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The car stopped at a small rest stop in the middle of nowhere. I jumped out of the car and searched the surroundings. Fear almost overwhelmed me in returning to the car, but I pressed on. I walked into the gas station. This rest stop was dingy and dirty. The building that time forgot brought cold chills even though it was still warm from the day. An older man gazed at me under an old cowboy hat before looking at his phone. 

“Well, look at you. Aren’t you a nice-looking thing. Restrooms are around back,” said the man with a voice that was affected by decades of smoking. A gnarled finger pointed in the direction that I should take. I thanked him and walked to the back of the store. When I located the bathrooms, I paused. I rechecked the surroundings and didn’t see anyone around. I walked inside the men’s room and stood in the middle of three stalls. 

The toilet flushed behind me, and the once-still heartbeat raced out of control. I had a body that I loved to show off. After a year of hormones, a boob job, and butt shots, I looked the way I wanted. 

I loved to show off my body in sexy outfits. Today, I was schoolgirl chic even though I was twenty. I wore knee-high socks, sneakers, a short red plaid skirt, and a top made to bring all the boys come to the yard for my milkshakes. But this wasn’t the yard. It was the middle of the redneck Rivera, and I was in the men’s room. There wasn’t any telling what kind of hillbilly would walk out of the stall. 

Tension tightened my muscles as the door opened. Heavy footfalls moved closer as someone fumbled with their belt. I froze in place. Heavy breathing moved closer, and I felt a sense of sheer panic. What was I doing? Did I need to come in here? What if he decided to hurt me? I closed my eyes, waiting for the man to leave, and he did. The heavy breathing and steps moved toward the door. 

I felt relief as I heard the sink run. I was frozen in place and hiding behind long blond hair. The threat was about to exit the bathroom. But then the panic returned when I heard the door lock. The heavy feet returned and moved in my direction. 
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He took one more step closer and was only inches away. I could feel the hot breath on my neck, and goosebumps formed uncontrollably. I tried to speak, but nothing left my mouth. The only sound inside the bathroom was heavy breathing. I turned slightly and saw the heavily worn boots and dirty jeans. I feared the worst. Why did I come? I thought. The cologne overwhelmed my ability to smell anything else. 

“Well, what do we have here?” he said. I froze in panic. My heart was beating a thousand beats a minute and only raced more when he lifted my hair and sniffed it. Next, he moved my hair to the other side. The move exposed the back of my neck and my right ear. I felt the hoop earring move as his nose and lips grew closer. The heat sparked more hairs to stand up on the back of my neck. 

He moved closer to my ear and spoke again, “I usually have to go to Tampa or Miami to see a little hot thing like you.” 

I was so confused by the statement that I found my voice. “What?” 

“You heard me. Not many girls like you around here,” he said. I suddenly felt him press against me. The light material of my skirt was unable to stop the bulge of his jeans from scratching my backside. “Is this how you like it?” 

The burly man’s energy froze me. His power was unlike anything I had felt before. It was strong and aggressive but no longer hostile. He provided the energy I was searching for. Jake was sweet, but I wanted a man. I wanted someone to dominate me. 

The fear dumped out of my system, but I couldn’t move like I was frozen in place by magical powers. Once again, I searched for my voice, and finally, it latched on. “Who are you?” 

“You know who I am,” he interrupted. “I just want to help.” Firm lips pressed against the back of my neck, and a naughty spark ran down my spine to my toes. Another kiss sent a flash of adrenaline. My cock began to grow. I quickly put my hand over it, but it slipped from the underwear. Eventually, I gripped it in my hand. The burly man's hand slid along my forearm until his hand was over my hand. 

“Oh. Is that for me?” he whispered. I was once again unable to speak. When I was younger, my brother would play the game, why are you hitting yourself while controlling my arm. This time, instead of hitting myself, the burly man used my hand to stroke me. That’s not fair. It hardened under the grip. Why was I letting him touch me? Why hadn’t I run to the door, opened it, and run out of the rest stop? 

His hips pushed harder against my ass. I lifted my free hand to brace on the wall. The left hand of Mr. Burly slid under the skirt and played with my balls. The hand was steady while remaining gentle. Run, my mind screamed, but my cock vetoed the order. The legs and body were confused by the internal bickering and remained in place until the brain and the cock could work out the situation. Each side came to the meeting with great reasons why their solution should win. In the end, cock won the argument because the brain bored the rest of the body. 

“Why don’t you let me,” said Mr. Burly after spitting on his hand and reaching it around again. The wet and warm grip of his right hand going up and down the cock drove me crazy. Mr. Burly had done this before, and I knew. The last bit of resistance left my body when he kissed my neck again. This time, his worn face glided up and down the side of my neck and ears along with his tongue. The whiskers scratched the goosebumps and created an odd tingle.

The left hand stopped playing with my balls and slid down the thong. That naughty hand migrated to Mr. Burly’s belt. A zipper pull replaced the crackling of the belt. I gasped when a meaty cock slapped my ass. Spit dripped on my ass cheeks, and then I felt a wet cock glide along my ass cleavage. 

The left hand, now free, went to cause more mischief. My new and rebellious breasts were squeezed. The power of his hand sent pleasure down to my gut. The idea is not to wear a bra, giving free access to both breasts. Mr. Burly grabbed and squeezed my nipples. The pain pushed the pleasure of the hand on my cock. Until he let it go, the pleasure of the jagging surged to the forefront. He performed the act several times, and I couldn’t handle it any longer. 

“Give me that cum,” he demanded. I put my other hand on the wall. The rebellious college girl was now fully submissive to the powerful man. The orgasm raced from the pit of my stomach like Usain Bolt. For the first time in the entire encounter, I could speak. 

“I’m cumming,” I yelled. The sound echoed around the bathroom as the largest cum I had in years erupted. Mr. Burly stroked the dick faster and faster, forcing all the juices to erupt from inside. I continued to moan as the last of the cum came out of my cock. “Fuck.” 
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