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        I wandered into a truck stop in the middle of the night.

      

      

      
        
        That’s where he found me… an older man with grease-stained hands who forced me into his semi-truck.

      

      

      
        
        And then he had his way with me, no matter how hard I fought him.
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          MELANIE

        

      

    

    
      The truck stop was nearly empty, the neon OPEN sign flickering in the gas station window. There was a small diner attached to the gas station, a greasy spoon little thing with chipped tables, yellow tile flooring, and grease staining the walls.

      I stepped inside. The bell jingled above my head. It was late as hell. It was the kind of hour where only drifters, hitchhikers, and nefarious men loitered, looking for dangerous things to do.

      My car had broken down on the side of the highway, and I’d been forced to walk a long stretch of deserted road to get help. I was tired, hungry, thirsty, and just wanted to sit and rest. But everything felt wrong. Even the night air hummed with the promise of evil.

      But also something…thrilling.

      I grabbed a bottle of water, a bag of chips and a candy bar, and headed to the counter. The few patrons inside the gas station watched me with something vile and oily in their gazes.

      “I know the garage is closed, but is there any way to get a towtruck out to get my car?”

      “No,” the cashier said in a bland tone, the older woman smelling of stale cigarettes and looking like she just wanted to go home.

      “When does the garage open?”

      “Nine,” she said matter-of-factly.

      I nodded, feeling frustrated. It was the middle of the night, but morning was coming soon, so I’d have to just wait it out.

      And when I focused back on my surroundings, I realized something… something that had the hair on the back of my neck standing on end.

      Someone watched me, and it was enough that it made me feel stripped bare and more vulnerable than I ever had before. 

      A stare. Heavy. Penetrating. After paying, I turned my head, and that’s when I saw him.

      A trucker, leaning against the wall across the way, his big and beefy arms crossed over his massive chest. He was all muscle with short salt and pepper hair under a ball cap, a thick but trimmed beard of the same shade, and wearing a flannel that he left unbuttoned enough to show the dark hair covering his broad chest.

      The gas station was small, so I could see the name embroidered on his shirt. Ivan.

      And he was looking right at me like he knew me. Like he had… plans for me.

      I glanced away, shoved my change in my pocket, and headed to the diner. I’d wait him out until morning then go to the mechanic’s garage right next door and see about getting a tow for my car.

      But my biggest problem was having to walk past the burly trucker who stood right by the entrance of the diner.

      I ducked my head and avoided eye contact, but right as I neared him, I sensed him moving closer.

      “You lost, little girl?” His voice is rough, deep, full of gravel and warning.

      I swallowed, but I didn’t stop or answer. And he didn’t like that because, before I made it past him, he grabbed my wrist with a firm, unyielding grip. 

      I froze, my heart seizing, and snapped my head up. “Let go of me, mister.” His lips twitched, but his eyes stayed dark and dangerous.

      “You don’t mean that,” he said confidently. “That’s why you’re lookin’ at me like that.”

      “Like what?” The words slipped from my lips before I could stop them.

      He grinned, his teeth flashing through his thick beard. “Like you want me to pull you closer and ruin you.”

      I took a slow breath, feeling my pulse hammer in my throat, and tried to pull my hand out of his grip. But his hold was firm. Unbreakable. I was consumed by his controlling gaze. “Why are you looking at me like that?” I whispered.

      He pulled me closer, so close I had to tip my head back to keep my eyes on his. I could smell leather, cologne, and engine oil clinging to his skin. I should have screamed, but my throat was too tight, my mouth too dry.

      His big hand curled around my other wrist, his grasp so firm but not bruising. Not yet, my mind whispered. My breathing increased, my pulse thundered, and…. I felt my pussy get wet, creaming for this dark and dirty stranger who held me immobile.

      “You’re playin’ with fire, little girl,” he murmured as he stared at my lips then my breasts like he was a hungry wolf.

      And when he leaned down and brushed his nose and lips along my neck and ear, I felt his breath hot against my cheek.

      I shivered, my fingers twitching, my nipples aching. “Let go of me or I'll scream.” He pulled back and grinned.

      “Go ahead, little girl. You think any of these motherfuckers will stop me?” His smile vanished. “You’re mine, and I’m gonna show you exactly what that means.” His growl was low, rumbling through his chest

       And when he dragged me toward the exit—toward his truck.
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      The trucker pulled me along the cracked, cold asphalt of the parking lot, and every step was an agonizing surrender that was beyond my control.

      I glanced over my shoulder, staring at the neon sign in the window that seemed so harsh now, growing further away with every step I was forced to take.

      Every once in a while there was a faraway, ceaseless hum of the trucks plowing down the freeway. It blended into this disorienting soundtrack that drowned out the thrumming of my pulse in my ears.

      “Stop,” I said again and tried yanking my arm free. But he just gripped me tighter, bruising. My muscles strained in futile resistance against Ivan’s grasp. It was like iron and unyielding as he dragged me closer to his waiting semi.

      Every fiber of my being screamed to break free—even as the terror of my predicament rendered my limbs heavy and unresponsive.

      The chill of the night air against my bare skin was almost painful, and it mingled with the potent stench of diesel fumes, tar, and something that had my stomach cramp.

      Each ragged breath I took was a desperate gasp, a silent cry swallowed by the oppressive darkness. Why couldn't I scream? Why wasn't my voice working? I needed to scream for help. 

      In those agonizing moments, time stretched on into infinity with every second seeming like I was being dragged into an eternity of hell. My heart pounded so fiercely that I feared it would burst through my chest in this nasty rest stop.

      Around me, shadows shifted with unspoken horrors that happened when no one was looking. The few men who glanced my way quickly looked away, their eyes filled with a resigned terror as they chose inaction over intervention.

      “Help,” I muttered out, finding my voice slowly. “Help,” I screamed louder. But I was met with ignorance and avoidance. I was utterly alone—left to battle this fate that I knew I wasn't strong enough to fight.

      With each step he took, Ivan’s presence seemed to press down on me, an overwhelming force that crushed any hope of escape. I struggled, finding my strength and twisting and kicking with all the energy I could summon. But he was too strong— absolute and unyielding.

      The semi’s door loomed ahead like a portal into hell itself. As we neared it, the rough texture of the pavement seemed to merge with the raw pressure of my captivity. Every inch that separated me from the unknown interior of that truck deepened the despair and fear within me.

      Ivan reached his semi and stopped, looking down at me. He towered over me, his dark eyes hidden further by the shadows creeping around us. His gaze held a cold intensity that made it appear like he was dissecting my every thought, weighing my worth in silence.

      Inside, my mind was a battlefield of what to do next. But I felt paralyzed. He opened the driver’s side door, and the cold reality of my situation cut through me as sharply as the night air.

      “Get in, little girl.”

      I focused on the roughness of his hand along my skin, the sound of his low, gravelly command, and the isolation of a rest stop that had transformed into a stage for this unthinkable act.

      “No,” I whispered and shook my head, fighting harder, but it only made him push me toward the semi with more force.

      “I don’t want to be rough, not yet at least,” he said and smirked. “But if you don’t do what I fucking say, the alternative won’t nearly be as enjoyable.”

      I shook my head and tried to back away. He growled and cursed, then with a strength that startled me, gripped my waist and hauled me up and into the cab. I struggled not to fall out of the truck as he shoved me in. I lost my balance, teetering on the leather of his seat before he pushed me to the passenger side. 

      I went for the door, trying the handle, but it was locked, my new prison surrounding me in this little box of steel and glass. I panicked, taking in the interior as he climbed up and sat in the driver’s seat. 

      He slammed the door, and I cried out—a raw, anguished plea for rescue, for the tiniest spark of salvation. But the night was indifferent, and the only response was the relentless, haunting hum of my ragged breathing.

      He turned the engine over and drove out of the parking lot, his silence deafening. I was left suspended in a terrifying reality where every detail was etched in my mind like a horror movie reel.

      I was utterly, helplessly alone and at Ivan’s mercy.
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      The truck rumbled beneath me as I sat in the dimly lit cab, my pulse thudding so loudly I could almost hear it over the engine’s roar. 

      I was terrified, and that froze me to the seat. Hands shaking and held in my lap, I glanced to the side to look at my captor. He was at least three times my twenty-years, built like a tank, and probably having been on the road so long he had no civility left.

      Now, with the cold glow of the dashboard painting everything in dimly lit hues, I couldn’t stop glancing at him.

      Ivan—big, rough, and undeniably dominant—hadn’t spoken since I’d been forced into this nightmare. But that silence was short-lived as his voice cut through like the cruel edge of a blade.

      “I’m gonna have fun with you, little girl,” he snarled, a dark smirk curling his lips. I had nothing to say but choked, terrified with silence.

      Even as his massive hands gripped the wheel, each shift of gear punctuating my dread, I felt the weight of every choice I’d made. Ivan steered us onto a dark, empty road that seemed to swallow any hope of rescue. The only light was the harsh gleam of the instrument panel, and beyond the glass, the night was an endless expanse of foreboding shadows.

      He shifted again, his thick fingers wrapping around the gearshift with an unsettling power. God, his hands were massive. I slowly looked up at his profile once more, and his gaze flicked toward me.

      “You’re scared?” he asked, but I could tell in his tone he wasn't really asking. His tone was laced with a cruel satisfaction.

      I said, “No,” in a forced whisper as fear clawed at my throat. His lips twisted into an expression that wasn’t a smile but something far darker.

      A silent promise of what was to come.

      Without warning, his hand reached across the narrow space between us and gripped my thigh with a force that left no room for protest. He used force to jerk me closer to him. I tensed, his big fingers digging into my leg a second before he slowly trailed those digits until his hand was so close to my pussy I knew he could feel the wet heat.

      His touch wasn’t tentative. It was an assertion, a reminder that I wasn’t in control. And when he twisted his hand and dug it further between my legs, now cupping my pussy, his thumb pressing to my slit and stroking up and down, I sucked in a sharp breath of shock.

      “Sweet little thing. Pretty little girl. You’re mine now,” he growled, his voice thick with possession and finality. 

      In that moment, every instinct in me screamed to fight back, to escape the claustrophobic terror that was closing in. My mind raced frantically—each thought a desperate calculation of how I might break free, how I might claw my way out of this nightmare.

      As Ivan drove the truck  deeper into the night, the road ahead blurred into uncertainty. I sat frozen between the oppressive darkness outside and the even darker future Ivan seemed determined to impose.

      Every second stretched into an eternity, and then he pulled off to the side, cut the engine, and we were thrown into the dark pits of hell.

      This was it… this was how the next chapter of my life would play out.
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      I sat there, heart pounding in my ears, the weight and darkness of the night pressing down on me. In that stillness, I knew I had to feign the compliance he expected—anything to give me a chance to survive.

      I forced my face into an expression of resigned submission. Every muscle in me screamed to flee, yet I played the part of the obedient captive. My mind raced with plans for escape, calculating the precise moment when I might catch him off guard. Because the thought of inaction was more unbearable than any other risk.

      For several agonizing minutes, the oppressive quiet was punctuated only by Ivan’s slow, measured breaths and the distant murmur of the dark road. I wasn't looking at him, but I could feel his eyes on me—a silent, predatory appraisal that made my skin crawl.

      He’d taken his hand off my thigh to cut the engine of the truck, but now it was back, harder and firmer than before as he jerked me across the seat so I was nearly on top of his lap.

      And still I said nothing and didn’t look at him. But that silence was broken by the sound of him pulling his zipper down.

      “I want you to be a good girl and suck my cock.”

      I clamped my jaw shut and shook my head.

      “Don’t make me force you, little girl. Do what I want, and I'll make it feel good for you.”

      My fear morphed into rage, into something that was another entity breathing fire inside of me. I looked at him then, keeping my face void of the anger I felt. I had to play along. I had to make it seem like I was a good girl and wouldn’t fight him.

         “That’s it,” he whispered and snaked a hand behind my head to grip my hair, tugging at the strands and jerking me downward. I lost my balance and braced a hand on his tree-trunk sized thigh covered in stained denim. 

      I held in my shock–or maybe pure horror–at the sight of his bared cock.

      Ivan’s dick was thick and long, the uncircumcised length leaking pre-cum beneath his foreskin. He gripped the center of his cock with his other meaty hand, and stroked downward, pulling that extra skin down to reveal his bulbous cockhead.

      “Open up, pretty girl. My cock is big, so your jaw is gonna hurt if you’re doing it right.” He angled his dick at my lips, and the steady flow of semen from the crown had my mouth watering and my pussy clenching and tingling.

      Did the latter make me a horny slut?

      Ivan smeared this cock along my lips, the salty flavor of his cum coating my tongue and exploding in my mouth.

      “Lick me. Suck my head.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut and exhaled.

      “And if you bite me, I’ll make it hurt when I finally fuck you, little girl.” The warning was a growl in his voice, and I knew he meant every word.

       Ivan clearly didn’t like my hesitation because he shoved his dick past my lips, forcing it into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged and tried to pull my head back, but Ivan wasn’t having any of that.

      “Suck the foreskin. Make it good for me.”

      He kept a hard grip on the back of my head, so my face was forced to stay right where it was, his cock lodged deep in my throat. I gagged and shook my head, my eyes watering as he used his hold in my hair to lift my head up and push it back down.

      Repeatedly. Using my mouth to fuck his dick, saliva dripping out the corners of my lips. 

      I had to pretend to play along. So I relaxed, which had him groan and ease up on my hair. I had to force myself to suck his cock, swirling my tongue up and down his shaft just to make him think I’d do what he said. I blew him like this for a few seconds until I felt him relax against his seat and heard his grunts and groans intensify.

      He pulled my head off his dick, and I sucked in a lungful of air. “Suck the cock skin. And remember what the fuck I said about biting, little girl.”

      I stared at his thick dick, and with resignation and submission, I leaned in and dragged my tongue along that extra skin covering his cockhead. Despite his grease-stained hands and clothing, Ivan smelled of soap and fresh, clean male.

      After paying slow, thorough attention to that looser skin with my tongue, I started sucking on it, pulling it into my mouth until he was grunting and groaning and thrusting his hips up and down.

      I thought he may orgasm and that this was the end of it, but with a harsh sound leaving his chest and with his hand still angled in my hair, Ivan tipped my head back enough so I could see his face. He stared at me, his focus on my swollen lips and the way saliva dripped out of my mouth and onto his lap.

      “So fucking pretty,” he grunted out.

      It was then that I made my move. In a burst of desperate courage, I struck. I lashed out with all the force I could muster, catching him off guard as my hand connected with his face.

      His grip on my hair faltered, his head cracking to the side. I knew the only reason I'd gotten a punch on him was because he didn’t think I'd had it in me. I only needed that split second to act. Fate, destiny, or maybe a god was helping me out because the cab door swung open. 

      I threw myself to the side, and I tumbled out, the chilly night air slapping my face as I crashed onto the gravel road. Pain and adrenaline mingled in a searing rush that drowned out every other sensation.

      The air escaped my lungs as I pushed myself up. I heard the driver’s side door open and close then Ivan’s boots hitting the gravel and crunching as he walked slowly and with purpose around the truck.

      Without hesitating, I stood and bolted toward the edge of the forest that surrounded us, its creeping shadows promising both refuge and uncertainty.

      I panted as I held my hands out to stop anything from slapping me in the face. Branches whipped past me, scratching at my skin, as I ran blindly into the darkness, every instinct honed solely on escape.

      The woods were a chaotic blur of shapes with the intermittent slashes of moonlight seeping from above. I wanted to be quiet, but my footsteps pounded on the ground, and the rustle of leaves and snapping branches beneath my feet was a neon sign of exactly where I was.

      For a fleeting moment, I hoped that the darkness and thick trees surrounding me would create an escape and keep me hidden from Ivan. But reality crashed around me when I heard the heavy, determined footsteps of my captor right behind me.

      He was persistent, relentless—and closing in.

      Panic surged anew as I pushed myself harder. I dared a glance over my shoulder, and through the pale shimmer of moonlight, I saw Ivan’s looming silhouette breaking through the tree line as he ran forward and came closer.

      Before I could find another escape route, a searing pain erupted in my ankle when it twisted under my weight. I was about to crash to the forest ground when I felt a huge hand on my arm, yanking me upright so I didn't fall.

      I gasped, my body twisting in the struggle until I faced Ivan and he pressed me against a tree. We both panted, trying to catch our breaths from the chase.

      In that chilling moment, as I fought against the inevitable pull of his strength, I realized that my escape had only accomplished one thing.

      To bring the predator that Ivan truly was out in the open.
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      I stared into her eyes and leaned in, breathing in deeply, my nostrils flaring. Fuck, I was so damn hard, my cock throbbing from the blow job and then the chase.

      “What’s your name?” I growled. Demanded.

      She pursed her lips and shook her head.

      I bared my teeth, showing her with just my eyes and expression she better fucking obey. 

      “M-Melanie.”

      I placed a hand on her shoulder and pushed her down. Melanie stared at me with wide, teary eyes, her long, blonde hair a wild, tangled mess around her face. The moon cut through the trees above, and I leaned back slightly to look at her body. She wore a little, white tank and some cut-off shorts. Her legs were long, and I bet her pussy was fucking beautiful.

      She could pretend she was afraid, and I’m sure she was, but I smelled her pretty, drenched cunt. I’d seen the way her pupils dilated, heard her rapid breathes when she looked at my enormous cock.

      She licked her pink, swollen lips, and I couldn’t stop myself from running my thumb over her mouth, pulling her bottom lip down and letting it snap back in place. Tears streamed down Melanie’s cheeks as she stared up at me.

      My cock was so fucking hard it ached. My balls were full and drawn up, ready to fill every hole she possessed.

      I reached down, gripped the thin straps of her tank, and tore the fabric from her body in one forceful pull. Her tits were covered by a thin cotton bra, but I got rid of that shit, too. Her little, perfect tits popped free, and her crying intensified.

      “Pretty girl.” I palmed one of her breasts. “That’s better,” I murmured. “Such a good girl.” 

      I unzipped and unbuttoned my jeans, pulling out my throbbing cock. Her eyes were so wide as she lowered her gaze to where it bobbed in front of her gorgeous, tear-streaked face.

      I reached down and groped myself, and in that moment, her fear became almost tangible. I saw it, smelled it… tasted it in the air. Melanie tried to fight me, slapping my legs, screaming as loud as she could.

      She tried to make a run for it, but I was ready.

      “You’re insane. You’re a perverted monster,” Melanie whispered, but I heard the anger in her voice.

      Adrenaline and excitement pumped through my veins, claiming me so I needed to dominate and control Melanie in all the ways that turned me the fuck on and got me off.

      I tangled my hand in her hair, and I inhaled deeply with pleasure when she cried out and her lips parted, letting the sound escape. I yanked her head back, and she gasped. When I bent down, I dragged my tongue up the side of her face, licking her tears.

      She sobbed, and I groaned, my cock jerking, pre-cum leaking out the tip. “Keep crying for me, sweet girl.”

      I pulled her head back and made her look at my bobbing erection. “You see what you do to me?” Her soft whimpering made my balls ache. “Take your shorts and panties off.”

      “No. Fuck you,” she snarled, and I grinned.

      I used my hold on her hair and forced her to stand, and while I stared into her eyes, I ripped her shorts and panties off.

      “You sick bastard.”

      Yeah. I sure as fuck was.

      I brought her panties to my nose and inhaled. “You smell incredible, but more than that,” I said and showed her the material, crotch outward, “your panties are wet because you’re turned on.” 

      I needed to fuck her right here on the dirty, hard forest ground until I was buried deep in her cunt, and my balls were pressed to her little ass.

      “Why me?” she whispered, but there was fire spitting out of her eyes and aimed right at me. If she had her way, Melanie would have cut my cock and balls off. In one swift move, I had us both on the ground with me on top of her, her legs forced open, and her teeth bared as she cursed me out and slapped at my face.

      “Relax. This’ll be good.” 

      I was big and strong, and she was so small and three times younger than me. Melanie was no match for my disgusting need. I leaned back and looked at her cunt, my mouth watering when I saw her pussy, a dark blonde landing strip of hair right down the center.

      She tried to close her legs, but I growled, “Keep these pretty legs open for me, my gorgeous whore.”

      I leaned forward and gently brushed my fingers over her cunt before bringing my hand back and slapping her tight, little pussy. She cried out, and I swatted her cunt again.

      The pussy spanks weren’t gentle. I wanted them to hurt.

      I was consumed by my insatiable need for Melanie. My body leaned into her as my hands glided over her soft skin, feeling my way up and down her flat belly and perfect tits. I smoothed my fingers over her puffy pussy lips.

      I could hear her whimpering, but everything faded in the background as my own selfish need took control.

      I shifted up her body, using my weight to keep her pinned down. Gripping her jaw, I forced her mouth open and shoved my cock into her mouth. I hummed as I face-fucked her. After only a few seconds of me fucking her face, saliva dripped out the corners of her mouth. She sawed her legs on the ground, clearly having trouble keeping up with my intense thrusting.

      I wanted to come so fucking badly, but I’d blow my wad deep in her tiny cunt. After sevrl more thrusts, I forced myself to pull out of her mouth.

      “Want me to lick this pussy? Make you cry harder because you get off and fucking hate yourself because it feels so good?” It was a question, but I didn’t expect her to answer.

      With my cock out of her mouth, I grabbed her wrists with one hand and held her down as I shifted lower until my shoulders kept her legs open and my face hovered right over her bared pussy lips.

      I brushed the tip of my nose along her sweet, soaked snatch. “Little girl. Mmm, you smell so good. I bet you taste sweeter,” I growled against her drenched slit. I slid my other hand up her inner thigh, dragging my blunt nails into her flesh until I knew it slightly hurt and she mewled.

      “Gonna suck and eat out this little twat now, little girl. And you’re gonna come for me like the dirty, beautiful whore you are.”
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      I pulled her pussy lips apart and just stared at how pretty and pink she was.

      “So fucking hot,” I growled and spat directly on her swollen, little clit and watched my saliva drip down her slit and toward her ass.

      Melanie inhaled sharply and shook her head, whispering, “No. I don’t want this.”

      I chuckled darkly. “Your body tells another story.”

      She gripped my head, ripping my ball cap off, and tried to push me away. But she was no match for my strength and how much I wanted to suck on her cunt. 

      I wanted to make Melanie come all over my face. I wanted to force an orgasm from her so she cried and hated herself.

      “Sweet, soft little pussy,” I murmured against her now soaked pussy and dragged my tongue through her slit. I nipped at her swollen clit, causing her to moan and cry and curse me out.

      I latched onto her clit again and sucked it in hard and deep. Her scent and flavor drove me crazy. I growled like a wild animal as I ate her out.

      This moment, this woman made me feel frenzied.

      I wanted to devour her. She kicked and pulled my hair, tried to scratch my face, and told me “no” and “stop” in between her moans of pleasure.

      “That’s it,” I said around slurpy sounding licks and sucks while I kept eating her out. “Keep fighting. It makes my cock hard.” My palms were on her inner thighs, making sure she stayed nice and split open for me.

      While sucking on her clit, I inserted two fingers into her wet, tight fuck-hole, thrusting in and out of her in brutal motions.

      Her legs trembled as I swirled my tongue around her nub and twisted my fingers inside her, scissoring my fingers knowing it hurt because of her screams and cries to stop. But her body was silky, wet, and leaking. For me.

      I added a third finger. She’d need  to be stretched out before I rammed my massive, uncut cock into her. I forced myself to pull away and rose to stare down at her spread legs.

      My cock was hard and long and pointing straight out from my body, leaking more pre-cum. I aimed the tip of my dick at her pussy hole and shoved in hard and deep, taking her savagely, and damn near coming from the sound of her shocked cry from my brutal penetration.

      Melanie’s head kicked back, and she closed her eyes, no doubt feeling so fucking stretched and full of me. I pistoned in and out of her, bruising her cunt with every thrust of my dick.

      She grunted and braced her hands on the ground, her nails clawing at the dirt as I fucked her.

      “Cry for me. Let me see those tears.” Back and forth. Harder and faster. “Your pussy is so wet. I can hear it sucking at my cock. I bet you feel like my pretty, little whore right now, don’t you?”

      “Fuck. You,” she snarled, and my balls drew up tight, her anger aimed at me, making me almost fill her up with my cum.

      “Feels so good being raw in your cunt. Feels like fucking heaven having my bare cock in your pussy.” Melanie’s snatch clamped down around my shaft, and I snarled in pleasure.

      I knew she’d come for me. I’d make sure of it.

      With three more pumps, I pulled out, flipped her onto her belly, angled her hips up, but kept my hand on the back of her head, pushing it on the forest ground. 

      I positioned myself behind Melanie and had every intention of fucking her doggy style like my good little slut.

      I spread Melanie’s ass cheeks wide, notched the head of my dick at her fuck-hole, and with one forceful thrust, I entered her again. I was sweating like a motherfucker. I pushed in and pulled out of her vice-like cunt. 

      “So tight, little girl.” I had a fierce hold on her hips, knowing I’d leave bruises and wanting her all marked up.

      “I hate you,” she cried.

      “Maybe, but you love me fucking you.” I bent forward and dragged my tongue along the back of her neck before sinking my teeth into her nape until she cried out and yelled that it hurt. I plowed in and out of her and reached around to find her clit, rubbing it to  help her orgasm. “Come on, little girl. Give me what I want so I can blow this big fucking load into your gorgeous cunt.”

      She screamed she’d never give me what I wanted, but she lied as she cried in pleasure, her inner muscles clenching and pulsing around me. 

      With her still coming, I tipped my mouth to bit the side of her neck and groaned, coming right along with her. I came harder than I ever had before. Melanie’s cries rang in my ears and made the pleasure even more intense. “Jesus Christ, darling. Knowing you hate this but can’t do anything about it is so fucking hot.” I filled her pussy until I felt my jizz spilling out of where we were connected.

      Her orgasm ended before mine did, and when I sagged forward, hands braced on the forest ground on either side of her body, we were both panting from the exertion. After long seconds of enjoying a good cockwarming, I pulled out, held her ass cheeks apart, and watched my spunk spill out of her body and drip onto the leaf-laden ground.

      She rolled onto her back and looked up at me, her chest heaving, dirt and leaves covering her bare chest because of how I’d kept her pinned down.

      I stared down at Melanie and watched as her lips slowly curled into a smile. I helped her off the ground, brushed off the dirt that covered her but held onto her when she seemed unsteady on her legs.

      “Little girl… you played your part perfectly.” I pulled her to my chest and wrapped my arms around her.

      “Grandpa Ivan,” she whispered, and I closed my eyes as she clutched onto my flannel. “That was the most intense game we’ve played so far.”

      I grunted, and despite my balls being drained and my cock spent from fucking her, the damn length thickened all over again.

      Was it wrong fucking my granddaughter? Sure as shit was. But we’d been doing it since she was eighteen and had moved out of her piece-of-shit mother’s house and stayed with me. And over that summer, something changed between us.

      I hadn’t been a constant in her life and had only seen her a handful of times over the course of her lifetime when I visited her father, my son, and when I wasn't on the road trucking. Although she wasn't a stranger, in a sense, she was.

      But that didn’t change the fact we were blood, and fucking my granddaughter crossed every line.

      I pulled her back and cupped her cheeks, staring into her face. “I wasn't too rough this time?” I knew I had been hardcore tonight, but when she asked me to play this game, she said she wanted me to push the bounds and go harder than I ever had before.

      Fulfilling her rape fantasy needed to seem real for her, and when she smiled up at me, I knew I’d given her what she wanted.

      “Come on, baby. Let’s get a room for the night so I can make love to you nice and slow and worship this tight, little, fucking body until you come twice before I let you fall asleep.”

      Her contented sigh told me she liked that idea, and I was all about giving my girl anything and everything she wanted.
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      The sun was rising in shades of orange and deep violet as we drove down the open highway, the landscape stretching endlessly ahead. 

      Ivan had one hand on the steering wheel, the other resting lazily on my thigh, keeping me pressed close to his body. I felt his fingers tracing small circles over the bare skin of my leg.

      I glanced at him, drinking in the sharp cut of his jaw and the way the sunlight cut across the salt and pepper coloring of his trimmed beard.

      Ivan was so much older than me, but that wasn’t even the taboo aspect of our relationship. No, my grandfather was the reason no one would ever accept us being together. 

      I shifted in my seat, a teasing smile curving my lips. “Do you ever think about what people would say if they knew about us?” We got looks when we were together and Ivan couldn’t keep his hands off me. People just assumed we were in a major age-gap relationship and not that I was letting my grandfather fuck me senseless.

      His deep chuckle sent a shiver through me. “You already know what I think, little girl.” He glanced at me. “I don’t give a fuck what anyone says. You’re mine. End of story.”

      I loved the way he said it. Possessive. Unapologetic. There was never any room for doubt with Grandpa Ivan. He wasn’t the kind of man who cared about the rules of others.

      We made our own.

      “Besides,” he continued, his fingers tightening on my thigh, “you like it this way. The secrecy. The games we play.”

      My face heated because he wasn’t wrong. The chase, the cat-and-mouse, the stolen moments where no one could reach us—where him taking me by force and without my “consent” made everything so exciting.

      I turned in my seat, pulling my legs up, my feet on the soft bench seat so I could face him better. “I like being yours, Grandpa Ivan,” I admitted. “I like how we do things our way.”

      His grip on the wheel tightened briefly, his knuckles turning white. His expression was unreadable before he exhaled. He reached for my hand and brought my fingers to his lips. He kissed the digits, his voice a rough whisper against my skin as he said, “Good Girl. Because there’s no changing it now.”

      I rested my head on his shoulder as the truck rumbled down the highway, the world passing by in a blur of headlights and fading daylight. 

      I didn’t care where we were headed next—only that I was with Grandpa Ivan. Because, with him, every moment felt like an adventure. Every touch was a promise that no matter how taboo being together was, he’d never let me go.

      And thank God for that.

      
        
        The End.
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