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Preview of "Savaged by
the Snowman! Abominable, That Is..."

 


So there went the rest of
my clothes. With my little LED flashlight, I located the wipes and
started rubbing them over my body. After having lived inside of my
clothes 24/7, the last week and a half, it felt good to have at
least a little bit of cleanliness going on. And as my own hands ran
over my body, I tried to think of happy things, rather than
dwelling on my isolation. It was then that my most recent happy
moment came to mind – my tryst with Bishal. The thought of the
intense passion co-mingled with a bit of humiliation...
No! I thought.
I used him on both counts! Besides, I needed some
good dick. Yeah, my memories really got my
juices flowing.

 


And then I got the strangest of sensations.
I say that because I shouldn't have felt it, at all. I was inside a
cave, way up in the Himalayas, and I hadn't seen another soul since
the accident. All the same, though, I couldn't shake it. I felt
like I was being watched!

 


Quickly, I twirled toward the entrance,
about 15 feet away. The light wasn't the best, as my flashlight was
facing toward the wall behind me. I could just make out what
appeared to be a large shape. Stunned and more than a bit
frightened, I quickly snatched up my light. By the time I got it
aimed at what was blocking the entrance, it was already moving! It
roared and I screamed…

 


It was a Yeti and it was charging me!

 


I scrambled backward but there was literally
no place to go, the great furry creature had me trapped! In my
fear, I stumbled but even as I fell, the great beast was on me and
he snatched me up in his massive arms!

 


I had no idea what he wanted to do to me,
but the roars and the dripping fangs gave me some idea. I was
completely unarmed – worse, I was completely naked and totally at
his mercy! And as he went to bite me, I did the only thing I can
think of…

 


I grabbed his cock!

 


That's right, my hand shot right to where
his bestial penis should be and I got it on my one and only try! He
stopped in mid-roar, apparently stunned. It had worked with Bishal
and it had worked on the Yeti. Men are men, I suppose, even if one
is an Abominable Snowman.

 


And I have to say, I was stunned, too. I was
expecting something big and massive, just like his body was. But
honestly, it wasn't all that big. I was… Disappointed.

 


But I realized rather quickly that it had
had the effect that I was hoping for and if I wanted to stay in one
piece, I would have to continue with my bold plan. So I stroked
him!

 


It turns out, the
Abominable Snowman is a grower. Who knew? The more I massaged his
cock, the larger it got. Holy shit!
I thought. Just how big
does this thing get...?

 


CLICK HERE TO JUMP TO THE
STORY!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 Bigfoot and the
Co-eds

 


by Syndy Light

 


 


Book 1, Chapter
1

 


 I hope
you won't judge me too harshly. I know
that you probably will because not everyone can understand how I
feel. Like a lot of other girls at the age of eighteen, I was at
college and away from home for the first time. I was excited. There
was so much to explore. Not just the learning, but the world – and
myself.

 


So you can imagine my dismay when I
found out that the boys at college were literally just boys. They
were just like the kids back in high school, only they had less
parental supervision and perhaps way too much freedom. Every
juvenile aspect about them was magnified a hundred times over. It
was frustrating. All I really wanted to do was meet a really nice
man. M-A-N. Not a little boy who ran around saying stupid things to
women, degrading them and thinking that every one of them wanted to
have sex with him, just because we were trying to be nice to
him.

 


I would never have believed that I
would meet the man of my dreams on a camping trip with one of my
girlfriends from school. And I certainly would never have believed
that he wasn't… really… human at all…

 


Sure, when I was a little girl I
believed in things like Bigfoot, but as a grown woman of eighteen,
that whole concept seemed so far-fetched. So when a real live
Bigfoot chased me down in the woods, tore my clothes off and fucked
me with his massive, bestial cock under that full moon I couldn't
possibly know what to think. Except that, "oh, my God! This is the
best fucking sex I have ever had in my entire life!!!"

 


But, I'm getting ahead of
myself…

 


I met my roommate, Jessica, two days
before school started. We were both freshmen attending a small
university just outside of Spokane, Washington. It was the first
time we were both on our own, away from our families and our
parents. We shared many similar activities. We were both outdoorsy,
both a bit athletic and both just a bit boy-crazy. And both of us
had been disappointed by our past relationships with said boys. We
also had enough differences that there was plenty of new and
interesting things to learn from each other.

 


We lived in a coed dorm, which was
very interesting indeed. It was a non-stop party, and hook-up
central. And I won't lie, we both partook. We both had a string of
mostly unsuccessful connections, and by late fall the novelty
started to wear off. We were both looking to get away so we decided
to go for a hike and do a little camping over the
weekend.

 


As we got further away from town, we
started to see the touristy signs of gift shops that sold Bigfoot
paraphernalia and keepsakes. "Can you believe that people really
believe in Bigfoot?" Jessica laughed. "I know. People will believe
just about anything. It's such bullshit." We were definitely too
sophisticated for that nonsense.

 


"Let's get away from all this. We
should take one of the side roads, keep driving until we run out of
road. We can hike from there," I told her. She agreed. We had our
GPS to get us back home. And so that's exactly what we
did.

 


We probably drove for another two
hours up one winding road down the next. We really had no idea
where we were by this time, and that was just fine by us. I was
secretly thankful that I had a GPS program that didn't rely on an
internet connection. We parked the car, left a note, grabbed our
gear, locked it all up and entered the woods.

 


We hadn't walked very far before I got
my first bug bite. "Ow!" So we set our packs down, broke out the
DEET spray, and sprayed ourselves down. It was so unbelievably
beautiful out there. So quiet. We hiked and talked for most of the
afternoon. We talked about everything, and nothing, all at
once.

 


Away from all the bullshit that came
with school and dorm life, I realized Jessica was more interesting
and deeper than I had previously thought. And during the times that
I sometimes walked behind her, I realized she had a pretty nice
booty on her as well.

 


I guess that I should tell you that I
am 5'10" tall, white with brown eyes and brown hair. I've got a
pretty nice body, too. I'm not trying to brag, mind you, but I was
blessed with good genes and I stayed fit by playing a wide variety
of sports in high school. I still dabbled in field hockey, which
was my favorite back home.

 


Back in high school, two of the girls
on the team were lesbians and secretly a couple. I thought it was
cute. I wasn't part of the college team, but I did play some pickup
games now and then and was surprised to discover that most of the
girls on the team leaned that way. I liked girls sure – but not in
that way.

 


Jessica was 5 foot five, maybe 6
inches tall. She had long, flowing blonde hair and the deepest,
most beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen. She stayed fit with
swimming, hiking, and bicycling about town. And she had the most
infectious laugh and smile I ever experienced. And now that I found
myself walking behind her, and noticing that sweet booty rolling
under her cute little shorts, I felt an odd attraction that I had
not felt before.

 


As I said before, I liked girls, but
not that way so this was confusing to me. Back at the dorm, we
frequently saw each other in various states of undress. Sometimes
we would hear each other having sex with some boy or another. Sure,
I peeked from time to time as I'm sure, she did at me. But it was
all harmless fun. So why was I feeling these feelings now? Maybe it
was the woods – the isolation. I shook it off.

 


Eventually, we found a cute little
clearing on the edge of a pristine pond. It was the perfect spot to
pitch our tent. After we did that, we unrolled our sleeping bags
inside. It was going to be a tight fit, but I preferred to think of
it as snug. Either way, it would do.

 


It was still a little too early to
start cooking dinner so Jessica suggested a dip in the pond. There
was no thought of bathing suits or worrying about some random boys
coming upon us. We were so far out in the middle of nowhere… Even
we didn't know where we were! I laughed inwardly at the
thought.

 


It was funny, though. I guess out of
some sort of inbred idea or notion, we turned our backs to each
other as we undressed. Funny, huh? By the time I turned, Jessica
was already standing at the edge of the pond, her perfect little
body naked to the world. I took a moment to check out her flawless
skin on her back and especially her perfectly shaped, sweet ass.
Her legs were phenomenal, too. Lean, and very feminine. She was
timidly dipping her toe into the water. She turned with a smile on
her face "it's warm!" I laughed.

 


"Of course, it's warm," I replied.
"The first couple of inches usually, are from the sun, but when you
get down deep it'll be cold."

 


I joined her at the water's edge. The
water was so clear that I can see that the pond got very deep
rather quickly. This gave me an idea. I took her by the hand and
walked her back about six or 7 feet. I turned to her and looked at
her in the eyes, still holding her hand. "You know what we have to
do?" She looked at me, a bit confused. So I grabbed her hand
tighter, and turned and ran towards the water dragging her behind
me.

 


She resisted for but a moment and then
ran to keep up. The whole way, though she kept repeating the word
"NO" over and over. Like "NO, NO, NO, NO...." At the water's edge,
I let go and we both dove in headfirst.

 


Oh, my God, it was so cold.

 


So unbelievably cold.

 


When I broke the surface, she was
already there, waiting for me. She broke out into a tirade of
profanity about how very cold the water was, I laughed and splashed
her. She angrily splashed me back. A brief splash war broke out,
and by the time we were done we had both adjusted to the chill of
the water. We swam and splashed around for maybe half an hour
before that cold got back into us and it was time to get
out.

 


We stood in the long green grass near
our tent drying ourselves. I noticed that she was having a little
trouble drying her back so I offered to help. Once again I was
taken aback by the smoothness of her skin. In this setting, I
imagined her as a little wood nymph. I moved the towel across her
shoulder blades, then down the small of her back. I don't believe
there was a mark on her, not a single imperfection. I was about to
move the towel down to her perfect buttocks, but she turned and
took the towel back from me. "I can take it from here," she
said.

 


She smiled at me, then dried her
buttocks, and her legs. As I went to dry my own back, she offered
to return the favor. She started up my shoulder blades as I had
done for her, but as she moved the towel down to the small of my
back, she noted, "You know, you have a really nice skin." I thanked
her. I knew now that she was done drying my back. It was at this
point that she had stopped me and taken the towel, but I wasn't
quite ready to do the same. I wondered if she would keep going. I
wanted her to.

 


And she did.

 


I loved the feeling of her hand
through the towel on my buttocks. First one cheek, and then the
other. I wondered if I should say anything – if I should stop her.
But I wanted to know just how far she would go. There would be no
deep drying of my naughty bits as they say. She moved to the top of
my legs. "You have such a nice body," she said. "And I'm jealous of
how tall you are." I laughed and turned to her.

 


"Are you crazy? I asked her. "I'm
jealous of you. You're so fucking beautiful!" And I saw the look in
her eyes that I imagined she could also see in mine, and that was
all it took. I leaned in for the kiss, and she reciprocated. We
were soon locked in a tight embrace, our tongues exploring each
other's mouths hungrily, our hands exploring each other's
bodies.
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 We were
soon rolling around in the long, soft grass, under a clear,
beautiful blue sky, in the middle of nature's wonder.
She started kissing my neck and made her way down
to my 34 C breasts. I think my tits look nice. Maybe a little small
for my height, though. They were round and firm. She sucked on one
nipple while playing with the other tit with her other
hand.

 


Even now, it's hard to describe the
sensations I felt. The way she used her tongue, lips, and hands was
amazing. She was better than just about any guy I had had. But I
suppose that's not surprising as she had the same equipment as I
did, and knew what she liked and what she didn't.

 


She let her fingers traipse down my
tummy, across my clean-shaven pubic area, and between my legs. She
found my pussy lips, which I'm sure were dripping wet as I was
turned on like I had never been before. She parted them and began
to gently massage my clitoris with her middle finger.

 


Electricity shot through my whole
body. I bucked hard as I came all over her hand. She never let up
her relentless assault of her mouth on my breasts as she slipped
first one, and then two fingers inside of me. She sucked me good
and hard, eventually, adding a third digit. Again I came, even
harder than the first time.

 


I literally threw her off me, shoving
her so hard that she rolled back in the grass. I pounced on her,
swallowing her beautiful right tit into my mouth, and shoving my
hand between her legs. Her breasts were beautiful. C-cups, just
like mine. But on her tinier frame, they seemed to pop more,
looking more like Ds.

 


Her stomach was tight and smooth. Her
pussy was clean-shaven and tight. I slipped my finger between her
lips and she moaned. Her clit was already erect, and I set about
gently sliding my finger back and forth over it.

 


I held her close to me as I switched
my mouth from one tit to the other, licking and sucking as I finger
fucked her. Within moments, I could feel her juices gush all over
my hand as she came, bucking wildly beneath me. I felt an
incredible sensation of power, knowing that I had given this
beautiful woman an orgasm.

 


I loved the feel of her body, her
smooth skin, supple breasts, and legs pressed against mine. I
continued my finger-banging, adding a second, and then a third
finger, just as she had done to me. She moaned, long and loud. And
why not? There was no one here to hear us. We could make all the
noise we wanted. It was glorious.

 


After she came a second time, bucking
even more wildly in the first, she pushed me off, just as I had
pushed her off. We lay next to each other in the long grass, trying
to catch our breath. Both of us looking up at the sky. She
eventually, said, "Oh, fuck!" We turned to look at each other, and
she laughed. My God, how beautiful she was when she
laughed.

 


She reached down and took my hand –
the one that had been in her – raised it to her mouth, and sucked
it clean. Then she laughed once more, leaped to her feet, and threw
on her shorts and shirt. As I put my clothes on, she broke out the
camp stove and handed me a pot, telling me to fill it with
water.

 


We cooked and ate dinner, talking
about nothing in general, just as we had always done. There was no
talk of what happened. And that was just fine by me. As the sun
began to go down, we gathered wood for a fire. We watched the sun
go down in silence, and just before it got completely dark we
started our campfire.

 


We must've talked for about two or
three hours before Jessica started to look around as if expecting
to see something. "What?" I asked her. She held up her hand for me
to be still, and continued to look and listen. I tried to listen
too, but all I could hear was the popping and crackling of the
campfire. Finally, she turned, shaking her head.

 


"I thought I heard something. It felt
like we were being watched."

 


"Maybe it was a deer or something." I
thought about it, then added "or maybe it's a pack of wild frat
boys!" She smiled mischievously back at me.

 


"May-be," she said, stretching out the
word for emphasis and suspense, "it was a BIGFOOT!!!" Then she
laughed her infectious laugh, and I joined in. Then she stopped
suddenly and looked around just as she had before. "There it is
again. You don't hear it?" I truthfully told her that I didn't. I
had to reassure her that I believed her, but that I just wasn't
hearing anything.
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 We were
beginning to run out of conversation, and the fire was dying anyway
so we finally, decided to go to bed. I
told her I would put the campfire out. I did this for safety, but
also so that she would have time to get settled. There had been no
talk about what had happened earlier, our Sappho love affair in the
long grass by the pond, and I didn't want to press for anything. I
wrote it off as just one of those things that happens and no more.
It was beautiful, wild and crazy, but it probably would never
happen again, and I was fine with that. Although…

 


There was a beautiful full moon out
that night so, when the fire was finally, done, I could still
clearly see what I was doing. I shucked off my shirt and felt the
cool breeze of the night air on my breasts. My nipples hardened. I
slipped out of my shorts, and kicked off my shoes, and wearing only
my panties, I crawled into the tent.

 


I set my belongings at the foot of my
bag and zipped up the door flaps. Jessica was already snug inside
her bag. Back at the dorm, I usually, slept in my panties and a
T-shirt, but when I was out in the woods I preferred to sleep
topless. I had been told years earlier, that a shirt might actually
allow you to stay out of your bag longer than you should when it's
cold. The bare skin would react quicker, reminding you to pull your
sleeping bag over you, and allow you to stay warm. Not that it was
all that cold that night.

 


In fact, it seemed unseasonably warm
for mid-autumn. I slipped into my sleeping bag and zipped up. There
was just enough light from the moon making its way through the thin
material of the tent that I could just make out my roommate's face.
She was turned towards me and her eyes were closed. She hadn't said
anything, but I still wasn't sure if she was asleep. "Good night,"
I said gently. She smiled, and without opening her eyes, told me a
sleepy "good night" back. I closed my eyes and tried to go to
sleep.

 


Maybe it was the quietness of the
woods that night. In a way, it was so quiet that it was almost
deafening. Back at the dorm, I had learned to shut out the various
sounds of doors slamming, and people talking – and sometimes
arguing – in the halls. But here there was no need, and it almost
hurt my ears. Or maybe it was the warmth of the night. Either way,
I couldn't fall asleep.

 


I quietly unzipped my bag and pulled
the top half away. I lay on my back, just staring at the light
coming through the roof of the tent. I thought that maybe if I
listen to the sound of my roommate sleep, that would help calm me,
and I would fall asleep too. I listen closely but I couldn't hear
that distinct sound. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!" She spoke!

 


Apparently, she couldn't sleep either.
She unzipped her bag as I had done mine, threw it open, and laid on
her back as well. I could just make out a light sheen of glisten on
her beautiful, little perfect – and fully naked – body. "Can't
sleep, either?" I asked.

 


"No," she replied. "I forgot how
fucking quiet it is in the woods. Must be like five or six years
since I last went camping." I told her I knew what she was saying.
That I had just been thinking the same exact thing. She turned
towards me and propped herself up on one elbow. "So what do you
want to do?" She asked. "I feel like we started to run low on
conversation out there."

 


What did I want to do? I wanted to
look at her beautiful body in the moonlight, but I couldn't say
that. I kept staring up at the roof of the tent. Suddenly I wanted
to kiss her, I wanted to take her in my arms, and ravage her. I
wanted to fuck her, and I wanted her to fuck me. But how could I
say that? How?

 


Finally, and slowly, I turned towards
her. I didn't know what I was gonna say, but I hoped that something
would come to me by the time I looked at her. But there were no
words. So I kept my body moving until my face reached hers, and my
lips touched hers. Her lips parted slightly as did mine and soon we
were locked in another passionate kiss. Our hands explored each
other's bodies once again. She was so smooth, so warm. I loved the
taste of her mouth in mine. I had loved sucking on her breasts and
fucking her earlier, but I wanted something more this
time.

 


I moved my kissing from her lips to
her neck. She jerked slightly as if it tickled, but then allowed me
to nuzzle her and kiss her throat. I moved next to her breasts –
first one, and then the other. I played with them and I nibbled and
sucked on them. I swirled my tongue around one nipple, and then the
next. I delighted in her moans. Then I started kissing her lightly
straight down the middle of her tummy.

 


Each time my lips gently touched her,
she bucked ever so slightly. Soon, I found myself at her pubic
mound, just above her sweet womanhood. I kissed it. She scooched up
in the tent so that I could have better access. I had to bend my
knees and rest my feet against the tent door as we had run out of
room. I gently kissed the inside of her thigh, and then the other.
As I brought my face down, I could smell her womanly musk. I gently
kissed the hood over her clitoris. She moaned as I nuzzled her clit
with my nose.

 


I touched her little bud with the tip
of my tongue. Her reaction was electric. I gently swirled around
and then sucked it between my lips. Using my thumbs, I pushed the
flesh around her lips apart, causing her labia to part. I stuck my
tongue deep inside near the bottom and licked upwards. She tasted
amazing.

 


She was already quite wet, and her
juices were delicious. Similar to mine, but with her own distinct
flavor. I couldn't get enough. I licked, nibbled, and sucked her to
another orgasm and swallowed her sweet cream down. She pulled me up
towards her, and at the same time began to crawl down towards my
feet. Her head was now near my pussy, and I parted my legs so that
she could stick it between them.

 


She began to eat my pussy and I
returned to eating hers. This was only the second time that I had
ever sixty-nined someone. Of course, the other was a male. A young
man at college, in fact, just a couple of weeks earlier. He was so
overwhelmed by the sensation, that he came almost immediately into
my mouth, and was basically done for the night as he passed out
drunk minutes later. Needless to say,this was much more
pleasurable. Within minutes, I could feel my orgasm building, and I
sense that she was about to come as well. I was hoping we would
come at the same time…

 


WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT? This time,
there was no mistaking, no guessing. Something large had just
brushed up against the side of our tent. In our wild and passionate
discourse, we hadn't noticed that the moon had apparently gone
behind a cloud, and it was so much darker than it had been before
there in the tent.

 


We both sat up, being as quiet as
possible, and waited for the next sound or movement. I quietly
wiped her juices from my chin and sucked my fingers clean as I
waited. I saw her do the same. I would have smiled at her, but I
don't think it would've been appropriate at that moment.
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 Suddenly
something shook the tent violently, and there was a low, guttural
grunt from outside. We were both startled,
and Jessica scrambled and leaped into my arms. The two of us were
out in the middle of nowhere, in a tiny little tent, naked and
vulnerable. She held onto me for dear life, and though she made no
noise, I could feel the tears running down her cheeks onto mine. I
tried to reassure her, but there really wasn't anything I could do.
I wish I had had a rock or something, but even the pots and pans
were outside.

 


I wanted to grab my clothes as if
wearing them would make me feel less vulnerable, but I didn't want
to let go of Jessica. I didn't want her to freak out any more than
she already was. Plus, I don't think she would let me go long
enough to let me put them on. From the apparent size, and that
weird growl, I determined it must be a bear, even though it didn't
really sound like one. As we had no food in the tent, I was hopeful
that it would take what we had left outside and be on its merry way
soon.

 


And just as I had become confident
that that was what would happen, something grabbed hold of the side
of the tent and ripped it wide open. Jessica screamed and buried
her head into my breasts. I looked up, but all I could make out was
a very large shape in front of me.

 


Humanish, but not quite. Definitely
not a bear. Lots of fur, but human-like hands. It growled. Jessica
tried to bury herself deeper in my cleavage. Then it stood fully
upright, over 8 feet tall, threw back its head and roared. It was a
strange cross between a lion and a bear in its sound. Almost like
something Hollywood would create. Like Chewbacca. But this was no
film fantasy.

 


I managed to pry Jessica from me,
grabbed her arm and scrambled to my feet – pulling her with me. I
knew we had only a split second, and I was determined to take it. I
ran like a bat out of hell, pulling the young girl behind me. She
found her strength and resolution as well and ran swiftly with me
so I let go. The creature, whatever it was, realized we were
bolting and started in pursuit.

 


We were both athletic so the running
came easy, but my legs were a little longer than hers and I was
struggling to not leave her behind. We ran wildly through the
woods, without a single idea as to where we were going. And the
whole time we could hear the creature crashing through the
underbrush behind us. He was gaining on us.

 


But it was inevitable. His legs were
so much longer than ours. He knew the forest. He had the strength,
fleetness, and stamina of the animal he was. Finally, he was able
to grab Jessica. She screamed for me, and I turned to see her face
twisted in complete terror as her hand stretched out to me. I tried
to grab it but it was gone in an instant as the creature carried
her off.

 


I didn't know what to do so I turned
and ran. I ran for a full minute before I came to a stop. I had no
idea where I was anymore. I realized that I may be lost forever. I
may even die in these woods. No one would ever find my body. Sure,
they might be able to ping my phone, even though it was off, for a
couple of days and find that. But that was back at our camp,
wherever that was. They still might never find me.

 


And what was I to do about Jessica?
Despite what we had been doing earlier, I wouldn't exactly say she
was my lover, but she was definitely a very dear friend. I couldn't
just leave her at the hands of whatever that was and not make an
effort to help her. Slowly, and to the best of my ability, I
backtracked by steps.

 


None of it really looked familiar,
considering that I really hadn't been paying attention to where I
was going in the first place. I only knew that we had to run and
get away, and we could figure out the rest later. But we had
failed, and now we were separated and who knows what was happening
to her?

 


I stopped, and I listened as hard as I
could listen. I don't know how long I stood there, listening, but
at some point, I started to hear Jessica. She was crying, pleading,
possibly both. The best part was, she was alive. I headed off in
the direction I thought her voice was coming from – stopping every
once in a while to listen for her again. Slowly but surely, the
sound grew louder.

 


Finally, I came back to the clearing
with the little pond, and our campsite. This was where he brought
her. Thank God for small favors. The moon was back out, bathing the
grassy glade in its pale light. Jessica was laying on her back on
the ruins of the tent. It had collapsed completely and that, along
with the sleeping bags inside, created a nice soft bed for her.
Standing over her, and I couldn't believe it myself, was
Bigfoot!

 


Even now, he's a bit tough to
describe. Sort of like a man, but not really. Sort of like an ape,
but not really. Mix those two with a bit of Chewbacca, and you
start to get a good idea. His back and arms and even his legs were
furry, but his chest – and such a muscular chest it was – was more
like a man's. He was standing over her, pacing back and forth as
she curled into a fetal ball.

 


He was grunting, snarling, and
occasionally beating his chest. I wasn't sure what was happening
for the longest time, and then I saw it. He had turned at just the
right angle so that the moonlight caught it just right. Between his
massive legs, jutting quite obscenely was the biggest, thickest
erection I've ever seen.

 


It had to be at least of foot long,
and maybe more. And it was thick. Coke bottle thick, and probably
wider. There was a glistening on its massive tip, which I took as
precum. Below it swung two large, furry balls. Or maybe they were
hairy. It was difficult to tell from this distance and this low
light. And it was obvious that this creature intended to take her,
whether she wanted him to or not.
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