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	Chapter 1

	 

	I was trussed like a Christmas pig. Ropes bound my wrists and legs. The mountain grass beneath me was cool on my bare skin. The sky above was strewn with stars like someone had spilled a bottle of glitter.

	I heard a noise–was that the wind in the trees, or something walking quietly through the woods? A chill ran through me and my skin went all over in goose pimples.

	Now I could definitely hear something: Footsteps coming near.

	Bigfoot had arrived.

	 

	*****

	 

	One Day Earlier

	 

	I’m a quiet girl. A good girl. I never made any mischief for my parents, no boys with fast cars. I was a virgin when I started college. 

	Beta Gamma Phi made sure that wasn’t true for long.

	Now it was midterms in the final quarter of my freshman year. Some of my sorority sisters and I were planning to go camping when it was all over. We had a special spot in the forest that no one else knew about, a cabin high in the mountains and deep in the woods.

	The night before we left, we all sat in the living room of the sorority house where photos of alumni looked down on us in our circle of couches and armchairs. We were celebrating the end of midterms and passing around a bottle of tequila. I should have known something was up by how quiet Hannah was being. While the rest of us chattered and laughed, our redheaded sorority president just sat and stared into the distance, only moving to take a swig of the tequila when it came around.

	Around midnight she announced, “I’m bored.”

	We all looked over at Hannah.

	“We should play Truth or Dare or Spin the Bottle or something.”

	“If you’re looking for an excuse to kiss me, you don’t need one,” Grace said. She’s a junior, a curvy brunette, and best friends with Hannah. Or maybe more than friends. It’s unclear. 

	Hannah dismissed that with a wave of her hand. “Someone else needs to be put on the spot. Someone who needs pushed out of their comfort zone.” Her eyes scanned the circle of us sitting on couches and armchairs. Her green gaze settled on me. “Someone quiet.”

	“Uh oh, busted,” Lily said from beside me on the couch.

	“What–what do you mean?” I stammered.

	Hannah sat up straight in her armchair. She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I seem to remember you telling us your secret fantasy during Hell Week.”

	I gulped nervously. As part of hazing, us pledges had been required to tell a story from our sex life, or if we had no stories, a fantasy. Since I’d yet to have my cherry popped, I’d gone with fantasy. I’d been so embarrassed. I think I spent all of Hell Week in a state of embarrassment.

	“If I recall correctly,” continued Hannah, “you like to imagine getting tied up. And being utterly at the mercy of a man as he has his way with you. Have I got that right?”

	I nodded. 

	Hannah clapped her hands once. “Alright. Who has ropes?”

	“Wait, what?” I said. Beside me, Lily laughed. 

	“I do,” one girl said. “I always have some in my car so I can tie things to the roof.” She headed for the door.

	“What are we doing?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the couch, my anxiety spiking.

	“We’re going to practice tying you up,” Hannah said.

	My mouth opened and closed like a fish’s. In a few minutes, my sorority sister returned with thin nylon ropes, and Hannah directed me to stand in the center of the living room.

	“Hold out your hands,” she said.

	I did, and she wrapped the rope around once and double-knotted it. The long length hung to the floor.

	“That doesn’t look right,” Grace said. “Aren’t there special knots for bondage?”

	“Good point,” Hannah said. 

	“Here,” one of the girls said, holding out her phone. “The double column knot. That’s what you want.”

	Hannah took the phone and studied it. “Chloe, lay down,” she said.

	It was a little hard to get down on the floor with my hands tied, but I did, laying on my back. Hannah put a foot on either side so she was standing over me. She grabbed my hands and untied the first knot. “Put your elbows together,” she instructed. I did so. She folded the rope in half, then wrapped it around my wrists twice, so that I had four strands around them. She pulled one section of the rope between my wrists, then started making loops and pulling ropes through them. Finally she pulled the ropes tight.

	“Can you get out of that?” she asked.

	I tried pulling my wrists apart, then tried slipping my wrists through the ropes. “Nope,” I said. Hannah repeated the process on my ankles.

	“You just tied her legs closed,” Lily said. “How is that helpful?”

	“Hmm,” Hannah said, tapping her chin. “Chloe, get on all fours.”

	“Um, okay,” I said, trying to roll over. I struggled onto all fours.

	“Now separate your knees,” Hannah said.

	I did, feeling weird in this sexual position in front of everybody.

	“There’s some possibilities there,” Grace said. “Chloe, imagine there’s a big muscled guy with a giant cock behind you.”

	Everyone tittered. My cheeks got red. But the picture entered my mind, of a strong man kneeling behind me while I knelt here helpless. He’d slap my ass, then line up his long, thick cock…

	“We can do better,” Grace said. This time she handed her own phone to Hannah. “Look at this one.”

	“Ooh, I like that,” Hannah said, looking at the screen. “The shibari leg tie. Back on your back, Chloe.”

	I had to admit, I was getting kinda turned on being tied up and taking orders from our president. I like taking orders, not having to be the one making decisions.

	I rolled over, and Hannah undid the knot at my feet. She restarted by tying a single ankle. She pushed my ankle back against my thigh so that my knee bent, then spiraled the rope up around shin and thigh, tying them together so I couldn’t unbend my knee. She did the same to my other leg. Now I could open and close my legs, but otherwise not move my legs almost at all. I couldn’t stand or walk; even all fours would be tricky.

	I loved it.

	“Now we just need the man,” Lily said.

	“Or monster,” Hannah said.

	My heart began to pound.

	Tomorrow we would be hiking up the mountain, deep in the forest.

	To where the sasquatches lived.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	7 Months Earlier

	 

	I had made it through Rush and Hell Week. I’d been accepted into my first-choice sorority, and had only the initiation left. The active members and us new pledges hiked nine miles into the forest, and I was exhausted by the time we made it to the cabin at the end of the trail. It was an old settler’s cabin, long since abandoned, but maintained by the sorority. As far as I could tell, we were in the middle of nowhere. I’m not really outdoorsy. I’m more of a stay-inside read-books kind of person. But I was determined to deal with whatever Beta Phi put on my plate and prove my worth to the sorority.

	Little did I know what was going to happen after dark.

	Lily, one other pledge, and I waited in the cabin while all the members went out into the night to do who knows what. They would call us out each individually for our initiation. The final test.

	I was first.

	Grace, wearing a black hooded robe and holding a candle, led me out of the cabin. Lily gave me a thumbs up as I left. We walked through the woods and into a large clearing where the rest of the sorority was sitting in a large circle, all holding candles. Grace had me stand in the middle of the circle, then disappeared amongst the identically-robed group. I had done several things outside my comfort zone this week, but I was still filled with nerves. I hated being the center of attention.

	“Chloe Jones.” It was Hannah’s voice, though I couldn’t tell which hooded figure had spoken. “You have made it through Rush and Hell Week with aplomb. But to be one of our sisters, to be a Beta Gamma Phi, you must make it through one last trial. Do you agree to the initiation?”

	I had to take a couple calming breaths before I could speak. “I do.”

	“Then let us begin,” Hannah said. “Take off your clothes.”

	I stood still for a moment. They had made me strip a few days ago as part of hazing, but doing it at night in this ritualistic circle made it even more nerve-wracking. There’s nothing they haven’t seen, I told myself, tugging on the sleeve of my shirt. It’s just us girls. Soon my clothes and shoes were in a pile beside me, and my skin covered in goosebumps from the autumn air. I’m nothing special to look at, I guess. Medium height and medium-sized breasts and medium brown hair. Though I was pretty sure the reason I was still a virgin at eighteen was not my middling looks, but my shyness.

	“Howl,” Hannah said.

	“Excuse me?” I said.

	“Howl. Like a wolf,” the sorority president commanded.

	I howled, feeling idiotic.

	“Louder,” Hannah said.

	I tried. I sounded like a puppy, not a wolf.

	“Louder!”

	I howled again, and Hannah kept telling me louder, and I tried and tried until eventually a real wolf’s howl was coming out of my throat.

	I quieted, and waited for my next instruction. Nothing came. Howling naked isn’t too bad, I thought. Maybe I’ll survive the initiation.

	Then I heard something. Like footsteps. Like heavy breathing. I turned around, and there was a monster standing beside me.

	I screamed and stumbled back.

	By starlight and candlelight I could see it, tall tall tall and covered in dark fur, humanoid with an ape-like face. I suddenly realized what it was.

	Bigfoot.

	I kept stepping backward, ready to break out into a run at any moment, but I came up against the wall of sitting women. I realized no one else was screaming, no one was panicking.

	They had expected this.

	Hannah’s voice came. “Accept his seed.”

	I stood there, watching the cryptid, and he watching me. My heart was beating a million miles an hour. The bigfoot started walking toward me slowly. I took one more step back, but if I went any farther I’d get burnt on the candle the sister behind me was holding.

	“Accept his seed,” Hannah said again.

	“What seed?” I said.

	“Oh my god,” came Grace’s voice. “Fuck him!”

	A chill went through me. Fuck him? Fuck him? Have sex with this monster? Was that seriously what they expected of me? What initiation was?

	The sasquatch was only a couple yards from me. Now I noticed the
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