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	Every Saturday I hiked to a remote lake in the mountains, stripped off my clothes, and touched myself.

	It had been two months since I had encountered the elusive and legendary sasquatch beside this lake and had the sex of a lifetime. Before I’d met Bigfoot, I’d been in a rut. A bored, single 32-year-old bank teller who missed the joie de vivre of my youth. And then a mythical beast with a huge cock had found me sunbathing naked in the forest and broken me open–let out the wild, adventurous, passionate animal inside me.

	But I hadn’t seen him since.

	In the last two months, I had made changes in my life—I might still be single, but I was not bored. I found men on dating websites who were just looking for some fun, and weren’t afraid to take risks in the bedroom. I had especially enjoyed getting more experience with anal–a lifelong fantasy I had never indulged in until Bigfoot. I loved having my butt licked and fingered, and most especially penetrated by a thick cock. At work, I felt an extra sparkle as I went about my day, remembering my latest bedroom experiences, my body feeling wonderful. It had been the best two months of my adult life.

	But I never went on dates on Saturdays. Saturdays were reserved for Bigfoot. Not that I had seen him since that first time when my ass had lost its virginity to him. But still I hoped, waited. Because as much fun as the men were that I met, none had fucked and filled me like Bigfoot. What man could compare to a legend? 

	Once a week I put on my boots, drove an hour out of Seattle into the mountains, and hiked deep into the woods. After several miles I abandoned the trail, and arrived at this still green lake cupped by mountains. Summer was having its last hurrah, and soon it would be too cold to swim, but for now I enjoyed the fresh water on my bare skin, then lay beside the lake, touching myself, pleasuring myself, imagining him watching. I sat up at every sound from the woods, hoping it was him.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
I s SRRV LA

\

A MONSTER MENAGE MFM SHORT EROTICA

GEMMA MOON





OEBPS/images/image.png





