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Author’s Note





The  author  would  like  to  point  out  that  all  the  characters  in  this  work  of fiction  are  eighteen  years  of  age  or  older.  All  sexual  acts  depicted  in  this  book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 

It is my sincere hope that you enjoy this e-book. Get snuggled up with your favourite girl, boy or toy and read on…
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Chapter 1

Going Deep In The Woods



It isn’t the kind of image that keeps most girls up at night—the image of a long, hard, hairy shaft throbbing against a rock-solid and fur covered abdomen—but I guess  you  could  say  that  I’m  not  like  most  girls.  Of  course,  I  can’t  say  that thought had always kept me awake—Hell, it never even crossed my mind until that one warm summer week. 

I was hired by a team of anthropologists to track and analyze a strange set of footprints in the Northern Canadian wilderness. The Canadian government grant paid  for  me  to  fly  in  on  a  helicopter  and  spend  an  entire  week  with  the anthropologists. I myself was an anthropologist, but at the time, I specialized in North  Asian  animals.  The  reason  they  brought  me  in  was  because  the  tracks they’d  found  resembled  similar  ones  that  we’d  found  in  the  Himalayas  just  a couple of years before. 

I  spent  a  week  in  the  Himalayas  after  we  found  the  initial  tracks,  but  we never ended up finding anything concrete. 

What  started  off  as  a  normal  trip  to  Northern  Canada  quickly  became strange. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I could feel something inside of me—almost like a sense of dread, but instead of fear or anxiety, I felt at peace. It was  soon  after  I  landed  in  those  woods  that  the  image  of  that  huge  hairy  cock started to flash through my mind. At the time, I didn’t think anything of it. It’s strange how your mind tries to tell you things sometimes. 

Two anthropologists greeted  me after my  helicopter pilot told  me he would pick  me  up  in  a  week.  Both  of  the  scientists  were  men.  Both  were  generally handsome. One had short blonde hair and thick muscles, which bulged through his  tight  summer  t-shirt.  The  other  had  long  dark  hair  and  a  perfectly  chiselled jawline.  Despite  their  unquestionable  good  looks,  I  wasn’t  all  that  attracted  to them. I’d never really been attracted to the standard definition of beauty. Call me

“new age” or “weird”, but I’d always considered myself asexual if I’m going to be honest. 

“Susie  Prier?”  the  handsome  brunette  man  asked,  his  hair  flowing  in  the wind as the helicopter pulled away. 

“Hello,” I replied. 

“Jeremy  Highgate,”  he  said,  smiling.  He  turned  to  his  blonde  friend.  Both men had developed thick stubble on their faces, having been stationed there for a number of days before my arrival. “This is Lawrence Brown—my assistant.” 

“I hope you don’t mind my saying so, but you’re very beautiful, Mrs. Prier,” 

the blonde Lawrence said. 

I smiled. 

“Lawrence!”  Jeremy  snapped.  The  helicopter  had  quickly  become  a  faint hum in the distance. “I apologize for my friend. He doesn’t have much in terms of a filter.” 

“It’s okay. Not to sound big headed, but I get it a lot,” I declared. 

“Let us show you our camp.” 

The  two  men  led  me  for  a  short  hike  through  the  woods.  I  hadn’t  been expecting  the  Canadian  North  to  be  so  warm,  even  in  the  winter.  Both  of  the scientists were dressed in shorts and t-shirts, and I was wearing a thick sweater. I hadn’t  even  packed  anything  lighter.  I’d  always  assumed  that  Canada  was always frozen tundra. I felt dumb. 

We came upon a set of three small tents and a large tarp tent. The tarp hung from  the  branches  of  neighbouring  trees,  and  covered  a  set  of  plastic  folding tables, upon which were casts of the footprints I would be analyzing. 

“This  has  been  our  home  for  the  past  week,  and  will  be  yours  for  the  next week!” Lawrence said, smiling graciously. 

“Thank you for sharing your ‘home’ with me.” 

“This  tent  here  is  yours,”  Jeremy  said,  motioning  to  the  nicest  of  the  three smaller  tents.  “We  took  the  liberty  of  giving  you  the  only  air  mattress—so  it should  be  fairly  comfortable.  I  hope  you  brought  some  lighter  clothes—it’s going to hit thirty five tomorrow.” 

“Thirty five? Thirty-five degrees? As in close to one-hundred Fahrenheit?” I asked, perplexed. 

“That’s right.” 

“I’m afraid I didn’t pack that light. I didn’t expect it to be so hot here.” 

“Canada can get pretty steamy in the summer. You’re welcome to borrow a t-shirt from Lawrence or me. Just let us know.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 

“Let  me  show  you  what  we’re  dealing  with,”  Jeremy  said,  walking  over  to the large tarp tent. 

Jeremy reached for a mould of one of the footprints. He lifted it up, inspected it himself, and then handed it to me. 

“This is the best sample we’ve found of whatever it is we’ve been tracking.” 

I  inspected  the  item.  It  was  almost  exactly  like  what  we’d  found  in  the Himalayas a few years before. The foot was almost twenty-four inches in length, with  five  thick  toes.  The  foot’s  big  toe  appeared  to  be  opposable,  unlike  a human. 

“That’s so strange…” I said, staring at the artefact. 

“What’s that?” Jeremy asked. 

“It’s so… Human—But its not.” 

“I  know.  Neither  of  us  can  figure  the  thing  out.  I  mean—the  weight distribution  of  the  print  suggests  that  the  subject  is  walking  upright,  but  it’s clearly not human, given the fact it has opposable thumbs.” 

“How sure are you this is real?” I asked. 

“We’re one hundred miles from the nearest town. Seems like an odd place to stage a hoax—especially since no one knew anyone would be here.” 

“You never know…” 

“If it  is  a hoax, it’s a damn good one. Take a look at this…” Jeremy grabbed another footprint mould. “See this?” 

He handed me the footprint. “What should I be seeing?” 

“Compare the big toe. It’s curved inwards, but the area ahead of it has been dug  out  slightly.  So,  as  this  thing  is  walking,  its  toe-thumb  is  pull  inwards slightly.  It  would  take  one  hell  of  a  mechanical  prosthetic  to  make  such  a realistic move.” 

“I see,” I said. He was right. On each print, the thumb was slightly different, meaning that this wasn’t someone just stamping a print. 

“Any ideas?” he asked. 

“No—But I’ve seen it before… Just on the other side of the world.” 

“I thought it was the same thing,” Jeremy said. “I—uh—read your paper on your Himalaya findings. It was quite impressive.” 

“Thank you.” I looked back at the footprint. “So what’s our plan?” 

“Well, it’s late now, but in the morning we pack up and keep tracking. We’ve managed to make a good amount of ground on the thing over the past few days. 

Hopefully, your expertise with the sasquatch can speed up the hunt.” 

“The  sasquatch?” I asked. 

Jeremy  laughed.  “Sorry—It’s  just  what  we’ve  been  calling  it.  A  little  bit  of Canadian humour.” 

I  inspected  the  footprint  again.  The  sun  had  begun  to  set  over  the  distant mountain range, turning the sky into a bright display of pink and orange. 
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Chapter 2

The Hunt



That night I had a strange dream; at least I think it was a dream. I woke up in my tent in the middle of the night. I didn’t wake up from any noise or anything—just on instinct. For some reason I felt compelled to stand up and get out of my tent. 

Despite  being  night,  the  mountains  were  bright,  lit  generously  by  the  infinite field of stars and bright full moon. 

I  walked  into  the  silent  woods.  A  warm  refreshing  breeze  crossed  over  my body. 

Then,  in  the  distance,  I  saw  him—or  it.  A  tall  humanoid  figure  (probably nine feet tall) stood staring at me. In that moment, I wasn’t afraid. I was actually very  calm.  I  stood  there  smiling  as  the  tall  hairy  beast  walked  towards  me.  He had a long flaccid cock, which swung from side to side as he walked. The whole length of the massive shaft, except the exposed tip, was covered in thick fur. 

The beast stopped just before me, but his face was obscured in shadow and I couldn’t  make  out  any  discernable  features.  He  placed  his  shockingly  human-like hands on my sides gently. I rand my fingers down his ripped chest, feeling every hard curve of every thick muscle. Slowly, I sunk my hand south, towards his long dick. 

As my fingertips slipped onto the monster’s massive length, I could feel him throbbing.  Blood  was  rushing  quickly  into  his  dick.  I  could  feel  it  growing bigger and bigger with every hard throb. 

My pussy started to ooze warm fluid into my nighttime panties. I needed that huge hairy dick. I needed it so badly. 

“Susie!” Jeremy’s voice called out. “Time to wake up!” 

We  had  our  tents  packed  up  before  the  sun  rose  over  the  mountains  in  the east.  Lawrence  got  stuck  carrying  a  massive  hiking  bag,  on  top  of  which  was

another  large  bag.  He  looked  rather  comical  carrying  the  massive  load  of  gear. 

Jeremy  had  all  of  his  things  packed  tightly  in  his  hiking  bag,  and  gentlemanly volunteered to carry my text, deflated air mattress and clothes bag for me. I felt bad for the two overworked men, but I probably wouldn’t have lasted had I had to carry very much through our long day’s hike through the mountains. 

We  started  by  analyzing  the  last  seen  footprint.  During  my  trip  in  the Himalayas,  I  learned  that  creature  generally  travelled  through  the  mountain valleys,  and  went  up  the  mountains  to  sleep.  My  two  male  companions  had wasted  a  lot  of  time  hiking  up  the  mountains,  only  to  be  led  back  down  to  the bottom after many hours of hiking. The print we started with was pointed up the mountain. 

“Try to find another print nearby,” I explained to them. I told them about the creature  sleeping  in  the  mountains,  and  they  concluded  that  my  theory  made sense given their experience. “There is likely a fresher print near the base of this mountain.” 

After some searching, we found a fresher print, which was pointed down the long mountain valley, as my hypothesis had suggested. After that print, it wasn’t hard to find more and more. 

“So Susie—May I call you Susie?” Lawrence asked. 

“Sure.” 

“So Susie, how did you get into anthropology?” 

“I’ve always been fascinated with animals and evolution. I originally went to university to take a general bachelor of science, but ended up falling in love with my anthropology courses.” 

“It’s just so unusual to see a woman like you in the field.” 

“Like me?” I asked. 

“Like—A beautiful woman.” 

“Lawrence!” Jeremy snapped again. “What did I say?” 

“You must admit—She’s beautiful.” 

“Once again, I apologize for my assistant.” 

We came upon a clearing that had a number of clear prints in it. We decided to  stop  to  document  the  newly  found  footprints.  Jeremy  took  out  his  mould making  kit  and  started  to  pour  the  mould  fluid  over  one  of  the  artificial indentations. Lawrence approached me and offered me a water bottle. 

“Thanks,” I said, smiling. 

“No problem. Think we’re getting closer?” he asked. 

“It’s  hard  to  say.  I’ve  never  caught  up  with  the  thing  myself.”  I  could  see Jeremy crouched over his print in the distance. 

“Right… Right… Are you single?” 

“Excuse me?” I asked. 

“Single—are you married? Dating anyone? Engaged?” 

“Lawrence—not to be blunt, but I’m not comfortable with that question.” 

“Oh, c’mon.” 

“Lawrence, I’m serious.” 

“Even if you are—no one’s going to know if you do anything out here.” 

“I’m not interested,” I said, looking down at my feet. 

“C’mon, honey. Don’t be a tease.” 

“I’m not being a  tease. ” 

Jeremy walked over. “Everything alright?” 

I  looked  at  Lawrence,  who  was  unimpressed  with  my  withdrawal.  “Yeah—

Everything’s fine,” I lied. Lawrence’s

We  continued  our  hike.  I  was  growing  increasingly  uncomfortable  with  the idea  of  being  alone  with  Lawrence  and  his  increasing  sexual  aggression. 

Throughout  the  day,  we  found  a  couple  sets  of  footprints  that  travelled  up  a mountain,  and  instead  of  following,  we  were  able  to  find  a  slightly  fresher  set after the beast had descended from his slumber. We were gaining ground. 

But  soon  enough,  the  sun  began  to  set  and  we  still  needed  to  set  up  camp. 

My muscles and joints were all very sore, but I couldn’t complain seeing as my scientist  companions  carried  far  more  than  I  had,  and  were  likely  much  more sore. We set up our tents quickly and made a neat little fire to cook some hotdogs on. It was a generally pleasant evening, aside from a few strange looks from the aggressive Lawrence. 

I went to bed, and soon drifted into a similar dream from the one I had the night  before.  I  came  out  from  my  tent,  and  the  tall  hairy  creature  stood  before me. His cock was already growing, and it was growing  big. Even though it was covered  in  thick,  dark  hair,  I  could  see  the  bulge  of  its  thick  veins,  pumping blood aggressively. 

I  walked  up  to  him  and  immediately  sunk  down  to  my  knees.  I  took  the growing member in my hand. I couldn’t ever wrap my fingers around its mighty

girth.  Slowly  and  gently,  I  lowered  it  down  to  my  lips.  I  don’t  know  what  was controlling  my  body  in  that  dream—but  it  couldn’t  have  been  my  own inhibitions. I pushed the thick bulbous tip into my lips. The wide shaft stretched my mouth open wide before beginning to slither inwards. I could feel the warm hair on the cock against my tongue and lips. 

With  one  hand,  I  stroked  the  huge  cock  up  and  down.  With  my  tongue,  I lathered  the  meat-stick  in  my  saliva.  Warm,  sweet  pre-cum  dribbled  out  of  the yeti, filling my body with an intense euphoria. 

Bigfoot’s  big  strong  hand  nestled  itself  into  my  hair  and  then  pulled  me  in tight onto his cock. I could feel the long shaft push against my throat as it began to slide downwards. 
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Chapter 3

Getting Closer



Jeremy  woke  me  up  earlier  than  planned.  He  was  excited.  He  explained  to  me that  he  had  woken  up  very  early  because  of  noises  he  was  hearing  around  his tent. When I emerged from my tent, I saw what he was so excited about. 

The creature’s tracks were in our camp, probably not even five hours earlier. 

The tracks were clearer and fresher than I’d ever seen in my life. 

“Should we sample them? Do we have time?” Jeremy asked. 

I thought about it. “Maybe we can leave Lawrence to sample the tracks while we find out where the Bigfoot went.” 

“The  Bigfoot?  You’re  starting  to  sound  like  us,”  Jeremy  laughed.  I  hadn’t meant to say Bigfoot, but what was said was said. 

Lawrence prepared the mould himself while Jeremy and I began to scour the surrounding  woods  for  signs  of  the  mythic  beast.  It  was  hard  to  tell  where  the creature was headed, as there were footprints in all directions as if he had been searching around our camp. Eventually, we were able to find a line of tracks that went from our camp, and towards a valley we had yet to search. 

“There  is  roughly  ten  miles  between  each  time  the  creature  travelled  up  a mountain to sleep,” I observed. 

“Right.” 

“These tracks are headed in that direction. That mountain there is roughly ten miles ahead. I would wager that, if we make it to that mountain before nightfall, if  we  set  up  cameras,  we  would  catch  the  creature  coming  down  from  the mountain  in  the  early  morning.  If  we’re  going  to  make  it,  we  can’t  waste  time looking for tracks along the way. We just have to assume we’re right about this.” 

“Okay,” Jeremy said. “Let’s do it.” 

We  returned  to  Lawrence,  who  was  finishing  his  mould  proof.  We  quickly packed  everything  up  and  started  a  hurried  hike  towards  the  hypothesized  next resting spot of the yeti creature. My joints and muscles were sorer than ever, but I had to pull through. We were so close. 

About  a  mile  from  our  intended  campsite,  Lawrence  walked  up  beside  me. 

Jeremy  was  about  ten  feet  ahead,  with  his  back  turned  to  us.  Without  warning, Lawrence  grabbed  my  butt  firmly  with  his  hand.  Before  I  could  react,  he grabbed my mouth with his other hand and stopped me. 

“I  know  that  you  think  you’re  some  hot  shot  feminist  scientist—but  you can’t  deny  your  urges  for  me.  I  know  you  have  them.”  He  reached  his  hand around from my butt to my pussy. Gently with his fingertips, he glided along the length of my slit. 

Jeremy  kept  walking,  having  no  idea  of  what  was  going  on  behind  him.  I looked into Lawrence’s eyes. 

“Just  think  about  it.  Tonight—I’m  all  yours.”  Almost  as  suddenly  as  he grabbed me, he released me. My heart had raced into a sudden rapid throb and I was too startled to move. 

Jeremy final turned around. “Everything okay?” he asked, suspicious. 

Lawrence  simply  smiled.  His  confidence  was  frightening.  I  wanted  to  tell Jeremy,  but  I  didn’t.    What  good  would  it  do  way  out  in  the  woods?  The  only thing worse than being stuck far from civilization with a pervert was being stuck with an angry sociopath. I would need to find another way to deal with the issue. 

We  eventually  reached  out  destination,  found  a  nice  flat  clearing,  and  still had  a  couple  of  hours  before  the  sun  fell.  Likely,  by  my  calculations,  we  were ahead of the yeti, assuming my  prediction was correct.  We began to  set up our recording gear, and then as the sun was beginning to set, our tents. 

I went to sleep. 


* * *

I was awoken in the night by a sound outside my tent. I couldn’t tell if it was a  dream  again,  but  I  had  that  familiar  gut  instinct  to  go  investigate.  Like  my dream, I didn’t feel a sense of fear or dread—Just simple curiosity. 

The woods were dark. There was no moon to be found that night, and dark rain clouds obscured the stars, but there was no rain. I walked out into the woods and looked around. 

“Hello?” I said quietly. 

I  continued  walking  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  woods,  farther  and  farther from our campsite. 

There  was  a  rustle  in  the  bush.  I  looked  towards  it.  My  heart  suddenly stopped  at  the  reality  of  the  scenario  was  setting  in.  Gently,  I  pinched  my  own arm. I wasn’t dreaming. My hands began to tremble. 

“H—Hello?” I said nervously. 

“Hey,” a voice behind me said. It was Lawrence. I stared at him. The breeze that night was cold, making the hairs on my arms stand straight up. 

“S—Sorry. I was just going to the bathroom,” I lied. 

“No you weren’t,” he said. “You were looking for me. I know it.” 

“Really, Lawrence. I wasn’t.” 

“Don’t hide it any more. I can tell you want me by the way you look at me.” 

“Lawrence—I’m sorry, but…” 

Lawrence stepped towards me. He placed his hands on my sides and looked down my body. “I need to have you, Susie. I need to be inside of you.” 

“Let me go,” I instructed. 

“No.” 

“Lawrence—Let me go! I’ll scream.” 

“Try it,” Lawrence said, pulling a long knife out and holding it to my throat. 

I froze in my spot. I didn’t move a single muscle in my body. “Please don’t do this, Lawrence.” 

“Don’t tell me what to do,” he said. He began to use one of his hands to undo his  pants.  He  let  them  drop  down  to  his  ankles.  Then,  he  began  to  remove  his underpants. An already erect cock sprung out. He pressed it up against my side. I could feel its thick warmth through my clothes. 

“Please don’t,” I asked one last time. 

“Too late,” he said, taking his cock in his hand. 

I closed my eyes tightly; I didn’t want to die. I prayed for the moment to end quickly. Suddenly, Lawrence’s hands pulled off of my body and there was a loud thump. When I opened my eyes, I was standing alone in the woods. Lawrence’s knife was on the forest floor. 

“Hello?” I asked. 

There was no response. Scared, I began to stumble back to the camp. 

Then—I  saw  them.  There  were  two  massive  hairy  male  beasts  standing before me, just like in my dream. My jaw practically dropped to the floor. I was staring at two well-endowed Bigfoots. They were just like my dreams, big cocks and all. 

“H—Hello?” I stuttered. “Do you speak? Can you speak?” 

Both  hairy  men  stared  at  me,  as  they  stood  partially  obscured  in  darkness. 

One  of  the  men  began  to  move  closer  to  me  so  I  took  a  few  steps  back.  As  he stepped closer, I realized just how thick the hair on his body was. He was like a half bear, half man. 

“Oh, my God,” I said aloud. “Please, don’t hurt me.” 

I  continued  to  step  backwards.  Both  of  the  creatures  were  now  moving towards  me.  I  tried  to  turn  to  run,  but  I  tripped  over  a  large  plank  of  wood. 

Before  I  hit  the  ground,  one  of  the  creatures  grabbed  onto  me  and  turned  me around. He had extremely bright blue eyes; so blue, they were almost white. 

“Please, don’t hurt me.” 

The  creature  took  his  hand  and  gently  pushed  my  hair  off  of  my  face  and behind my ear. He smiled gently at me as he carefully wrapped his arm around my  body.  Despite  having  just  emerged  from  the  cold  forest,  his  body  was extremely warm. 

The other Bigfoot went around my back and placed his big, strong hands on my waist. My fears and anxieties began to wash away with the parting waves as the strong yetis began to caress my soft body with their muscular arms. 

They stepped in closer, pushing their hair-covered bodies against me tightly. 

The man behind me began to warmly suck on my neck as a cold breeze crossed over my body. 

I looked up into the creature’s eyes and he looked down into mine, as if he had never seen anything so beautiful. 

Another  one  of  the  Bigfoots  emerged  from  the  waters  and  began  to  move towards us. He stared at me for a moment, perplexed by my differentness. These creatures had never seen anything like me before. 

One of the creatures reached down and slipped his hand over my tight pussy and  began  to  gently  rub.  My  body  started  to  become  lighter  as  hot  energy travelled  through  my  body  and  down  into  my  damp  slit.  The  third  strong  bear-man stepped in and placed his hands on my boobs and began to squeeze. 

The three men gently brought me down onto the soft forest floor, which felt

warm against my body. The creatures lay on either side of me, and one on top. 

The men’s lips were soft as we kissed, the three men sharing me evenly. One of the men’s furry fingers gently slipped up into my vagina and he began to finger me. 

A bout of hot juice poured out of me, down my butt and into the soft grass below.  I  reached  around  and  grabbed  the  man  on  top  of  me  by  the  hairy  butt. 

Looking  down,  I  could  see  his  penis  beginning  to  harder  against  his  hairy abdomen.  It  was  dark  brown  and  as  thick  as  my  arm.  Flaccid,  it  extended halfway down to his knees. As it began to harden, it unravelled straight towards me, long and thick. 

I  reached  down  and  gently  grabbed  the  furry  cock  in  my  hands.  My  pussy began to tremble as the creature fingering me picked up his intensity. Slowly, I began to jerk off the warm cock with my hand. 

The  two  other  men’s  long  dicks  began  to  harder.  With  my  other  hand,  I grabbed another Bigfoot’s hairy cock, feeling it expand and throb in my hand. I stroked it gently, as it grew thicker and harder. 

Grabbing me by the arm, one of the creatures lightly rolled me onto my side. 

The men on either side of me shimmied their bear-like bodies in close to me and lined their genitals up with my dripping wet, trembling slit. 

Then,  while  I  was  still  locked  in  a  deep  long  kiss,  one  of  the  yeti’s  cocks penetrated my pussy. It slowly slid in deep. I could feel the thick hair against the walls of my tight slit as it drifted inwards. My head rolled back and I let out a long,  passionate  sigh.  My  legs  began  to  tense  up  and  my  knees  buckled  as  the Bigfoot began to slowly push his cock in and out of me. 

Behind  me,  I  felt  another  long  fuzzy  cock  press  up  against  my  butthole.  It pushed harder and harder before it managed to slip in. My anus initially clenched around  the  thick  member,  but  as  I  began  to  lose  control  of  my  body,  it  relaxed and the long dick slid in all the way. Both of the Bigfoots were slowly driving their long, thick dicks in and out of my body. 

I  reached  forward  and  placed  my  hand  into  one  of  the  creature’s  hair  and lightly  grabbed  a  handful.  Shockwaves  of  pleasure  jolted  through  my  body  as feeling  began  to  depart  all  of  my  extremities.  The  two  men  began  to  increase their speed. I could feel the thick ridge along the head of the Sasquatch’s  penis against my anal wall as he drove inwards, harder and harder. 

More and more hot juice poured out of my body as the men began to throb faster and harder. The third beast took my leg and lifted it up. He shimmied in close  to  me  with  his  cock  in  his  hand,  and  he  began  to  push  the  head  of  his

manhood into my butthole. It squished in tightly against his friend’s and then all three men began to work away at my body. The hair lining the creature’s penis in my  pussy  brushed  up  against  my  clit  with  every  long  stroke.  Each  pass,  a tingling  began  to  grow  in  my  slit.  It  wasn’t  long  before  the  tingling  became  a full-blown quiver and I began to cum. 

I  screamed  out  as  loud  as  I  could  for  what  felt  like  a  perfect  eternity.  My vagina pumped out ounces and ounces of hot juice, which squished all over the manly creatures’ cocks. The Bigfoots almost simultaneously began to moan and I suddenly began to feel my pussy filling up with hot cum. The Bigfoot in front of me grabbed on tightly to my sides as shot after shot of warm stickiness filled my vagina. 

Then, the two men in the back began to cum into my ass. Their warm dicks squished  around  their  hot  cum  as  they  continued  to  thrust  powerfully  into  my body. I finally stopped cumming once the last squirt of cum entered my body. 

Suddenly,  the  sound  of  an  approaching  person  was  audible.  The  three creatures looked around trying to locate the sound. They looked at one another, and then began to speak in some sort of foreign chatter. 

All three hairy men pulled their long cum covered dicks out of my body and headed back into the deep woods. One of the men looked back at me. I could tell from his eyes that he didn’t want to leave me. His friends looked back at him and then grabbed him, forcing him down into the water. 

Quickly, I pulled up my pants and stood up. My butt hurt pretty badly from taking  two  massive  cocks  in  it,  but  it  was  well  worth  it.  Jeremy  emerged  from the darkness. 

“Susie?” he asked in his Canadian accent. 

“Y—Yeah?” I said. 

“Are you okay? Is Lawrence with you?” he asked. 

I  looked  around.  “Uh—No.  Why?  Is  he  gone?”  I  knew  the  Bigfoots  killed him. 

“He’s not in his tent. I can’t find him anywhere.” 

We looked around for Lawrence. I was terrified we would find his mangled body, but we never did. As a matter of fact, we didn’t find any trace of him. 

In the morning, we tried to find his footprints, but they ended right where I watched him get snatched the night before. 

“I—I  don’t  know  what  to  do,”  Jeremy  said.  “We’re  so  close  to  finding  the

creatures, but we can’t go on with Lawrence missing.” 

I  remembered  the  look  the  Sasquatch  gave  me  before  disappearing  into  the woods. He didn’t want to leave me, but he knew he had to because he couldn’t be caught. If Jeremy had seen him and survived, then there would be hundred of hunters in these woods trying to find him and his family. I couldn’t bear to have that on my consciousness. 

“We  should  go—back  to  town.  Report  him  missing.  We  have  lots  of  good information with these prints.” 

Jeremy  sighed.  “These  prints  won’t  change  anything.  I  hate  to  have  all  this work be for nothing.” 

But to me, it wasn’t for nothing. I’d gotten to live out a fantasy I never knew I had. I got to intimately discover a new species—one that only I knew was real. 

To  me,  all  of  Jeremy’s  work  had  brought  me  to  that  Canadian  wilderness,  so  I could experience such a tremendous experience. 

They never found Jeremy. By the time the search and rescue team had gotten there, the Bigfoots were easily ninety miles away—safe from being caught. 

As soon as I returned home, I switched my expertise from Asian to Northern Canadian animal studies. I planned to return—to find the Bigfoots myself—and for myself. 



The End
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