me now!” She feels completely dissolved in horniness. Feeling small and pathetic, she’s bending down to the ground on her knees while begging. She’s so vulnerable and exposed to this male animal that she doesn’t know. It doesn’t make any sense, but it turns her on so much that she feels as if she’s about to burst.


A vibration cuts through the night – the man’s chuckle. “You’re a good girl, after all.” With a deep thrust, he sinks all the way into her. His balls smack against her soaking wet panties, still wet from the spit. She’s so horny that she’s dizzy. She can feel the familiar waves foam deep inside of her, lifting her up towards everything that she wants to feel – the freeing climax that drains her completely. As the roundabout is about to throw her off, she can feel her panties being torn off of her. Something is pushing against her ass. Surprised, she holds her breath. She quickly realises it has to be the baton. It feels hard, smooth, and cool as he slowly pushes it into her. Annika breathes faster. Her eyes fill up with tears in the darkness. She doesn’t know if it’s tears of pain or pleasure, but no one can see it anyway.


The heat from her cave spreads to the baton. Soon she feels two limbs filling her up, both stiff and hard. Again the roundabout starts spinning, faster and faster. Her whimpers spur him on. Like an animal, he mates with her. He drives his dick in and out of the wet cave. His grunting keeps getting louder, the rhythm faster. He’s getting close. Annika is thrown out into an insane wave and an orgasm that seems to tear everything out of her. She screams into the night at the exact moment that her pussy is filled up with cum. The burning, white cum is pumped out in hard cramps, with a little extra help from her own cramps. Parker roars like a wild ox behind her. She’s lifted up off the ground by her hips, while he thrusts like crazy against her buttocks.


The two bodies shake in the night, soaking wet from sweat. The last trembles are still running through her body as she notices him getting dressed. Her hands are free again. Heavy and satisfied, she rests against the cool forest floor on her side. Her pussy feels on fire. Is she still alive? She must’ve dozed off for a moment, drifting away in a red world full of pleasure. Slowly, she gets up on her elbows. She catches sight of his big body in the cool moonlight. Already dressed, he carefully straightened his hat and looked over at her. 


“Remember the fire next time. Unless you want another visit, of course…” Again, she can feel more than see his smile. Annika is about to answer, but suddenly she feels something still inside of her. 


She reaches behind with her hand and feels it – the baton! The slowly pulls it out with a trembling sigh. She turns her eyes towards him again.


“Haven’t you forgotten something?” The question ebbs out in a whisper. The only thing she sees is the silhouette of the trees and pale stars in the moonlight. Somewhere in the dark, she can hear heavy boots moving away from her. Annika suddenly notices how cold the ground is, but she feels as if the night has opened up something inside of her. Another piece of the puzzle has fallen into place. The smile in the night is now hers.
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