
        
            
                
            
        

    
BEASTLY

BESET UPON

A Naughty Monster Tale

Carry Cockburn


BEASTLY

BESET UPON

A Naughty Monster Tale

Copyright © Carry Cockburn

Published by Carry Cockburn

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons, alive or dead, are purely coincidental.

The stories found in this eBook contain sexually explicit language and material. It is intended for a mature audience only.

All characters portrayed in this eBook are 18 years of age or older.


“You should go easy on that wine,” Bethany said.

Candice raised the glass she held up in front of her face to see it was half empty. Her gaze then went to the bottle on the rustic, wooden coffee table she had her feet up on. It was already way more than half empty and she was the only one drinking it.

“Yeah,” she muttered, with a halfhearted shrug of her shoulders when she looked across the table to where her friend sat.

Her less than enthusiastic response was met with a sympathetic smile.

“You sure you don’t want me to stay with you?” Bethany asked.

“No,” Candice replied immediately and shook her head. “I’ll only bring you down.”

“That doesn’t…”

“It really is OK,” Candice interrupted. “I appreciate you giving me a ride here and it’s sweet of you to offer to stay, but you head on back to civilization. You shouldn’t have your weekend ruined because of me. Spending a couple of days in some solitude is what I need.”

“To get miserable and blind drunk?” Bethany asked pointedly.

Candice chewed on her bottom lip. Drinking herself into oblivion was a terrible idea although it did have an appeal. It would stop her falling into a miserable despair over yet another failed relationship. At least, it would block out thoughts of it. This one had lasted longer than most, but had ended the same way as too many others when she was unceremoniously dumped.

It stung hard, but she couldn’t pretend it had come completely out of the blue. Things with Johnny had become a little rocky in recent times. She’d thought it was just a phase they’d get through. Unfortunately, he didn’t share that view and had called time.

“No, I’m not going to get blind drunk,” she eventually replied, but saw the skepticism on her friend’s face.

“Just don’t go completely overboard,” Bethany suggested. “I know you were hoping…”

“Yeah, well there’s no point in hoping now,” Candice cut in and immediately regretted the harsh tone of her voice. “Sorry.”

“No need to be sorry,” Bethany went on.

Candice lifted the glass to her lips. She really had set her heart on things working out with Johnny. He hadn’t share the sentiment, however, and the way he finished things in a phone call had felt brutal. She should have hated him for it, but the end of the relationship just made her miserable. She sucked in a deep breath then let it back out noisily.

“Don’t get too down,” Bethany sympathized. “You’ll meet the right person.”

“I guess,” Candice said, with the lack of enthusiasm showing in her voice again. “But how many wrong ones do I have to go through first?”

Bethany leaned forward to pick up the coffee cup from the table and took a sip before putting it back down again.

“Is that such a bad thing?” she asked cheekily in an attempt to lighten the tone of the conversation. “If you ask me, it sounds like fun. Think of all those deliciously delectable dicks just waiting to stand up for a pretty girl like you. I’m jealous.”

Candice’s nose wrinkled as she screwed up her face and her voice came out in a whine.

“Shut up.”

“I don’t get any of that action now,” Bethany went on in a teasing voice. “I mean, how long have I been stuck with just one?”

“You told me Blake was great in bed,” Candice replied.

“He is,” Bethany said. “I love him to bits and I’m not complaining, but there’s a lot to be said for those hedonistic times of going out on a Saturday night to a club all dolled up to your prettiest to catch the attention of someone new. They were exciting. Sometimes I miss them.”

“Slut,” Candice joked.

“Nothing wrong with that when you’re young, free and single,” Bethany retorted in a laughing voice. “You should stop worrying so much about meeting the right one and just have some fun. It’ll click with someone eventually.”

“Really?” Candice asked in a dubious voice.

“That’s the way it was with me and Blake,” Bethany answered and let out a wicked chuckle. “I just wanted to fuck his brains out when I first laid eyes on him and wasn’t thinking about anything more than that. Now, look at me all domesticated and being a good girl for one guy. What’s all that about?”

“Well, now you put it like that, your life does sound utterly hellish.”

“Shut up,” Bethany said in curt voice then let out a shameless titter. “All I’m saying is you should make the most of being single while you can. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with sowing some wild oats and playing the field. I know that’s not the way you feel right at this very moment, but it’s a long time with one guy once you do settle down. You know, in sickness and health, for richer, for poorer and all that blah, blah, blah…”

“So, your suggestion for me is to find someone whose brains I can fuck out,” Candice said and rolled her eyes.

“Or let them fuck you into oblivion, so you lose the ability to walk and can’t even remember your name,” Bethany shot back, with a playful smirk. “I could be wrong, but I’m sure doctors prescribe that as the very best medicine for getting an ex out of your system.”

“Hmm,” Candice mused. “Maybe I need to have a little chat with Blake to clue him in about how dirty your mind really is.”

“Oh, he knows that already,” Bethany replied, with a wink. “It’s why he loves me so much and will never let me go.”

Candice couldn’t stop the laugh coming out as she stared across the table. She eventually put the glass down and got to her feet.

“I think you better go home and give him the weekend he expects then,” she said.

Bethany leaned forward to pick up her cup and finished her coffee before standing.

“You sure you’ll be fine?” she asked. “I can put him off and…”

“No,” Candice said and waved away the offer. “You go back. I’ll be fine. I like spending time here.”

“Do your parents still get here much?”

“Whenever they can,” Candice replied. “Dad’s been really busy at work lately by all accounts and doesn’t get many weekends off. That’s curtailed their trips into the country, but they still like getting out of the city when the chance presents itself. They tell me some time enjoying nature is a great way to recharge your batteries.”

She walked over to the door of the cabin, opened it and stepped out onto the small deck area.

“You need to get yourself a car,” Bethany said when she followed outside. “Being stuck up here without transport doesn’t seem like the smartest idea.”

“It’s just for a couple of days,” Candice replied. “And the town is only five miles away.”

“Yeah, good luck walking to that if you need anything,” Bethany joked.

“Great exercise,” Candice shot back.

“Rather you than me.” Bethany said. “Sure you’ll be OK?”

“Yeah, I just plan to relax and take it easy. I’ll be fine.”

They turned to hug each other before moving down the steps to the cleared area in front of the cabin.

“OK,” Bethany said when she opened the door of the vehicle. “Got your phone?”

“Yep,” Candice answered and took it out of her pocket to show it.

“Charger?”

“In my bag,” Candice said.

“Enough wine to get you through the weekend?” Bethany teased.

“Oh, more than enough,” Candice replied.

They hugged again before Bethany got in the car and closed the door. She got the engine running then rolled down the window.

“I’ll be back on Sunday evening around six,” she said. “Anything changes and you want to come home early just give me a call.”

“Will do,” Candice agreed and took a couple of steps back.

The headlights coming on lit up the tree-lined track that provided the only access to the secluded cabin from the outside world.

“Take care,” Bethany called and waved before closing the window.

Candice watched the car move off, with the illumination lighting up the greenery as her friend left. The glow of the headlights gradually dimmed as the vehicle disappeared from view to leave her standing alone in the growing darkness of evening. She moved back to the steps, walked up them onto the deck and sat down on the rocking chair her father liked so much.

The peace and quiet of the surrounding woodland was interrupted every so often by the tuneful call of birds. It relaxed her and she closed her eyes to just enjoy the last warmth of the day fading away to the cool of evening. The sound of a twig snapping loudly startled her out of a light slumber after a few minutes and her gaze darted towards the treeline.

The darkness didn’t give much of a view into the trees, but she was sure she caught a glimpse of something moving. She knew there were deer in the surrounding woods and her father told her he’d seen a few feral pigs snuffling around during one of his hikes. From her experience, bigger animals didn’t come around the cabin much. However, she was sure what she’d caught sight of was a little more substantial than the usual squirrels and raccoons she’d spotted during previous visits.

Not that she was about to investigate. Exploring the surrounding woods was a daytime activity and she wasn’t about to enter them in the darkness of evening. She kept her eyes peeled as she continued to watch the treeline where the noise came from. Things remained serene, however, and she eventually got up to go back inside.

Picking up the bottle and her glass from the coffee table, she walked through to the bedroom and set them down on the bedside cabinet. She decided having a bath would be a good way to get the rest of the evening started, so went to turn on the water. Putting her hand under the flow, she checked and adjusted the temperature to what she wanted.

“OK,” she let out under her breath and returned to the bathroom.

She took a drink before starting to strip off and was down to her underwear before realizing she hadn’t closed the drapes. Not that it really mattered. She was probably five miles from the nearest other person, so there was no one around to see her getting undressed. Picking up the bottle, she topped up her glass then took another drink.

She could feel the heady buzz of enjoying a little too much alcohol a little too fast when she crossed the room to the window. Reaching out, she grabbed the drapes although caught something out of the corner of her eye that made her look. She was sure she’d seen movement again, but all seemed still.

“A peeping Tom deer or pig,” she let out under her breath and found the comment stupidly ridiculous enough to start laughing.

An idea popped into her head and the slight tipsiness of too much wine made her act without giving it a lot of though. Unhooking her bra, she pulled it off to throw on the floor then cupped her naked breasts to squeeze them together.

“You like them apples?” she called through the glass and laughed harder.

It was a few seconds before she realized the utter ludicrousness of her actions and she shook her head as she reached out to the drapes again. Too much alcohol always could have the effect of making her a little outrageous and she’d done a few foolish things under the influence. Flashing her tits at an animal in the woods was probably up there with some of the best.

“Idiot,” she muttered and dragged the drapes shut.

She kicked her bra in front of her as she walked back across the room. Picking it up when she reached the bed, she put it with her other clothes then took off her panties. The sudden thought of Johnny flashed through her mind to make her grimace. Getting naked with him had been fun although that wasn’t going to happen again.

“Fucking stop thinking about him,” she berated herself and picked up the glass to take it with her when she walked through to the bathroom.

She tried to clear thoughts of her ex-boyfriend away as she sat on the side of the tub to wait for it to fill. When it did, she switched the water off, tested the temperature to make sure it was OK then got in. A sigh spilled from her lips as she settled down into the warmth and she took another drink of wine.

It felt good to luxuriate, but the relaxation just gave her mind time to mull over her failed relationship. She closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on the conversation with Bethany. That proved difficult, so she sipped more of the wine to get herself drunker. It worked, but not enough to clear away thoughts of Johnny and she cursed herself.

The glass quickly emptied and she silently berated herself for not bringing the bottle through as well. After a few seconds of deliberation, she rose to her feet and reached out to get the towel hanging from the wall hook. Wrapping it around her chest, she stepped out of the tub and left a trail of wet footsteps on the floorboards when she walked through to the bedroom. She got the bottle from the bedside cabinet and was about to return to the bathroom when she heard noises coming from outside.

“What the hell,” she muttered as she looked towards the closed drapes.

It sounded like something was crashing through the trees and the rush of adrenaline it ignited was part anxiety and part curiosity. She put the bottle back down before moving across to the window, but the noises ended when she edged the drapes aside to look outside. There didn’t seem to be anything around. At least, nothing she could see in the darkness.

“Bloody animals,” she muttered then raised her voice. “Go to sleep.”

She watched for a second or two longer, but it remained quiet. Letting go of the drapes, she was about to walk away when the noises started again.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she griped and took hold of the drapes again.

Her anxiousness turned to the flash of annoyance when she dragged the heavy material aside to look outside. The noise didn’t stop this time. She could see branches swaying in the darkness, as if something was moving past them. Whatever it was remained just out of sight, however. Her lips tightened together as the irritation of the disturbance grew.

There would be no getting any peace if the racket continued and, in a fit of alcohol-fueled bravado, she stomped out of the bedroom to make her way to the front door. Dragging it open, she stepped out onto the deck and started screaming obscenities at the top of her lungs in an attempt to scare off whatever was making the noise. When she stopped shouting there was silence. It felt somehow oppressive and she was suddenly aware of how fast her heartbeat raced.

“Yeah, good going on the relaxation thing, Candice,” she mocked herself and shook her head.

Her eyes narrowed as she stared into the darkness. A sudden movement unnerved her and she held her breath as she observed an indistinct shape broken up by the shadowy outline of branches slowly coalesce into something big.

“What the good god?” she muttered as she stepped forward to the top of the steps.

The huge, lumbering figure that slowly appeared out of the darkness of the trees couldn’t be real. It was impossible. At least, that’s the thought that went through her mind and she blinked her eyes. They weren’t deceiving her though. Her jaw fell agape, but the constriction in her throat suddenly made it difficult to get a breath.

She narrowed her eyes to peer into the darkness and knew it wasn’t the drink or an overactive imagination making her hallucinate. There was suddenly not a shred of doubt in her mind about what was right there in front of her. It was a Bigfoot or Sasquatch or Skunk Ape or whatever other name that folklore gave to the legendary beast which was supposed to inhabit woodlands and forests.

Except, this was no legend. She could clearly see it with her own eyes and blinking them rapidly did nothing to change that. It took a step towards the cabin and the shock left her frozen in place. The moment of hesitation exploded to blind panic when the Bigfoot suddenly quickened its pace. It wasn’t lumbering now and its huge paces ate up the distance to the stairs.

Candice let out a shriek as she backpedaled, but it was a mistake not to turn. Her heel caught against the door sill to make her stumble and she couldn’t keep her balance. An even louder screech burst from her mouth as she crashed down to the floor on her backside, but the rush of adrenaline when she looked out to the area in front of the cabin meant she barely noticed the pain of the fall.

The Bigfoot’s loping gait had already brought it to the bottom of the steps and it took them all in one massive stride to get onto the deck. Candice’s panic burned brighter as she aimed a kick at the bottom of the door. It swung almost shut before a huge hand stopped it from closing.

She froze when it slowly opened again. A powerful, muscular body filled the doorway entirely and it was all she could see until the beast ducked its head down, so it could enter the cabin. The sight of that roused her out of inaction and her bare feet scuffed on the floorboards as she desperately tried to shuffle backwards on her butt.

The attempt at fleeing was futile when she bumped against the side of the heavy, wooden coffee table. It brought her to a stop, but the beast didn’t stride forward. The moment of still as they stared at each other was unexpected, but allowed her to look properly at its truly enormous size in the light of the cabin.

Its head nearly reached the ceiling, with its burly, wide-shouldered body covered in short, dark hair that did nothing to conceal honed muscles that flexed. Long, thickset arms hung down almost to its knees and ended in massive hands that looked easily capable of crushing anything it got a hold of. Its legs appeared short in comparison to the length of its torso, but she’d already seen how quickly it could move and its sheer size and power filled her with a chill dread.

“Please,” she let out, but it got no reaction and she was aware of the Bigfoot’s gaze sliding down her body.

Her fall and desperate attempt to escape had left her limbs skewed akimbo. The sudden realization that the towel was doing little to cover her up made her slap a hand down on the white material as she dragged her legs together. Her actions elicited a grunt that brought the panic rushing back when the Bigfoot’s gaze returned to her face.

Their eyes met and she recognized something in them that she’d seen before. Lust. It had always been unmistakable in the eyes of boyfriends when she flashed them a little flesh to help get them in the mood. She’d always loved seeing it, but this was something else completely.

“Oh god, no,” she let out as she scrambled to her feet.

The Bigfoot didn’t react and just watched. It gave her an opportunity, but as soon as she turned to run for the bedroom it followed. There was no chance to get the door shut when she was inside. She tried. It was useless though. A powerful hand pressed against the wood and the hard shove pushed her back.

She looked to the window, but knew there was little chance of escaping that way when the Bigfoot ducked down to follow her inside. Its loping strides would catch up with her before she was even halfway across the room. Not that it moved as they stared at each other again and an unwanted thought popped into her mind.

She had flashed a little flesh. Not more than a few minutes before when she got undressed, she’d taken off her bra and cupped her breasts to put them on display out the window. At the time, it had been nothing more than a foolish, drunken act she probably would have forgotten about. It suddenly took on a lot more significance.

The Bigfoot was the noise she’d heard in the trees. It had witnessed her provocative show at the window and she could only assume that she’d ignited its libido. There was no knowing for sure, but she’d done it enough times to know the effect it had on men. Would it do the same to a beast? Her breathing grew ragged as it stepped forward to make her back off.

“Please,” she implored again, without even knowing if it could understand anything she said.

Even if it could, its mind wasn’t on communicating and that was made all too clear to Candice when she let her gaze slide down its massive body.

“Oh my god,” she wailed when her eyes fixed on a swelling penis that already looked massively larger than anything she’d seen before.

She wanted to look away, wanted to pretend it was all a nightmare that she’d wake up from, but found herself transfixed as she backtracked. The bed brought her to a stop on this occasion when the back of her legs knocked against it and she couldn’t avert her gaze as the Bigfoot stepped forward.

It let out a grunt when it halted and Candice looked up to its face. The animal lust of an aroused beast was there to see in its eyes when its gaze fixed on her. She squealed when it reached out and trying to move back only banged her legs harder against the side of the bed. It made her lose her balance and she sat down.

“Please,” she let out yet again, but there was nothing she could do when her wrist was seized.

She tried to pull back against the tug, but the Bigfoot was too powerful. It easily dragged her hand to its crotch to show what it wanted. A sight of her almost naked body at the bedroom window not long before had stirred its ardor. The effect it had was all too obvious when Candice returned her gaze to a swelling erection.

A shudder ran through her when her fingertips brushed against engorged flesh. Her mouth opened wide, but the protest she wanted to shout wouldn’t come out as she became spellbound by how big a cock could grow. She’d never been with anyone who boasted a massive manhood and occasionally wondered what it would be like when she watched porn on the internet.

This was no dirty movie though. This was really happening. There was a huge penis becoming swollen with hot blood right there in front of her face. It was still only semi-erect when she was made to take hold and finding out she couldn’t even get her fingers all the way around the thickly engorged girth came as a shock.

“Oh god, I can’t do this,” she groaned, but didn’t let go.

She could feel the throbbing pulse of a growing arousal she’d ignited. It wasn’t a man in front of her though. It was a huge, untamed beast that appeared to be caught in the powerful grip of a primal lust for her body. She should have been terrified, but the threat of any real harm gradually left her mind.

That wasn’t the Bigfoot’s intention. She could sense that. It wanted her for something else altogether and the discussion with her friend earlier in the evening flashed through her mind. She’d been cheekily told what doctors recommend to get over an ex. It wasn’t true and she’d taken the idea as nothing more than a joke.

That was then, however, and this was now. It wasn’t someone who wanted to fuck her brains out though. It was something, a raging brute of a beast with a burning lust for her naked curves. She could feel it. The pulsing throb of hot-blooded arousal grew stronger still when she squeezed her fingers tighter on stiffening flesh to bring a monster cock to life.

“Oh god, I can’t do this,” she mouthed again, but still didn’t let go and there was no taking her eyes from a truly enormous erection swelling right in front of her.

She held on even when the grip around her wrist was released. It was only when the Bigfoot pawed at the towel that she let out a squeal and pulled her hand from its groin. A hard tug loosened the knot and she was too slow to grab at the white material.

Her naked breasts were exposed to put them on show again. Even more than that was revealed when the towel was dragged away to leave her completely naked. She threw herself back onto the bed, but saw the way her body was lasciviously ogled while she tried to scramble up the covers. It made her try to keep her legs together, but she knew she was flashing more than her tits now. She let out heavy, ragged breaths as the Bigfoot followed her.

The sound of ungodly creaks rang out as its heavy weight bore down on the bed, but the sturdy, rustic legs of the furniture piece held firm. Candice kept scrambling back until she was braced against the decorative, wooden headboard. It left her with nowhere else to go.

Her eyes darted around, but there was no escape from the situation and the shame burned brightly when the thought came to her that she didn’t want to. It felt so depraved. Giving in would make her nothing more than a sexual plaything for a wild beast, but there was something exhilarating about that. The loss of control left her trembling when her gaze finally alighted on the bottle of wine.

Grabbing hold, she brought it to her lips and took a big mouthful. She couldn’t swallow it all, with some spilling over her bottom lip to splash down onto her chest. It caught the Bigfoot’s attention and the way it lapped at her naked skin sent hot ribbons of pleasure through her body. She knew she shouldn’t tempt it, shouldn’t build its hunger for her, but there was no stopping herself in that moment and it was more than alcohol-lowered inhibitions making her act.

Tipping up the bottle spilled the last of the wine over her upper chest and her back arched when the rasping licks of a long, rough tongue swept across her flesh. It stiffened her nipples to hard, sensitive beads, with every touch on them setting her body alight until the last traces of alcohol were licked from her breasts.

Dropping the empty bottle, she grabbed hold to squeeze her tits together, like she had when she put them on display out the window. The Bigfoot was now licking for more than the wine. It was in the grip of a searing lust and Candice’s back arched tighter as a dirty moment stretched out.

It ended with licks sliding lower on her body to make her slump down. She sank her fingers deeper in her flesh to squash her tits harder together as the Bigfoot chased the trickles of red wine rolling across her belly. Big, strong hands grabbed at her legs to make her spread them and she let out a cry as the beast’s rasping tongue slid right between her thighs.

The rough caress of licks ignited fluttering spams that made her hips judder and she bit her lip hard to hold in cries that threatened to come bursting out of her mouth. She felt the tip of the Bigfoot’s tongue wiggling hard to spread slick folds of skin and felt the embarrassment when it started snuffling.

It wasn’t the wine it went after now and more forceful licks spread her pussy lips wider, so it could taste her arousal. The Bigfoot’s head came up and she watched as its tongue slid around its lips then played on the roof of its mouth. She could only think of one reason for its actions, but didn’t even want to contemplate that her fertility was being tested.

It made it clear she was being treated as nothing more than breeding stock. A Bigfoot wasn’t interested in love or a relationship or any of those normal conventions that bound a man and women together. It only cared about finding a sexual mate and wanted her for a fertile womb.

She gasped when it ducked down between her thighs again. Its strong fingers dug into the plump flesh of her mound to savagely expose her slick opening and her muscles tightened when she felt its long tongue enter her. A rush of pleasure burned through her veins and she put a hand on its huge head. Not to try and push it away though.

The juddering spasms of her hips became more pronounced as the roiling touch inside left her in a breathless agitation. She pushed towards the licking, closing her eyes and trying to grind against thick lips as she was eaten out by an aroused beast that grabbed her thighs. Its fingers sank into her flesh to hold her in place while it took its greedy fill of her.

Candice’s spine arched tighter still until the Bigfoot backed off, with the tension leaving her body to make her slump down. Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head and the eye contact made her shudder. She really was in the hands of a beast and she could see how much it wanted her. It was scary just how much that turned her on, but she made no attempt to close her legs and it left her completely exposed.

The Bigfoot pushed itself up to its knees and she was all too aware of the way it loomed ominously over her. She could plainly see it wasn’t only its body that was huge when she let her gaze slide to the way its now fully erect penis stood stiffly proud. It was more hard inches than she’d ever seen in her life, with the thick length appearing freakishly menacing. That did nothing to dampen the unchecked arousal flooding her veins as she continued to stare.

The shiny, swollen helmet looked absolutely enormous, with the thick shaft stretching up a muscular midriff. Once again, she couldn’t stop herself. She needed to know and took hold to pull the big erection down to her body. With heavy balls pressed between her thighs, she stared wide-eyed at just how far the long erection stretched up her belly. It sent shivery palpitations through her, but feeling the strong, throbbing pulse of engorged flesh against her naked skin was short-lived when her hand was knocked away by the Bigfoot.

It shuffled towards the bottom of the bed and Candice let out a shriek when her ankle was grabbed to pull her down the covers. She tried to take hold of them, but there was no stopping herself. It dawned on her what was happening and that set her mind into an agitated fluster.

The Bigfoot didn’t want to lie on top of her and make love in the missionary position. It was a beast driven by primal impulses. Its instinct was to fuck like an animal, rough and raw, with her bent over the bed. A hunger to pass on its genes was controlling its actions and Candice coming to the cabin had provided it with the perfect opportunity to do just that.

Her squeal was loud when she was dragged off the bed to the floor. Hands grasped at her hips, but the Bigfoot’s erection was right there in front of her and she acted on instinct too. Gripping hold, she leaned forward to kiss on the thick head.

A moment of hesitation made her look up and the way she was being watched brought excitement. She held the Bigfoot’s gaze as she rolled her tongue around the glistening helmet then tilted her head to the side to kiss all the way down its erect length.

Her breath came out heavily when she then trailed the tip of her tongue along thickly engorged veins bulging with hot blood. When she got back to the slick helmet, she flickered licks on the underside and couldn’t quite believe she was being so brazenly promiscuous. She could feel the Bigfoot’s huge cock quivering as she continued to play with it.

Taking in a deep breath, she slid her lips all the way over the bulbous helmet. It almost filled her mouth, but a huge hand came to her head and she gave in to letting her mouth be shoved lower. She needed to fight against the pressure when she started to gag, but her excitement came out in a way she couldn’t even begin to explain to herself.

It made her bob her head to give a blowjob, but that only brought home how enormous the Bigfoot’s erection was. She couldn’t even get close to halfway down it and her lips started to ache because of the way they needed to stretch to take the thick girth.

She had to fight hard against the hand on her head to get her mouth back to the tip, with the sound of her rasping breaths filling the bedroom. Spit spilled out to slide across glistening skin and she brought her hand up to spread the lubrication lower. Loud grunts of pleasure filled the room as she quickened the pace of the stroking, but she knew that wasn’t how things were going to finish.

The Bigfoot was in the grip of a hungry need that was only going to be satisfied in one way. It eventually grabbed at her hand to pull it away from its erection and she did nothing to stop herself being turned around. A strong shove pressed between her shoulder blades to knock her forward, so she ended up bent across the bed.

She buried her face in the covers as she was held down, with the fingers of the Bigfoot’s other hand grasping at her buttocks to spread them. It bent down to lick between her thighs and she turned her head to see the way it seemed to be testing her fertility again. Tension gripped hold of her body when the huge beast then shuffled forward to get in place right behind her.

She buried her face in the covers once more and grabbed hold of them when the hardness rubbed against her naked cheeks. The touch of the bulbous helmet pressing against her pussy lips brought out a muffled squeal. There was no holding in her cries and more came out as she let herself be taken. Her hips began to judder to knock them against the side of the bed when she felt the way her slick entrance stretched agape to accommodate the sheer thickness of such a huge cock.

The discomfort of taking something so massive was there at first, but slowly morphed into a hot delight that made her grip the covers tighter until her knuckles were white. A thrust made her head rear up and the sound of her cry filled the room as she took more of the Bigfoot’s long length. She could hear its breathing growing ragged as it succumbed fully to primeval desires. It wanted her with a passion that ripped through its body and it pressed a hand onto her lower back to hold her down as it shoved its hips forward.

Candice could feel every muscle in her body straining. The tremor in her thighs turned to stronger, rippling spasms that made her think about another of her friend’s cheeky comments earlier in the evening. She wasn’t going to lose the ability to walk, but her legs weakened as the pleasure of the penetration grew stronger.

A curse spilled from her lips when the Bigfoot began to hump against her. She had no idea how much of the thick length she’d taken, but she felt filled to the extreme and the pulsing quiver of her inner muscles rippled around the rigid hardness. It made her crave a release from the growing pressure between her thighs and she tried to push back.

Her efforts barely moved the heavy weight of the Bigfoot, but gave just enough room to get a hand between her thighs. The rapid, circling touch of her fingertips played on her swollen clitoris to make her cry out louder and the sound seemed to spark a beast into action.

The Bigfoot began to thrust and in a matter of seconds it was driving forward in a brutish onslaught. Relentless, hammering thrusts crashed against Candice’s ass to trap her against the side of the bed as she was ravished like never before. Something was fucking her brains out and she wanted it.

All other thoughts fled her mind. The only thing that mattered was the hot pleasure of the sex that built the pressure between her thighs as she was ravaged by a monster. Thick, hard cock pounded deep into her pussy to make it gape and she kept her fingertips punishing her clitoris until her body was stretched out in the last throes of the climb to a moment she desperately wanted.

The Bigfoot used her harder still, its heavy, muscular body slamming against her as a frenzied lust spurred it on to keep pumping its hips. It grabbed hold of her to pull her back onto its erection and it was the moment Candice lost it. The ecstasy stirred from somewhere deep inside to give her a feeling better than anything before as the orgasm exploded to life.

Her screams of elation filled the room as her body filled with shuddering vibrations that left her shaking uncontrollably. The sound of her euphoria got her taken even more roughly. Being beastly beset upon was giving her the best climax of her life, with the pulsating spasms of her inner muscles clamping around the massive erection ruggedly defiling her.

Her passion peaked in the return of the tension to her body and she could intensely feel the way her pussy was being so savagely ravaged. The final pounding thrusts rag-dolled her against the side of the bed and the swell of pleasure hit another high when she felt herself being trapped in place, with the Bigfoot’s muscular midriff pressed tightly against her ass.

The pulsing throb of its erection grew stronger still until its howling grunt of guttural angst rang out. Candice forced her face into the covers as she pushed back to hold a spurting erection deep inside as one thick, gushing stream of hot cum after another erupted in her.

It was the strongest climax she’d ever experienced and she could feel the Bigfoot’s rapid-fire muscle contractions as it continued to force itself onto her until its heavy balls emptied of their load. She squealed when its heavy weight slumped down in the aftermath, but there was nothing she could do.

The throbbing pulse of its arousal slowly started to fade away to take the power from its huge erection, but it didn’t back off at first. It kept their bodies locked together to enjoy the last pleasure of breeding her then finally pulled out. She felt the weakness in her body, but managed to turn and collapsed down to sit on the floor.

The Bigfoot was already standing and she could see the glisten on the helmet of its huge cock. A glance up showed it watching her and their eyes met for a moment before if finally turned away to walk to the door. It ducked down to leave the bedroom and disappeared from view.

She closed her eyes tightly for a second or two as she tried to recover from the savage, animalistic encounter. Rising to her knees after a short while, she turned and pulled herself onto the bed then collapsed down on the covers. The swell of pleasure slowly melted from between her thighs and a sense of shame filled her mind for a few seconds at what she’d let happen.

Not that she could have done anything to stop a beast in heat. It took what it wanted from her. She couldn’t even pretend she hadn’t wanted the sex and could still feel the after effects of it on her body. That she liked them ignited another flutter of shame.

“Fuck” she cursed as she lay staring up at the ceiling.

The smart thing to do was get the hell out of the cabin before a beast came back for more. She was sure it would, but already knew she wasn’t going to be smart. It would leave her exposed to more of what the doctor recommended for getting over an ex. Whether that took away the unhappiness of a failed relationship remained to be seen, but it would sure as hell get her more hot sex with a monster cock.
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