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Elaine had been on the road for hours, only
stopping for fuel and food. Her destination, Deuces Wild, growing
nearer with every passing mile.

This had been her goal for years. Ever since
she’d heard of shifters, Elaine had been enamored. She’d gone to
college to become a librarian solely so that she’d have access to
better resources to research the myths, the stories, and most
importantly, how to find them. Her research had taken her down
numerous dead ends, false positives that included cults and
dangerous situations. Those had encouraged her to find
complimentary hobbies, including joining the local box gym and
taking classes in Krav Maga.

Now, on the cusp of her thirtieth birthday,
Elaine was headed down the dusty road in hopes that for once she
wasn’t headed to another dead end. The last one had simply been an
abandoned building, slowly being reclaimed by the forest. Potential
habitat, to be sure, but not a single sign of what she craved.

The post on the forum had been archived,
tucked away at the end of a long thread. She’d only found it by
happenstance. Yet, there was a feel of authenticity to the poster’s
described wild weekend of debauchery. Details that seemed to line
up with the stories that had initially piqued Elaine’s
interest.

It was enough to send her out on yet another
mission of exploration. At the worst she figured she would be
camping out for the night and spending time enjoying the
decompressing feeling of being with nature. At best, well, the post
beckoned with the promise of lust and sex that she had only till
now dreamed of.

Down the road she flew, slowing only each
time it transitioned. Steadily the road went from smooth pavement,
to worn and grooved asphalt, gravel, and finally pot-holed dirt.
With each transition she found herself more and more thankful that
she’d invested in an all-wheel drive car. Several of the potholes
were deep enough that she’d slow to crawl to try and skirt about
their edges for fear of flooding out her engine with the water they
held.

Finally she reached the end of where the post
described and pulled into what she assumed was the parking lot.

Seated in her car, Elaine stared at the small
building, feeling a bit of doubt nagging in the back of her head,
reminding her that it wasn’t too late to turn back. Her hands came
down to fiddle with the edge of her skirt, so short that it barely
covered the thin material of her panties. They were already soaked
with her juices, causing the slick material to rub lightly against
her freshly shaven pussy. For a few moments she fought the urge to
let her fingers wander, that nagging feeling making them want to
instead grip the steering wheel.

The nagging feeling lost out. With a slow
glide her fingertips caressed over the material until they were
able to tease her clit with gentle circles.

“Just to take the edge off,” Elaine whispered
to herself.

She allowed herself to tease her clit just
enough to coax out a small wave of pleasure. Elaine could feel that
her body was too tense for anything more, but the slightest bit of
relaxation in her muscles was all that she’d really sought. That
and to freshen the scent of a needy pussy for those that might be
paying attention.

Her fingers left her clit behind and smoothed
out her panties, tugging them back into place, followed by her
skirt as the nerves began to take over again.

With a final swallow of her emotions, Elaine
opened the door of her car and stepped out. She tucked the key into
her clutch, tugged her skirt down as far as it would go, and walked
across the gravel parking lot to the door.

From the outside, the building didn’t appear
to be much. Half of it was one story, the other half two stories
with windows placed on the second level that led her to believe
that was rooms for rent. Her sneakers lightly trodded across the
planks of the porch. There wasn’t a sign indicating whether the
place was open or not, nor where there hours posted, but the
doorknob worked and from the sounds inside she assumed it was
working through the end of the dinner hour. Before her nerves took
the best of her, Elaine strode through the door into the foyer.
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