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The birdsong floating in through the open window of her room caught Aileen’s attention and it turned her gaze away from the small, dressing table mirror. The sound of an approaching dusk was something she’d always enjoyed. On this occasion, however, her heart sank.

“Isn’t right, isn’t right,” she muttered darkly, with a shake of the head and turned her attention back to her reflection.

She resumed brushing her long, red hair as she stared at herself and her mood didn’t improve. It wouldn’t ever again if her parents got their way. She was convinced of that. They loved her and had probably convinced themselves that what they were doing was in her best interests. As far as she was concerned, however, it was a disaster.

Being promised to an older man she barely knew, let alone loved, had come out of the blue and marriage to him definitely wasn’t something she desired. Not that she had her heart set on anyone else at that very moment, but she had dreams of spending her future with someone she treasured and adored. A life that made her happy.

That might be nothing more than a romantic dream, but the chances of it happening would be gone for good if she let the plans set in place come to fruition. Her parents wanted the destiny of their family entwined with that of the Hamilton’s. Aileen’s betrothal to the oldest son was their way to make it happen.

“Isn’t right, isn’t right,” she let out again and brushed her hair harder as the heat of anger welled up.

She made herself stop before she did her beautiful, red locks any damage and took in slow breaths as she tried to quell the angst that threatened to overwhelm her. She loved her parents and knew they loved her. However, on this occasion what she wanted for herself and what they wanted for her was not in accordance. Not by a long way.

“Go through with it,” she told her reflection before looking at the white gown hanging on the closet door.

It wasn’t the marriage she was talking about. That was set for six months time, which was far too close for her liking. She’d racked her brains for a way to get out of it, but kept coming back to one solution. If it worked, there was every chance her engagement would end. Avoiding an unwanted marriage wasn’t the only reason she’d become so fixated on the plan though.

She’d tried to deny to herself time and time again that there was a second reason she wanted to go through with it. She did so again when she met her gaze in the mirror. Her face screwed up, but the niggling truth was there at the back of her mind. A hot flush erupted on her cheeks and, suddenly, she couldn’t bear to look at herself.

Dropping the brush on the dressing table, she got to her feet and walked across to the window. She’d lived in the small cabin all her life, so was well used to the surroundings. For once, the trees at the edge of the clearing looked ominous to her and that was only going to worsen as the darkness of evening drew in.

She glanced over her shoulder at the gown again and wondered if it would have the effect she hoped. It put her mind in turmoil while she listened to the dusk chorus of birdsong growing louder as red and orange hues began to tinge the sky. Nightfall wasn’t far off. Another sound eventually came into her consciousness to make her forget all about the wildlife.

“No, no, no,” she let out in an agitated murmur as she hurried across the room to the door. “Can’t be.”

Yanking the door open, she stepped into the main living area of the cabin and it confirmed her ears had not been deceiving her. She didn’t move to the window, but through it she caught a glimpse of the horse-drawn cart coming to a halt at the front of the property. That brought on a full-blown panic.

Her parents didn’t usually arrive home until after dark and she thought she had time to prepare for what she intended to do. That luxury was now gone. Hurrying back into her room, she shut the door and slumped back against it. There was no time to waste, but thoughts flashed through her head at breakneck speed and she couldn’t make sense of them at first. It left her frozen in place until she finally made a concerted effort to calm herself by taking in slow, deep breaths.

“You have to do it now,” she told herself and it galvanized her into action.

Hurrying over to the small dressing table, she grabbed a ribbon and tied her long hair up into a messy bun to get it out of the way. She then ran to the open window and had climbed halfway out when she remembered. It made her look back to the gown still hanging on the door of the closet.

“You dolt,” she berated herself in a hissed voice and it caught her in a moment of indecision.

The sound of the front door of the cabin opening was followed by her name being called. There was no time to go back for the white gown. If her parents found her at home, the chance to flee the cabin would be gone and she didn’t want to wait another full month to go through with her plan. That was too long. She needed to act with all haste to give it every chance of working. Cursing herself under her breath, she climbed all the way out the window and bolted for the treeline.

She barely made it into hiding before the sound of her name being called came to her once more. Peeking out from behind a tree got her a sight of her mother moving to the open window she’d just climbed out of. Her name was shouted again and it went against all her instincts to defy a parent’s call by staying out of sight. Guilt welled up, but she shrugged it off.

She’d made up her mind. At least, she thought she had and waited until her mother left the room to ensure there was no chance of being spotted before she set off through the trees to head in the direction of where she needed to go.

***

Aileen put a hand on her heaving chest when she came to a stop at another treeline. She was used to walking through the woods, but on this occasion she’d hurried as fast as she could to arrive at her destination and the effort had tired her out. It took a short while for her to gather her breath. While she did, her eyes never left the cabin in the center of the small clearing.

Nothing stirred in the darkness, but that didn’t come as a surprise. She considered circling around to the front of the property to see if there was a wagon parked, but in the end decided it didn’t matter whether there was or not. The curtains of the window she looked at were closed, but the flickering light of a candle showed that the person she’d come to see was definitely at home.

Dropping her hand down from her chest, Aileen crept out from the cover of the trees and made her way across to the cabin. She knocked on the window immediately then pressed herself against the wall at the side of it. The wait stretched out and she was about to tap on the glass again when the curtains were eased aside.

Light streamed out from the room into the darkness and she checked quickly before stepping out completely into view to show herself as she lifted a hand in greeting. She saw the frown crease Fiona’s forehead, but the window was opened and she heard the hissed comment.

“What are you doing here at this time?”

“Need a favor,” Aileen replied. “Can I come in?”

Fiona glanced over her shoulder towards the door of her room, but her gaze came back almost immediately. She pushed the window all the way open and shoved the curtains aside. Aileen took the invitation to climb inside.

“What kind of favor?” Fiona asked as she closed the window then dragged the curtains shut.

Aileen lifted a hand to brush the back of her fingers across the underside of her chin.

“I’m going to do it,” she said.

Lines creased Fiona’s brow again while she stared at her friend.

“Uh…, do what?” she asked.

Aileen now rubbed the back of her hand across her mouth and felt how dry it was. When she dropped her arm back by her side, she slid her tongue around her lips to wet them. It was only then that she spoke.

“Can I see the map again?”

The frown melted away from Fiona’s brow and her expression turned to one of concern as she shook her head.

“Not a good idea,” she said before walking across the room to sit down on her bed.

Aileen followed and dropped to her knees in front of her friend.

“Please,” she implored.

Fiona shook her head again.

“No,” she replied resolutely. “I don’t want to be responsible for…”

“You won’t be responsible for anything,” Aileen butted in. “This is all on me.”

“You don’t even know if the stories are true,” Fiona whined.

“Then letting me see the map makes no difference.”

“You don’t need to see it again,” Fiona protested.

“Please,” Aileen begged. “Just one last time, so I’m sure of the way.”

There was silence now as they stared at each other, but Fiona eventually broke it and her voice was agitated.

“It could be the end of you. You shouldn’t…”

“My life is over anyway,” Aileen interrupted morbidly and threw up her arms. “There’s no point in living if I’m made to go through with this marriage.”

“Oh, don’t be so melodramatic,” Fiona snapped then regretted speaking in such a curt manner and grimaced.

Another silence stretched out for a few seconds and it was Aileen who broke it this time.

“Would you go through with such a betrothal?”

Fiona’s lips tightened together and she didn’t need to say a word. The expression on her face clearly answered the question.

“Well, would you?” Aileen asked again more stridently.

A sigh spilled from Fiona’s lips. She wanted to say it was better than being dead, but wasn’t actually sure if that was true and held her tongue. Being trapped in a loveless marriage sounded like a nightmare to live day after day after day for the rest of her life.

“Just get it for me, will you?” Aileen went on. “Please.”

“My dad…”

“Will be intoxicated already if it’s like any other day,” Aileen cut in. “Don’t pretend otherwise.”

Fiona knew better than to deny it. The pair of them had been friends for long enough that they knew each other’s lives inside out. Her father believed that if he worked hard then he could drink hard and it was the way he lived pretty much every day of his life. She’d tried to make him stop for the good of his health, but he never paid her any heed.

“Yes, he’s drunk already,” she admitted and got to her feet, but didn’t move away from the bed. “How do you know you’ll even get what you want if you go through with this?”

Aileen shrugged her shoulders.

“I have to try something,” she eventually said. “I can’t just meekly give in to what my parents want. It would be too much to bear.”

“No one will want you afterwards if things turn out as you hope,” Fiona went on. “Not just the man you’re supposed to marry.”

Aileen tilted her head from side to side as she remained on her knees to ponder the remark and she finally looked at her friend. The corner of her lips turned up and, despite the situation she found herself in, she couldn’t hold in the mischievous comment.

“Not even you?”

She saw the flush of red that spread across pale cheeks. The two of them had a history that went back a long way and there were times when they’d shared more than friendship. For her, it had been nothing more than a chance to experiment with budding emotions she hadn’t quite understood.

However, she knew it was more than that for Fiona. Not that there was anything serious between the two of them now other than a close friendship. It had simply been games they’d played during their sexual awakening, but she knew her friend’s preference was definitely for girls.

“You’re so bad,” Fiona eventually muttered and stepped away from the bed.

She walked across to the door and came to a stop. Reaching out, she grabbed the handle, but just held on at first. Glancing over her shoulder, she spoke.

“You’re sure about this? Like, really, really sure?”

“Yes,” Aileen insisted. “Please get it for me.”

Fiona kept looking at her friend for a few seconds more before quietly opening the door to slip out of the room.

***

Aileen was waiting for the door to open again, but it still gave her a start when she heard her friend returning. Her gaze went to the rolled up parchment under Fiona’s arm, but the question she asked wasn’t about that.

“Your father didn’t stir?”

Fiona just motioned her head in a beckoning gesture and Aileen got up to walk across the room. The door was held ajar for her to peek into the main area of the cabin and she saw her friend’s father slumped over the large, wooden table. His snoring was loud enough to show he was out of it.

“He drinks too much,” Aileen said quietly.

“I keep telling him that,” Fiona replied, with a resigned shrug of her shoulders. “Doesn’t take any notice of me though. It’ll be the death of him.”

Mention of death sent a shiver down her spine, but it wasn’t her father she was thinking about now.

“You’re taking a huge risk if you do this,” she said when their eyes met. “You know that, don’t you?”

“Just show me,” Aileen replied immediately.

Fiona closed the door to take away the sight of her father then moved across the room. Dropping to her knees at the side of the bed, she took the parchment from under her arm and slowly rolled it out on the covers. Aileen went to join her friend and felt the flutter of anticipation as she watched cushions being placed on either side of the map to hold it open.

“Wonder where he got it from,” she mused as she stared at it.

“Yeah, I’ve wondered that too,” Fiona replied. “I can hardly ask him though, can I? He’d go mad if he found out I even knew about the map, never mind looked at it and showed it to you.”

Aileen put a fingertip on the parchment.

“This is roughly where your cabin is,” she said.

“I know,” Fiona replied and reached out to almost the edge of the map. “And if the legend is true, this is where you need to go.”

Aileen pursed her lips as she looked at the drawing of an archway marked with a large W.

“You ever wanted to go?” she asked.

“God no, I wouldn’t even risk it in daylight,” Fiona replied. “I’m not an idiot.”

“You think I am?” Aileen asked.

That her friend simply shrugged her shoulders pretty much answered the question in the affirmative. Then again, it was probably true. Going to the place during the day would be foolhardy. She was on the cusp of doing so on the night of the full moon and knew what that might bring. It was insane to even consider it. The flutter of angst that came alive was instant, but it wasn’t all she felt and she forced herself not to squirm when a prickle of heat ignited between her thighs.

“Do you think the story is true?” she asked.

“Which one?” Fiona remarked pointedly.

“You know which one,” Aileen shot back immediately and took a sideways glance at her friend.

“Who knows,” Fiona said, with a shrug of her shoulders. “Might be a tall tale for all we know. The story of Alice Brown is only one among so many and the others don’t exactly end well.”

“She survived,” Aileen said.

“Well, if the story about her is true she did.”

Aileen said nothing in response to that. She trailed a fingertip slowly from one landmark to another to make her way across the map to the archway.

“How far do you think?” she asked.

Fiona shrugged her shoulders, but then went on to answer the question.

“Half a mile to the waterfall,” she said and put her finger on it. “About the same from there to the top of Pasture Hillock. That’s the closest I’ve ever been, so who knows from there. If you take the route past Hayward Mill and the scale of the map is right, it looks like it’s about another mile or so to get to the archway. I’ll assume that’s actually a real thing.”

“Two miles,” Aileen murmured and trailed her finger from the cabin location to the archway again.

“Two miles there,” Fiona remarked pointedly and her voice was a little dark when she went on. “And hopefully two miles back.”

The ominous comment sent a shiver down Aileen’s spine. She’d contemplated on more occasions than she cared to admit what she might actually find if she went to the place. The truth was she’d never thought about not coming back. Alice Brown had met a monstrous legend and survived the ordeal. Well, if the story was true, she had.

Rumors about the legend of a wolfman had been rife since Aileen was a little girl, with parents warning their children not to go in the woods at night and all the more so when the moon was full. The stories had been scary enough to convince her to obey when she was younger. However, she’d grown up to the idea that it was really nothing more than fairy tales told to keep kids from wandering too far into the wilderness.

Now, she wasn’t so sure. The map seemed genuine, with many of the features on it being places she knew were real. Whether that included the archway remained to be seen, but the W beside it and the wolf head symbol shown in the woods beyond signified something. As far as she knew, the real wolves had been hunted to extinction in ancient times and there had been none in the area for centuries.

Whether that meant there actually was a wolfman in the woods was up for question. By the end of the night, she might be able to give a definitive answer. That brought back a mixture of fear and trepidation, but it was also laced with an undercurrent of anticipation.

“I’ll come back,” she said, with more confidence than she actually felt.

“In what condition?” Fiona replied. “You’ve never even…, well, you know. Hell of a way to experience your first time if it turns out that Alice Brown’s story is true and you actually meet a monster.”

“Won’t be my first time,” Aileen said and saw the mocking expression thrown in her direction.

“Touching Edward Burnshaw’s whatchamacallit doesn’t count,” Fiona taunted.

“At least I did,” Aileen retorted, with a smirk. “And he liked it.”

“Eww,” Fiona said and stuck her tongue out to make an expression of disgust. “Rather you than me. I wouldn’t touch a horrible, ugly-looking thing like that if you paid me.”

“Yeah, well, I know what you like, so...,” Aileen teased and giggled.

“Shut up,” Fiona complained, but couldn’t stop a laugh coming out. “Anyway, I’ve touched something better. In fact, I did something better than just touch it and I was in control all the time, not some dirty horndog of a boy.”

Aileen’s eyes narrowed as she stared at her friend. Her reason for coming to the place was forgotten for an instant. They usually shared their secrets, but it appeared there was one Fiona hadn’t revealed.

“Oh yeah,” Aileen said. “And what would that be?”

Fiona lifted a hand to rub her cheek and her unease was all too obvious.

“Promise you won’t say anything,” she said.

“Do you really need me to make a promise?” Aileen replied. “When have I ever…”

“Yeah, yeah, fine,” Fiona interrupted and scrambled up to her feet.

A frown showed on Aileen’s forehead now and it deepened while she watched her friend cross the room to a closet. When it was opened, her mind went back to what fleeing her own home not so long before had made her leave behind.

***

“Can I borrow that?” Aileen said when she leapt to her feet.

She saw the confusion on her friend’s face as she crossed the room. When she reached in the closet, she took hold of a hanger to pull it from the rail and bring it out.

“Oh, yes, it’s pretty isn’t it,” Fiona said when she set her gaze on the gown.

“It’s more than pretty,” Aileen said as she fingered the decorative gold braiding that adorned the green material. “It’s so perfect.”

“I’ve never worn it,” Fiona said. “It’s really for a special occasion, but...”

“Well, tonight is going to be special,” Aileen interrupted. “I wanted to go in my white gown, but my parents came home early and I was halfway out the window of my bedroom before I remembered. There was no chance for me to go back and get it.”

“What, so now you want to borrow my dress for your crazy plan?” Fiona said.

“Please,” Aileen said. “Can I try it on?”

“Afterwards,” Fiona replied. “I haven’t shown you yet.”

She crouched down to rummage around at the bottom of the closet. When she straightened up, she held a wooden box and went to put it on the bed. Aileen hung the green dress on the door of the closet before going to join her friend.

“What is it?” she asked.

“You won’t believe it,” Fiona replied.

“Well, show me and I’ll tell you,” Aileen said.

She watched as the latch on the box was loosened and she really didn’t believe what she saw when the top was slowly lifted to reveal the contents. Her jaw dropped, but she was silent for only a second.

“Where the hell did you get that?” she let out in a high-pitched squawk then slapped a hand over her mouth. Her gaze flitted to the door as she thought about what was beyond, but it was unlikely that anything would disturb the drunken slumber of Fiona’s father.

“Elizabeth James gave it to me,” Fiona said and reached in the box. “She’s been going in to town a lot lately and a friend she knows got it for her. At least, that’s the story she told me.”

“No way,” Aileen let out as she watched.

“Bigger than Edward Burnshaw, huh?” Fiona said in a sniggering voice as she held up the smooth, wooden dildo.

Aileen’s eyes opened wide. She’d been utterly infatuated when she played with Edward and had eagerly got on her knees in front of him to look at every little detail of his aroused manhood. What she found herself staring at now was an impressively accurate replica of what she’d seen and touched that day.

“And this one stays hard,” Fiona went on. “How long did Edward last?”

“Not long,” Aileen admitted and felt the prickle of heat between her thighs again as she recalled Edward losing control.

The surprise of seeing a man ejaculate for the first time had made her scramble back to avoid thick streaks of semen splashing on her. Her eyes hadn’t left the amazing sight for a second though. What she looked at now obviously couldn’t emulate that, but it was bigger. It looked a lot thicker too.

“Why did Elizabeth give it to you?” she asked.

“She took it home then panicked that her parents might find it,” Fiona replied. “She wanted it gone and I happened to be in the right place at the right time to help her out.”

“Bad girl,” Aileen said and snatched the toy from her friend’s hand.

It showed, without a shadow of a doubt, that it was longer and thicker that Edward’s erect manhood. Not that it was the same. There was none of the heat and throbbing hardness that had got her excited when she played, but there was no doubt what she held was impressive. The memory of a comment said not long before came back to her.

“You have, haven’t you?” she said, with a smirk and let out a titter when she fixed her gaze on her friend.

Fiona’s wide-eyed expression was the only answer needed to show that her remark about doing more than touch the wooden dildo was true. Aileen returned her attention to the sex toy and smiled as she brushed the fingers of her free hand on the smooth, rounded head.

“Are you going to let me?” Fiona asked.

The comment wiped the smile from Aileen’s face and she shoved the toy against her friend’s chest.

“Oh, no, no, no,” she spluttered and felt her heartbeat surge. “No way. I...”

“Go on,” Fiona cut in and a hot blush erupted on her cheeks. “I just want to see. Getting a proper close-up look isn’t so easy when doing it alone.”

Aileen took a step back and shook her head as she spoke.

“Go ask Elizabeth James.”

“She’s got a boyfriend now,” Fiona whined. “She wouldn’t let me play with her anyway, but you…”

“I’m not listening,” Aileen interrupted and stuck her fingers in her ears, but she still heard what was said.

“You want to borrow my gown, don’t you?” Fiona said and let out a mischievous laugh as she wielded the dildo.

“That’s not fair,” Aileen complained as she dropped her hands back by her side.

“Life isn’t,” Fiona said. “I mean, you’re being set up to marry an older man you barely know.”

“And now you’re trying to take advantage of me as well,” Aileen retorted.

“Not me,” Fiona said. “I know how much you like it and don’t try pretending otherwise. It’s not like you ever said no before.”

Aileen’s nose wrinkled as she made a face, but she knew she couldn’t deny it. Fiona was the only person who’d ever touched her intimately. She hadn’t even let Edward Burnshaw do that. Hadn’t even shown him between her thighs.

“Go on, please,” Fiona begged more insistently. “You’ll have to take off your clothes to put on the gown.”

“Yeah, I could do that quickly,” Aileen retorted.

“Don’t you want to know?” Fiona went on. “I mean, what it feels like when something like that goes in. More to the point, if you really do want to experience that for real before running off into a moonlit night to chase a dirty dream.”

“I’m doing it because I have to,” Aileen protested.

Fiona’s sniggering response showed what she thought of the comment.

“I am,” Aileen insisted, but even she didn’t quite believe what she was saying.

She did feel like she had to go through with the plan in an attempt to escape an unwanted betrothal. However, there was more to it than that. The idea of being with a wild beast ignited her libido in the small hours of the morning when she lay in bed thinking about it. She couldn’t begin to count the number of times she’d masturbated to that fantasy and she knew she couldn’t fool Fiona. Her friend knew her all too well. She was lost in thoughts of a wolfman when a kiss on her lips made her jerk her head back.

“Come on, let me do it,” Fiona implored.

“Your father,” Aileen said.

“You saw the state he’s in,’ Fiona shot back. “He won’t hear a thing.”

“But…,” Aileen let out.

A hand came up to stop her protest and she watched as her friend threw the dildo on the bed then rolled up the parchment. Fiona then got to her feet and walked to a chair. Picking it up, she moved over to the door and jammed the back of the seat up under the handle.

“There,” she said and turned back, with a smile on her face.

***

A shiver trickled down Aileen’s spine when her friend came back across the room. Her pulse quickened as Fiona stepped in front of her, but she made no attempt to move away. All she did was close her eyes and wait in anticipation. The soft kiss that eventually brushed on her lips stirred her libido and she felt a knot clenching in her belly.

When the kiss ended, lips grazed across her cheek and she could hear her friend’s breathing growing heavier when a touch played on her ear. She kept her eyes squeezed shut as she waited for the words and they finally came to her in a whisper.

“It feels so good. Let me show you.”

“Yes,” Aileen replied.

The evening definitely wasn’t going as she’d intended. Her parents had come home early to make her flee her bedroom in haste, without taking her white dress. She was now giving in to her friend and it was going to get her another lesbian experience. It wouldn’t be just stroking followed by the penetration of a finger on this occasion and she opened her eyes to look at the dildo lying on the bed.

Memories of being with Edward Burnshaw flitted through her mind again. It was a man she wanted to be with. Her fantasies were all about the opposite sex, but she couldn’t pretend there wasn’t something alluring about the salacious moment she found herself in. As much as she tried to pretend to herself she was simply doing it for the gown, she knew that wasn’t the only reason.

Her breathing quickened as lips brushed against her ear for a second or two, but nothing more was said. The die was cast. She’d given her answer to Fiona and she shuddered when lips slid back to hers. It wasn’t only a kiss she got now. Fingers grasped at the dress she wore to start pulling it up.

The embrace ended with the linen material being dragged higher still on her body. She raised her arms up above her head to let the dress be taken from her and it was tossed on the floor. Her heartbeat raced faster still when Fiona’s lips played on the side of her neck. It made her tilt her head back to reveal more of her sensitive skin and shivers trickled down her spine as the caress of more soft kisses explored.

They slid down onto her upper chest, with her black bra being grabbed to ease it down just enough to reveal her nipples. It exposed them to licks and her head rocked back further as the pleasure of the intimate touches rippled through her body like a growing inferno. She cursed under her breath as her legs weakened and grabbed at hair to pull her friend’s head up.

“Let your pretty hair down,” Fiona said and grabbed at the ribbon holding red locks in place.

Aileen’s long hair spilled down all the way to her waist. It covered her breasts for a second until it was swept aside. Fiona ducked down again and the flickering tease of her tongue moved back and forth to stiffen nipples to erect beads before she took one between her lips. She could feel how wet she was getting, but the night wasn’t about her and she wiggled her fingers between her friend’s smooth thighs as she kept sucking.

“Oh god,” Aileen moaned as the knee-trembling moment threatened to make her legs buckle under her.

She heard a giggle when the sucking of her nipples ended. The hand pulled from between her thighs to come up and a push on her shoulder moved her back. Her legs bumped against the side of the bed to make her sit and her friend came after her.

In a matter of seconds, she was lying on the bed. Fiona scrambled over her on all fours and their eyes met. Nothing was said before they kissed, with the caress of lips then sliding lower on Aileen’s body. It got her another couple of licks across her erect nipples that made her squirm, but the touches then slid lower to trail across her bare midriff. The knot in the pit of her belly returned and she grabbed at hair.

“We’ve never done this,” she gasped.

It was true. The encounters during their formative years had been kisses and fingering. They’d never gone any further, but Fiona was obviously keen on trying more and it came out in her impassioned plea.

“Please,” she begged. “You’re chasing a fantasy tonight. Let me go after one of my favorites.”

More kisses on Aileen’s belly brought fluttering spasms to her muscles and she could feel how wet she was getting. The impulse to give in was there and she finally did it by letting go of hair.

Fiona felt the hot burst of exhilaration as she was given free rein to kiss down onto panties. She’d been fantasizing about what that would feel like for so long and was now in a position to find out. Scrambling up onto her knees, she forced one in between Aileen’s bare legs to spread them and heard the stifled groan when she brushed fingers on the wet material. Pushing a little harder made the outline of flushed pussy lips show and it was too much of a temptation.

She dragged her hand away and got in position between spread thighs to duck her head down. The taste was every bit the aphrodisiac she thought it would be and she hungrily lapped at the wet arousal on panties to make her friend squirm. When she lifted her head, she slipped her fingers under the edge of the underwear and her eyes opened wide as she exposed the slick prettiness of an aroused pussy.

Aileen bit her lip hard to hold in the squeal when a kiss pressed between her thighs. Her knees lifted up as she dragged her feet back towards her, so she could spread her legs even wider apart to give in completely. Fiona kissed harder on slick skin before pulling back a little to trail the tip of her tongue along pussy lips flushed with hot blood.

It stoked her excitement and she kept licking as she got her hands between smooth thighs. Digging her fingers into soft folds of flesh gave her a sight of glistening pink and her mind was on fire. She wiggled her tongue into the velvety softness to make it slip inside and closed her eyes as she played a naughty game she’d long wanted to.

Her lips stuck to slick skin as she forced her tongue deeper still to lick out pussy for the first time in her life. It was perfect. She forced her hands against inner thigh as she lost herself completely to the moment and it was only the need for a breath that finally made her come up gasping for air.

“Show me,” Aileen gasped.

Fiona understood. She picked up the dildo from the covers and saw she was being watched. It made her be naughty and she held the eye contact as she rolled her tongue around the head of the toy to wet it.

“Did you do that with Edward Burnshaw?” she teased afterwards.

“No,” Aileen admitted. “Just used my hand.”

The touch of the smooth, wooden dildo trailing along her pussy lips made her buttocks clench. Her chest heaved when her breathing quickened to shallow rasps and she closed her eyes as her back arched up from the bed.

“See how good it feels,” Fiona said.

“It’s too big,” Aileen whined.

“And too thick,” Fiona replied, with a hushed giggle. “You’ve never been stretched out like this before.”

The arching of Aileen’s spine grew tighter as the tip of the dildo eased between her pussy lips. She’d got used to using her finger, but this was better. Much better. The back of her head pressed down into the covers as the thick shaft eased further inside to make her pussy stretch open like never before. She bit her bottom lip, but hissed curses still came out as the toy was fucked all the way inside her to make her feel so full.

Fiona couldn’t take her eyes from the sight. She leaned closer to let her tongue flicker on bare skin. At the same time, she got the thumb of her free hand to the top of Aileen’s pubic mound. Sinking it into flesh and pulling up exposed clitoris for her first ever close up view. A smile played on her lips when she touched the tip of her tongue on it and heard the groan.

“Like that?” she asked, but the only answer she got was more groans when she licked harder across the little swollen bud.

Aileen started to squirm uncontrollably as the pleasure of the moment ripped through her trembling body. Her mouth opened wide to gasp for air while her clitoris was tormented by more licks. The rough touches set her arousal ablaze and it wasn’t all she got. The dildo started to slide in and out too and it was the best feeling she’d ever had.

There was no holding in her hissed cries of yes, but she bit her lip harder in an attempt to keep the sound down. The chance of being caught was minimal, but they were taking a risk and that acted as a turn on. Fiona grasped her fingers tighter around the end of the dildo as she plunged it into pussy and she backed off a little to watch just how perfect it looked being stretched out wide.

Aileen’s excitement mounted as she was given her first taste of sex. It was only a dildo, but it showed her just how good taking something big and thick felt and she pushed towards the toy as it was stroked into her more enthusiastically. The licking of her clit resumed and the growing burn of pleasure heightened towards climax until she was teetering so close.

“Yes, yes,” she gasped in a spluttering voice as the rising tension made her muscles contract like coiled springs.

It took her right to the edge as Fiona kept pumping her hand to fuck the dildo in until the pleasure was too much. The arching of Aileen’s spine made her butt rise up and it held her in a moment of excruciating still before her body succumbed completely.

The burst of hot ecstasy ripped through her to make her slump down and she writhed around in a hot mess as she was given the full length of the toy. The rippling pulse of her inner muscles around the thick shaft was too good. It came with more licking on her clit that took her elation to a heady peak and her ass rose up from the covers again.

An exquisite moment of quivering tension held her in its grip and her mind went blank as she was lost to the sensation for a few long, delicious seconds before she collapsed back down to the covers. She squirmed away from Fiona to make the dildo pull out of her and got a hand on her chest. Her heartbeat hammered and she closed her eyes as she tried to calm down.

“See, told you how good it was,” Fiona said. “Now you have a taste of it, do you still want to go through with your crazy plan?”

A shudder swept through Aileen’s slender figure and she opened her eyes to see her friend’s tongue playing on the slick head of the dildo. There was only one answer to the question and she gave it.

“Yes.”

***

Aileen brushed fingers through her long, red locks as she stood in front of the mirror in Fiona’s room. She was all too aware of a growing trepidation as she watched her reflection, but eventually turned to look towards the bed. Her friend was sprawled out lazily on the covers still clutching the wooden dildo.

“Should I tie it back up?” she asked as she kept running her fingers through her hair.

“No,” Fiona said, with a shake of the head. “It looks pretty hanging loose against the green and gold material.”

The comment made Aileen return her attention to the mirror, but it was what she wore that she inspected now. It was pretty, but could be a little revealing if she wanted. She dropped her gaze all the way down to the way the hem brushed on the floor. It kept her slender legs completely covered if she stood straight. However, a slit in the side of the gown ran all the way up almost to her hip. Standing with her knee bent uncovered a lot of smooth, bare skin and it looked provocative when she tried out the pose.

“Sexy,” Fiona teased.

“Shut up,” Aileen whined and straightened her legs to make the green material cover her up again.

“Do you want to know what’s even sexier?” Fiona went on and slid to the edge of the bed, so she could drop her feet to the floor.

“What?” Aileen asked.

Fiona left the dildo on the covers when she got up from the bed. She crossed the room to move right behind her friend and leaned forward to settle her chin on a shoulder. Sliding her hands around to the front of the gown, she undid the one hook keeping the top part of the gown closed. The sides parted to reveal a plunging neckline that went all the way down almost to Aileen’s belly button. That put more bare skin, and much of her black bra, on display.

“Now bend your knee again?” Fiona went on.

Aileen felt the flutter of her pulse when she struck the pose and stared at her reflection. It was definitely provocative.

“Do that and you’ll come back,” Fiona said. “A man, no matter the beast inside, will only want one thing if he sees you like that.”

The rush of anticipation made goosebumps rise on Aileen’s skin, but it came with a hot flush on her cheeks. The pose was sexy and she could only imagine what Edward Burnshaw would have said if he’d seen her dressed in such a way. She was in no doubt it would have brought him rigidly erect before she even got near him.

“See how good you look,” Fiona said as she trailed her fingers down through red tresses.

The blush on Aileen’s cheeks grew hotter. She was quick to straighten her posture then redo the hook at her neck to pull the sides of the material back together. It covered her up.

“Spoilsport,” Fiona said and cheekily cupped her friend’s breasts through the green material. “I was enjoying looking at that.”

“You had your fun,” Aileen said and pushed the hands away from her breasts. “It’s time for me to go.”

“You’re sure?” Fiona asked.

Aileen turned around. She raised the hood of the gown to cover her head before nodding.

“Yes, I’m sure,” she said, with more confidence than she felt.

The hug from her friend made her close her eyes, but she pulled out of it to walk across to the window. It was the way she came in and the way she would leave.

“What about this?” Fiona asked.

Aileen glanced back to see the dress she’d arrived in being held up.

“I’ll come tomorrow to get it and give your dress back,” she said.

She watched as the dress was thrown onto the bed, but her gaze stayed on it for only a second before flitting to the wooden dildo. It sent a shiver trickling down her spine. Letting it be used on her had felt good. In truth, really good. It was an imitation though. The toy didn’t have the heat and strong, pulsating throb that had got her really wet when she’d played with Edward’s aroused manhood.

Her fantasies had been about that ever since. If the night panned out as she hoped, she might end it knowing the feeling of being so full with the real thing. However, she needed to get to the place first and set her mind on doing so. Turning her attention back to the window, she opened it to climb up onto the sill. She then jumped down into the cool, evening darkness. Trepidation took hold when she glanced back.

“What about your parents?” Fiona asked.

“I’ll worry about that when I get home,” Aileen answered.

She saw the expression of concern on her friend’s face and knew what Fiona was thinking.

“Don’t worry,” Aileen said, with as much conviction as she could muster. “I’ll get home.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Fiona replied, but the concern didn’t leave her face.

It wasn’t how Aileen wanted to end the visit, so she gave a smile and got one in return. It was the last thing that passed between them before she turned to hurry away from the cabin. She quickly crossed the clearing to step back in the woods and set off in the direction she needed to go.

Thirty minutes or so had passed when she caught the faint sound of rushing water. It grew louder as she made her way to a large clearing. Stepping into it got her a sight of the waterfall, with the cascade of water plunging down into a small pool.

Walking to the side of it let her feel the spray on her cheeks. It was cooling and she stood with her eyes closed for a few seconds before squatting down to cup a little water in her hands. Straightening up, she leaned forward and splashed her face. It washed away the sweat of the trek through the woods. There was still a long way to go, however, so she got moving again right away.

It got her to the base of Pasture Hillock, where she stopped to have a short rest. Climbing it would be the hardest part of the trek, but she eventually set her mind on doing so. She could feel the ache in her thighs before she was even halfway up, but kept moving and eventually reached the top. It gave her a view ahead in the darkness and she was sure she could pick out the brick chimneys of Hayward Mill in the distance.

“Not too far now” she told herself.

She remembered the comment that Pasture Hillock was the closest Fiona had ever been to the place. The sudden thought popping into her head that she should turn around made her grimace.

“No,” she said resolutely after a few seconds of contemplation.

She’d come this far. There was no point in stopping, so she got moving again and eventually reached the mill. It had ceased operations years before as far as she knew and was likely dilapidated. Walking to the huge, rusted gates, she looked through the bars at the building and was about to carry on when the sound of a hacking cough startled her.

“Who’s there?” she blurted out in alarm and almost stumbled when she stepped back.

A hunched, elderly man seemed to appear as if out of nowhere on the other side of the gates. It provided a barrier between them and Aileen tried to slow her racing heartbeat as she stared at him.

“Bit late for a walk, isn’t it?” he commented.

“I’m, I’m…,” she stammered. “Who are you?”

“Could ask the same of you,” he responded. “What are you doing out here?”

Aileen took another step back. The shock of the unexpected encounter was still there, but the bars between them meant the man couldn’t get to her. Not quickly, anyway. She reckoned she’d be able to easily outrun him if he did try to come through the gates although he made no moves to do that. A silence stretched out when she didn’t answer his question and it was him who spoke again.

“He’ll like you?”

“Who’ll like…”

“Don’t play games,” the man interjected harshly. “You’re not out here on a pleasant evening stroll to enjoy the countryside. Not on this night of all nights.”

A warmth flushed onto Aileen’s cheeks. She had no idea who the elderly man was, but he obviously knew something. Her lips tightened into a grimace for a second before she tried to relax.

“What do you know?” she asked.

“Enough,” he shot back and there was a momentary pause before he went on. “To be sure that he’ll like such a pretty sight.”

Aileen narrowed her eyes. She wanted to ask who the man was talking about, but knew it would more than likely be met with another riposte about not playing games. Instead, she asked something else.

“Is the archway real?”

The man motioned his head, so she turned to look although wasn’t sure what he was indicating to her. A sudden thought came to her, which sent a shiver down her spine. It made her turn her gaze back on him.

“Are you…,” she started, but left the question hanging.

The response that came back was a gruff chuckle and she wasn’t sure what to make of it until the man spoke.

“If it was me, I wouldn’t be on this side of the gate behind twenty feet high walls.”

Aileen’s eyes narrowed as she took a step forward.

“Does that keep you safe?” she asked.

“Safe enough,” the man answered. “He’s shown no inclination to climb them.”

“It’s true then,” Aileen blurted out.

“I believe it,” the man said. “I’ve seen it.”

Aileen was all too aware of her heartbeat quickening. He could simply be an old man who’d lived alone in solitude for too long and was talking crazy. Then again, it might be more than that.

“Should I believe any of what you’re saying?” she asked.

“Well, if that’s your attitude I’ll bid you goodnight,” the man said and turned away from the gates.

“Wait,” Aileen called and saw him look back towards her. “What were you trying to show me?”

His eyes narrowed as he stared. She was sure she’d offended him and that he would walk away without saying another word.

“Please,” she implored.

“The lone tree,” he finally said and motioned his head.

Aileen took a quick look to see the tree and turned back just as the man spoke again.

“The trail starts there. The archway you asked about is at the end of it. Make sure you walk through it and keep going straight on. When you reach the rock face, stand between the big oak and the boulder.”

Aileen waited for more, but none was forthcoming.

“And?” she asked.

The man turned away from her, without saying another word and she moved right up to the gate to call after him.

“Please, will I come back?”

“That I can’t answer,” the man said over his shoulder, without so much as a glance back now.

He kept walking towards the large building and was eventually swallowed up by the darkness. Aileen wasn’t sure what to make of the encounter. There was one way she could tell if there was any truth in what the elderly man told her, however, so she turned to look at the lone tree.

***

It didn’t take long to find out. Less than fifteen seconds of searching around the area of the tree revealed what Aileen was looking for. There was no doubt in her mind about that. The trail had been tramped down to bare earth by feet walking along it, but the idea of that brought a thought to mind.

“Whose feet?” she pondered nervously and lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across her brow.

When she lowered her hand, she glanced over her shoulder towards the gates of the mill. There was definitely no sign of the elderly man. It was just her alone in the darkness now and getting herself to move was more difficult than she imagined. Thoughts of the impending betrothal and what her life would be like married to a man she didn’t love finally spurred her to take a first step along the trail.

It was something else on her mind when she took another step then another and her breathing quickened as she left the lone tree behind her in the darkness. Her mind filled with ideas of what she might be walking into. It brought a stronger rush of emotions as she kept moving, but something suddenly pierced into her consciousness to bring her to a dead stop.

She cocked her ear to listen carefully, but could hear nothing. That was the problem. She’d lived in the cabin her entire life and had spent plenty of time in the surrounding countryside as she grew up. The sounds might quiet down when night fell, but they were never completely silent. There was always something making a noise, such as the rustle of leaves and branches in the wind or the calls of nocturnal animals.

On this occasion there wasn’t a solitary sound. Not one that she could hear. The surroundings seemed freakishly still and completely bereft of the normality she was used to. It unnerved her and she turned to look back along the way she’d come. Bringing a hand to her chest let her feel just how fast her heart was beating.

“Move,” she berated herself in a quiet hiss to break the unnatural silence.

Her gaze went forward again to the trail in front and a few seconds of deliberation ended with her setting off again. It wasn’t the lack of sound that abruptly stopped her in her tracks for a second time. The archway seemed to loom out of the darkness to tower over her and it gave her the jitters.

Her bosom rose and fell as heavy breaths spilled from her lips and there was no stopping the thoughts that flashed through her head. They stopped on the image of her kneeling at the side of Fiona’s bed looking at the map.

“If it’s real,” she murmured.

She was sure she recalled Fiona making a comment like that about the archway. There was no doubt now though. It was there right in front of her as real as anything she’d ever seen. The elderly man had told her to walk through it and she was right on the cusp of doing so.

“If you do it,” she muttered.

Even as the words came out, she shrugged them off. She’d come this far and wasn’t about to turn back. It brought a stronger turmoil of conflicting emotions that left her rooted to the spot for a few seconds more, but she eventually forced herself to go on. Her pulse raced faster still as she stepped through the archway to find herself right at the very end of the trail. The map had been right about everything and she thought about the W which was marked on it.

“W for…,” she mused as she remained standing where she was and the image that came into her head sent a chill shiver down her spine.

A legend might actually be true, but there was only one way to find out for sure. Taking a deep breath, she stepped into the trees and did as the elderly man said. Walking straight ahead took her deeper into the shadows of the woodland and she glanced over her shoulder every so often to check behind.

She’d left the end of the trail and archway well behind when she finally came across a small clearing. Stopping right at the edge of it, she eyed the surroundings to see she was definitely in the right place. Everything was as the elderly man had told her. A vertical rock face was there to see on the opposite side of the clearing from where she stood, with the big oak and the boulder not far from it.

Nothing stirred as she watched. The unnatural silence was still there. It held her back, but she eventually impelled herself to step tentatively out of the trees. There was no swallowing the lump in her throat as she walked into place then froze when she came to a stop between the oak and the boulder. Her senses seemed heightened to the extreme as her gaze darted around in the darkness, but the expectation that arriving at her destination would spark something to happen right away slowly faded.

“What now?” she muttered after a few minutes of waiting that seemed to take forever to pass.

The words were barely out of her mouth when the snap of a dry twig broke the ungodly quiet to startle her. It made her slowly back up until her back was pressed against the large trunk of the oak tree. Her gaze flitted around even more, but it wasn’t until she caught sight of movement that a panicky dread really set in.

It was too late to flee when a large figure came loping out of the darkness to leap up in one bound onto the top of the boulder. Anguish turned to surprise, but only for a second as thoughts spun through her mind at whirlwind speed. Her gaze went to where she’d walked into the clearing, but came back when she heard the comment.

“And what do we have here?”

***

The breath caught in Aileen’s throat as she stared at the man. He slowly straightened up to his full, towering height to reveal he wore only a pair of tattered breeches. Her eyes opened wide as she let her gaze roam over him. This was no elderly, hunched gent. He looked young, virile and supremely powerful, with his bare chest revealing straining pectoral muscles and a taut, rippling midriff.

“No answer?” he asked when Aileen didn’t respond to the question he’d asked.

The easy smile he aimed at her was the last thing she anticipated. She’d come expecting to find a beast and, instead, found herself in the presence of an Adonis. At least, that’s the thought that popped into her mind. It didn’t take away the fear that she’d put herself alone in the woods with a stranger, but she wasn’t sure what to make of his demeanor. The way he casually dropped down to the ground from the boulder made her press back harder against the tree, but it was the only move he made before speaking again.

“Cat got your tongue?”

“I, I…,” Aileen stammered.

“Are you lost?” the man asked.

It was another unexpected question. Aileen narrowed her eyes as she contemplated how to answer, but eventually did so by shaking her head.

“Well, well, I know what we have then,” he went on and stepped forward. “A pretty thing looking for some adventure.”

It set Aileen’s pulse hammering, with a potent mix of angst and exhilaration leaving her trembling as she pinned herself to the tree. She could almost feel the heat emanating from the man’s muscular frame when he came right up to her. It left her trapped in place. Her gaze flitted up to the dark eyes fixed intently on her, but she couldn’t hold his gaze. As he leaned in, the breath caught in her throat again.

Memories of the encounter with Edward Burnshaw flitted through her head. She’d been in complete charge of the action on that occasion though. This time she wasn’t. The risk of the situation spiraling out of control felt threateningly real and she closed her eyes tightly when the caress of the man’s lips nuzzled against her ear. There was no stopping the shiver that trickled down her spine and she knew it hadn’t gone unnoticed when she heard the hushed laugh.

“The thing is,” he went on in a whisper. “Exactly what kind of adventure would bring someone like you into these dark woods.”

“I…,” Aileen blurted out, but didn’t know how to go on as heat flushed on her cheeks.

“You what?”

“I’m engaged to be married,” Aileen answered in a rush.

“What concern is that of mine?” the man asked.

More shivers slithered down Aileen’s spine to make her squirm as his lips grazed gently on the side of her neck. The heat wasn’t only on her face now and it made her squeeze her legs tightly together.

“None,” she said to answer the question. “But it’s an arranged marriage with a man I don’t know or love. I want to get out of it.”

“And?”

Aileen hesitated. She debated if she should admit what really brought her to his realm, but eventually made up her mind to be honest and the words came out in a harsh gasp of breath.

“The engagement will end if I’m with the child of another man.”

“Man?” he asked pointedly.

It brought the burning flush of embarrassment to Aileen’s cheeks when his hand came to the underside of her chin to make her look up at him. There was silence for a second or two before he spoke again.

“So, that’s the adventure you came here looking for.”

Aileen let out a stifled squeal when his body pressed against hers to trap her in place against the tree. Her breathing came out heavily as his lips played on the soft, sensitive skin of her neck and it brought a stronger prickle of heat between her thighs. The fear didn’t leave completely, but it was the intoxicating thrill of him taking total control that grew stronger.

His hand found the slit of the gown to slide beneath the material and she gasped when his fingers brushed on her bare skin. What she was doing felt so utterly insane, but the air around them seemed filled with an electric charge that made her shudder. A memory of her friend’s fingers slipping in between her smooth thighs earlier in the evening came to her, but that was nothing in comparison to getting the same from a strong, virile man.

It made her part her legs a little, so he could press his fingers against her underwear and the moan she let out was silenced by a kiss. The crush of the man’s lips on hers left her shaken and it was impossible to stop the strong, quivering spasms of her thigh muscles as an intimate touch rubbed against the material of her knickers.

The moment ended abruptly when he backed off. Their eyes met and this time she held his gaze. He lifted his hand to take in the scent on his fingertips as they continued to stare at each other and a smile played on his lips.

“Perfect,” he said. “You seem ready for what you want, but it will bring out the beast inside.”

“Will that be the end of me?” Aileen asked nervously.

The man’s smile widened.

“You want a sexually potent mate, don’t you?” he asked. “Isn’t that what you came here looking for?”

The way he snatched at her wrist gave her a start, but she did nothing to stop her hand being pulled to his crotch. She couldn’t even if she wanted to. He was too powerful and she felt the tell-tale signs of arousal when her palm pressed against his breeches. It brought memories of being with Edward and she did the same thing she’d done then by dropping to her knees. On this occasion she was being purposely submissive and a glance up found her staring into dark eyes. It held her mesmerized for a few seconds before she lowered her gaze.

She was acting in a shameless manner and it was about more than avoiding an unwanted betrothal. The elation of being in the hands of such a powerful man was a bigger turn on than she’d anticipated and she brushed her fingertips along the growing bulge in his breeches.

It was him who loosened them, but Aileen readily took over to drag them down. He wore nothing below and her eyes fixed on his semi-erect manhood. There was no need for him to grab her wrist now. She willingly got her fingers wrapped around his shaft and felt the swell of hot-blooded arousal. It took her breath.

His hand settled on her head and she took the cue to lean in. She was already giving more than she did with Edward and knew that was going to continue. It caught her up in the delight of acting in such a salacious manner and she liked the sound of his guttural growl when she kissed on the tip of the man’s erection. It made her look up.

“I don’t even know your name,” she said.

“Nor I yours,” the man replied and used the grip on her head to pull her back in.

It ended the talk and Aileen kissed on the tip of his swelling member again. The pulses of hot blood strengthened and she could feel flesh stiffening in her hand as she squeezed tightly. She started to stroke her fingers along an erection she was bringing to life, as she’d done with Edward, but this time she set her mind on more.

Kissing on the swelling head, she rolled her tongue around it then let spit spill from her lips onto the tip. Her breath came out in a gasping rush as she brought her fingers right up to start spreading the lubrication along the man’s shaft and kept doing that until he was fully erect.

His hand pushed on the back of her neck and she gave even more by chasing her first experience of oral. A hot shudder of delirium swept through her when she eased her lips over the head to hold it in her mouth, while she kept stroking along the rest of his thick shaft. She eventually brought her fingers to a stop gripped around the base and closed her eyes as she began to give pleasure with her lips.

Feeling his manhood violate her mouth ignited her own desires and she could sense the pulses of heat between her thighs wetting her panties. The hand on the back of her neck made her give more. She willingly did so until the sound of her gulping breaths filled the air around them as she let the man’s rampant manhood slide all the way to the back of her throat time and again.

The need for air finally made her try to back off, but she wasn’t allowed to at first. The man’s cries grew louder as she continued to give him oral sex, but the sound of his obvious excitement became more hoarse and guttural. A panic took hold when she heard a baying yelp and she fought to drag her head up, so she could get her mouth off the man’s erection.

A look up brought panic. His mouth opened wide to reveal sharper teeth and the pulsing quiver of his muscles made them start to bulge. He staggered back from her and there was no taking her eyes from him.

It was all true. The legend, the map, the elderly man’s instructions. Her eyes opened wide as she watched a supernatural transformation get underway. The man kicked off his breeches to get completely naked before clambering atop the boulder. He rose to his feet then spread his arms wide, as if he was welcoming the dim light that filtered down from the sky onto him. Aileen looked up to the sight of the large, silvery orb now clearly in view in the inky blackness.

“Oh dear Lord, what have I done?” she let out under her breath as she rose to her feet.

***

Taking a step back pressed Aileen against the trunk of the large oak again and there was no tearing her gaze from the mind-boggling sight taking place right in front of her. The man raised his eyes to the sky and she could see his muscles noticeably swelling larger.

He let out a gruff yelp that opened his mouth wide and it slowly stretched out to the shape of a wolf-like muzzle. His pale skin visibly darkened as short, wiry hair sprouted all over and the suddenness with which he dropped to all fours on the boulder made Aileen recoil. She could hear the audible pop of muscles and sinew stretching out as the metamorphosis made his body swell in size, with the contortions of his writhing frame appearing tortuous.

They became more frenetic as the beast inside him came out, with his loud, anguished cries revealing the torment he appeared to be going through. The strain in his body was all too obvious as the change continued unabated until it was no longer a man atop the boulder. That was all too obvious as Aileen continued to stare until the movements finally stilled.

Nothing stirred for a few seconds before the large figure leapt to its feet to stand astride the boulder. The man had been tall before, but looked even bigger now and Aileen rubbed her eyes. She’d literally witnessed him transform into a beast right there in front of her, but she could barely get herself to believe it. Her gaze slid down the powerful, strapping physique of what was now clearly the wolfman of legend and it fixed her gaze on something scarcely credible.

“Oh my god,” she gasped.

She’d been transfixed by the manner in which Edward’s manhood had swelled when she’d taken hold and it had looked huge to her when fully erect. The dildo she’d played with earlier that evening had been bigger still, but even that paled into insignificance compared to what she now stared at.

Even from her position pressed against the oak tree in the silvery light of the full moon, she could see bulging veins standing out on the wolfman’s enormous erection. It stood up menacingly to jut out from its powerful loins and she found herself spellbound by the incredible sight.

“Unreal,” she spluttered and looked up to see dark, beady eyes fixed intently on her.

The memory of something Fiona said earlier that evening flashed through her mind and she said the words quietly under her breath.

“A man, no matter the beast inside, will only want one thing if he sees you like that.”

Well, she’d put herself firmly in the sights of a monstrous legend and was about to find out if her friend’s comment was true. Her hands trembled as she lifted them up to loosen the hook holding the sides of the gown together. The sides parted to put the bare skin of her torso and bra on show. She then stepped away from the oak tree to strike the pose she’d watched herself perform in the mirror and bending her knee put her leg on display as well.

Her breathing quickened as the wolfman watched her performance. There was no reading it’s demeanor, but it didn’t appear aggressive when it leapt down from the boulder. She lowered her gaze submissively as it approached and felt so small in its towering presence. The still of the moment when it came to a stop beside her exploded to action when it shoved her shoulder. She stumbled back, but couldn’t keep her footing and let out a squeal as she crashed down to her butt on the ground.

The wolfman followed immediately and she lay all the way down on the grass as it clambered into place over her on all fours, with its huge head right above hers. Their eyes met and she felt the sharpness of its nails grazing across the smooth skin of her thigh.

“Please,” she groaned as her legs were shoved apart.

The touch of strong fingers between her thighs made her flinch and she gasped for breath as the burst of hot arousal came alive. It was shameless to feel the excitement, but it was being brought out of her by a powerful beast. A glance between their bodies showed the intimidating size of its massive manhood, but the impulse was there in her mind to know what it felt like. She gave in to temptation and heard the sound of the growl when she took hold.

“Oh god,” she groaned.

When he was a man, she’d been able to wrap her fingers around the thickness of his swollen shaft. There was no doing that now and she could feel the virile, pulsing throb of strong arousal as she squeezed. Fingers pushed harder against her panties and she could feel herself being opened up through the material.

The wolfman stayed in place looking down at her face for a few seconds more before it finally shuffled back. That forced her to let go of its erection and her neck muscles strained as she watched it moving into position. Her breathing grew ragged when it came to a stop, with its head over her waist. The graze of its sharp nails played on her naked skin again to make her gasp and she saw its gaze come to hers before sliding back down her body.

“Wait,” she called when it grabbed at the gown.

The last thing she wanted was for the gown to be ripped from her, so she tightened her belly muscles to lift her butt up from the ground. Taking hold of the green material herself, she dragged it up past her waist. She slumped back down when strong hands shoved her legs wide apart and she let out another gasp when the wolfman’s rough tongue swept across her panties.

The taste of her arousal made it lick harder and the rugged caress of its tongue set her thigh muscles quivering. She lifted her butt up from the ground again to drag the gown higher on her slender figure. The strain in her body seemed to make her even more sensitive to the onslaught as she struggled to take the gown off.

When she finally managed it, she slumped back down and tossed the gown aside. That left her in her boots, knickers and bra. She’d never felt more vulnerable in her life as the huge head of the wolfman buried between her thighs, but the craving for its attention was all she could think about.

She’d let Fiona get between her thighs earlier in the evening, but this was so much better. It brought a fantasy to life that she’d masturbated to on so many occasions. This was all too real though and she felt the prickle of wiry hair against the smooth skin of her inner thighs when she closed her legs around the wolfman’s head. It wanted her taste. There was no doubt about that as it licked harder still, but it eventually backed off.

It immediately grabbed hold of her underwear and Aileen squealed as she was dragged across the ground a little before lifting her butt. The breathless exhilaration of the moment brought out more cries as her knickers were ripped from her. They were tossed aside before strong fingers sank into the flesh of her thighs to make her spread them.

Veins stood out on her neck when she lifted her head to watch and the wolfman’s gaze came to hers for a split-second before it ducked down. There was no material between its tongue and her soft, plump mound now and the rough delight of a rugged assault left her shaking uncontrollably.

Memories of being eaten out by Fiona played on her mind as she was given the same by the wolfman. Its long, muscular tongue was a whole new experience though. She could feel the penetration going in so deep and the pleasure ignited muscle contractions that made her hips buck up from the ground. The arching of her back was so tight as the burning heat of arousal lit up her body to make her push towards the licking inside.

The wolfman forced its long tongue deeper, with the roughness of the surface playing on soft, velvety skin to make Aileen cry out as she writhed frantically. Her mouth opened wider as the licking continued and she could already feel the need for a release from the growing tension in her body.

“Please, please,” she cried out as she got a hand on the wolfman’s huge head.

It stayed buried between her slender thighs to hold them spread wide and she couldn’t resist the urges that took hold. Sliding her touch from its head, she got her hand on her belly then eased her fingers lower. She was being shameless, but the need for a touch on her clitoris while a long, prehensile tongue lashed around inside her was overwhelming.

Her body bucked when she pressed fingers on the hot, swollen bud. It made her spine arch tighter and she pushed more eagerly towards the licking as she started to rub. The circular motion of her fingertips brought more pleasure and she started to thrash around on the ground. Louder cries burst from her mouth as the burning tension in her veins took a stronger hold on her until she was so close.

She clamped her lips together to stop the sound of her cries as she grabbed at the wolfman’s head with her free hand and tried to grind against its muzzle. Her body eventually stretched out tautly, with the deep licking inside setting her right on the cusp of orgasm. The pressure felt unbearable as she forced her fingers hard against her clitoris to give herself the final push and her mouth opened wide in a scream that filled the night air when the release came.

Shuddering convulsions engulfed her half-naked body as the wolfman grabbed her hips to hold her on its lapping tongue, while the hot pleasure of the climax tore through her shaking body. She closed her eyes as the feeling that she was about to pass out came over her. It didn’t happen, but a toe-curling elation filled her veins to sweep her up to an exquisite high.

Her body stretched out again in the last throes of orgasm before the sensation melted into more shudders that dropped her back to the ground. She pushed at the wolfman’s head, but it stayed between her thighs and her feet scuffed on the ground as she tried to scramble away from the licking. Its long tongue finally pulled out of her and it shuffled forward on all fours until it was looking down at her face again.

She got her fingers wrapped around its erection, which felt harder than ever. Its gaze bored into hers until she couldn’t look and she closed her eyes tightly as she pulled the tip of its manhood down to rub it on her flushed pussy lips.

“Too big, too big,” she groaned as the thick head entered her.

That was similar to what she called out when Fiona used the dildo on her. The wolfman’s erection was no imitation though. She could feel the hot, pulsing throb inside her and kept her fingers grasped on the engorged shaft. The relaxation of the afterglow made her body feel limp, but she clung on to hard flesh as the swollen head stretched her tight, virgin pussy wider still.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned as the rippling pleasure of the penetration filled her veins.

She tried to squeeze her inner muscles around the thick hardness, but it left her feeling even weaker. The wolfman’s head dropped down, with its muzzle pressing against her ear. She could hear the harsh gasps of its excitement as it pushed harder to make her take more of its thick length.

Her mouth opened wide as it jabbed its hips forward. The feel of its enormous erection fucking deeper into her was so much better than her fantasies and she couldn’t believe just how much she wanted a beast to violate her. She squirmed around as the wolfman began to thrust, but it did so only a few times before pulling out.

“No, please,” she groaned.

It grabbed at her bra, with a strong tug snapping the clasp so it could be taken from her. Fingers grabbed at her bare breasts to dig into her flesh and it set her pulse racing again. The groping lasted only a second before the wolfman rasped its tongue across her naked chest. Her nipples were already swollen to hard beads and the licking sent hot pulses of pleasure through her body.

She wondered just how much of the man was left inside when the beast took control. There must be some because she’d expected the wolfman to do nothing more than throw her down on the ground for breeding when the transformation happened. That wasn’t happening though.

It straddled her chest on its knees then sat down and she could see the immense size of its erection almost in front of her face. She grabbed hold to pull the thick length into her cleavage and strong fingers began to grope her tits again. The wolfman eventually squeezed her breasts around its manhood and she shuddered when it began to thrust into them.

A glance at its face showed its muzzle gaping in pleasure and she got her hands in place to rub her fingertips on the swollen head as the thrusts grew more forceful. The sharpness of its nails dug into her flesh as it squeezed her tits tighter around its manhood and the flutter of pain made Aileen shudder.

“Take me,” she eventually cried out.

It stopped the wolfman’s thrusts and its eyes fixed on her face for a second before it let go of her tits. She waited until it shuffled down her body before spreading her thighs wide to let it get in between. That wasn’t the way it wanted her though and she let out a squeal when it grabbed at her hip to flip her onto her belly.

She clawed at the ground when its muzzle came down to press against her ear. Her eyes closed tightly when a huge hand swept her red locks aside to expose the nape of her neck. The lick on it set her trembling and she dug her fingers into the soft earth when the wolfman’s tongue slid down her spine all the way to her buttocks.

“Oh god,” she let out in a stifled gasp when its tongue slid along the crease of her ass then wiggled in between her cheeks to give her a forbidden touch.

She couldn’t pretend she hadn’t wondered what that would feel like and now she was finding out. Fingers grasped at her buttocks to spread them and she felt licks rasping across her tiny, puckered hole. The touches felt so indecent, but she clenched her muscles to push up and show that she wanted them.

A howl split the air to make her flinch when the wolfman finally straightened up. It grabbed her hips to pull her up onto all fours, but she was quick to drop her head back to the grass. A glance back showed a roused beast moving into place behind her. They were going to mate like animals and it excited her more than she would ever admit to anyone.

The hardness of the wolfman’s erection rubbed against her ass cheeks and she pushed back to grind against it. Her excitement came rushing back when she felt the thick, rounded tip press against her flushed pussy lips. They opened up to the touch and she pressed her mouth against the ground to stifle the sound of her groan as she was entered again.

She could feel the strong, pulsing throb of the wolfman’s shaft as it slid deeper inside her. The memory of Fiona joking about how the dildo would stretch her out like never before came to mind. That had been true. She was feeling something even better now. The hot, hard throbbing flesh of a virile beast was penetrating her so deeply and she shuddered when the wolfman’s muscular loins pressed against her naked cheeks.

She couldn’t quite believe she’d been made to take it all, but the sensation brought back the hot pressure between her thighs. Just how full she felt in that moment was beyond belief. It was better than anything she’d imagined and she felt the prickle of short, wiry hair rubbing against her smooth skin.

The wolfman turned its muzzle up to the full moon above and let out a piercing howl. She was giving it what it wanted and felt the swell of its thick shaft inside her. Its gaze came back down and she could sense its sudden purpose as it tightened its grip on her hips, The strong primal compulsion to pass on its seed took hold of its actions and Aileen let out a groan when it started to mate her.

It was caught up in its own needs and she was now being used for its pleasure. Hard thrusts began to slam against her butt. That fucked its massive erection in so deep and she could feel the intense pressure between her hips as she was taken roughly from behind.

There was no thought for her needs, but she was getting something she craved. The hunger for sex brought out the wolfman’s animal lust and it pumped its hips furiously to ravage tight pussy. Aileen pressed her mouth harder against the ground to stifle the sound of her excitement. The rough way her virginity was being fucked from her by the monster cock of a rampant beast brought her close to another climax.

Its muscular loins slapped against her naked ass harder and harder as it mated her until its excitement finally spilled over to a release. The image of Edward’s spurting erection came to her mind. She wasn’t going to see this time, but the way she was pulled back onto the full, thick, throbbing length of the wolfman’s erection when it let go was even better.

Its muzzle turned up to the sky to let out howls of pleasure as thick bursts of its seed erupted strongly. The grip on Aileen’s hips tightened, but she also pushed back onto the wolfman’s spurting erection as she was given exactly what she wanted. Her head came up and she made no attempt to stifle her cries now as she became a beast’s mate.

She was held on its erection until its heavy balls finally emptied inside her. Even then the throbbing of its arousal didn’t calm down and she writhed around on the full length until it finally pulled out of her. She still wanted more when she turned to see it collapse down on the ground.

Scrambling into place over its waist, she took hold of its slippery erection to bring the head to her gaping pussy and groaned as she slid down to take its thick shaft all the way inside again. She immediately got a hand between her thighs to start fingering her clitoris and closed her eyes while she pleasured herself on its still-hard cock until she brought her excitement to the edge.

Its fingers dug into her breasts at the last second and she opened her eyes to see it watching her intently. Her breath came out in rasping gasps as she writhed around all the more while punishing her clitoris until she climaxed for a second time. On this occasions she was impaled on its long, thick member and she could still feel the throbbing as the pulsing contractions of her muscles gripped around its stiff shaft.

Her breathless excitement came to a shattering high that ripped the strength from her body, but she held herself in place to savor the hot rush of euphoria until it finally began to melt from her body. Shudders engulfed her as she slumped forward onto the wolfman’s muscular torso.

She could feel the throbbing of its erection weakening inside her and realized it wasn’t only the sexual arousal dying away. It made her close her eyes, but she stayed in place as the transformation reversed. By the time she was straddling the man’s naked body, his erection had gone and she was quick to get off him.

She’d survived a meeting with a wolfman in the woods. In fact, she’d done so much more than that. She’d reveled in the meeting and got exactly what she wanted for herself. Searching for her knickers, she put them back on to hold the virile cum of a beast inside her. Whether it did what she hoped, she’d need to wait and see.

There was one thing she was sure of though. Pregnant or not, she’d come back to the woods and stand between the oak tree and boulder to bring out the beast in a man once more. The truth was she’d be dreaming of nothing else until the full moon was high in the sky again.
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