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It was a gorgeous day. Rays of warm golden sunlight shone down on Tiffany’s blond hair as she tossed the last of the supplies into the back of her cherry red car and checked her phone. Ten in the morning, 56 degrees out. 

“Perfect,” she told herself with a grin, walking around to the driver’s side door. Her low-slung pink heels made a little click-click rhythm that made her happy. She’d only been hiking a time or two, but even she knew that practical shoes were usually the way to go. Today practical wasn’t important, though—looking sexy, on the other hand, was SUPER important.

“Here I come, boys,” Tiff giggled, revving the engine and sticking her phone into the dashboard phone stand. She tapped the GPS app on and took off down the street, startling passersby with the sudden speed. 

She had it all planned out. The GPS coordinates were set, she had a backpack full of snacks, and her hair, clothes and makeup were flawless. Her dorm roommates had tried to discourage her from going on this trip, but Tiffany was determined—she was going to help save some cryptids even if others still didn’t even believe they existed!

Dogman was the cryptid in local lore. Tiff had grown up hearing stories about the big werewolf-like creature, and she’d always found it strange how all stories about Dogman described him as male. Now, as an adult who’d done some reading on the subject from what few Dogman experts there were in the world, she’d come to the ONLY reasonable conclusion.

Dogmen must be endangered because there weren’t enough Dogwomen to mate with. 

It made a whole lot of sense to Tiffany. She’d never even heard of a Dogwoman being sighted in any state, and sightings of the Dogman were getting fewer and further in between. Maybe they were slowly dying out. Maybe there were no Dogwomen left at all by now.

She had to do something. 

Dogman was part human, Tiffany reasoned, and he was probably really lonely. That led to what she felt was the obvious solution: if there weren’t enough Dogwomen, some human ladies needed to step up and be the mother of the Dogman’s children. 

Tiffany had tried to convince a few of her friends to go with her, but they’d all acted like the plan was crazy. She wasn’t sure if they didn’t believe in Dogman or if they were just scared of getting pregnant. Either way, she was determined to prove this plan could work. She had a womb and she wasn’t afraid to use it!

So what if she’d never seen Dogman before, herself? She knew he was out there, and if she was friendly and inviting, maybe he’d come out and play. This time she was going out into the forest alone, but when she came back as a proud honorary Dogwoman, she just knew she could convince her college girlfriends to join in the next round. There would definitely be a next round, too—after all, she had no idea whether Dogwomen had one baby or, like, a whole litter of pups, or what. The more the better, right?

———
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The drive was longer than Tiffany had expected. Getting to the national park took a couple hours as she’d planned, but then there were several more hours of driving into the forest. Finally, she spotted a campground sign that directed her where to park. More signs near the parking declared that the entrance to the hiking trail was nearby.

“Here we go,” Tiff told herself, parking the car. She would have locked it, but with no roof there wasn’t much point. The forest was so remote she figured there was nobody out here to steal it anyway. 

“There’s SO much bigger things to worry about, Tiff,” she told herself, shaking her head and pulling the backpack out of the car’s seat. Taking out her makeup bag, she leaned to look in the car’s side mirror, touching up her lip gloss. Next, she examined her pouty pink lips, her glamorous falsie lashes, the touch of smoky eyeshadow, and the sprinkle of glitter across her cheeks. Yep, she looked smokin’ hot today.

“Dogman won’t know what hit him,” she declared, blowing her reflection a kiss. She shoved the makeup away and pulled the backpack on, starting toward the sign for the hiking trail. Her heels didn’t click on the leaf-covered forest floor, but she was an expert in walking in them. Who needed practical shoes? Not this girl.

This was gonna be so amazing.
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Several hours later, her enthusiasm had dampened a little—but only a very little. Tiffany had to admit that the heels were making her feet kind of achy. Her makeup was still flawless, though, and she knew her hair looked sexy when it got a little disheveled, so she didn’t even mind that curls were falling loose from their fancy updo. Whatever. 

“Oh my god,” she whined as she checked the time on her phone again. It was getting so late! She hadn’t seen one sign of Dogman so far, not even footprints, and she’d been walking in the forest for what felt like a long time. 

It was getting really dim on the walking trail. The sun was starting to dip below the trees. Tiffany tried to reassure herself that this wasn’t such a bad thing. Dogman was like a werewolf, right? So maybe he came out at night. Besides, she had her phone on her, so she didn’t need a flashlight anyway.

Distant howls made her stop and glance around. 

“Do they have regular wolves here?” She wondered aloud nervously. The thought had only just now occurred to her. Another howl rose above the trees, and it sounded a whole lot closer. What would she do if wolves showed up instead of Dogman?

The only thing she could think of as a backup plan was to climb a tree. Even if she ditched the heels, she wasn’t sure she could pull that off. The trees nearby were all evergreen types—not much branches down low to grab onto. 

“Fuck,” Tiffany whispered, hearing the underbrush near her cracking under the feet of something big. She’d figured Dogman was the toughest thing in the forest, and that he’d scare away other predators. Maybe that wasn’t the case after all. Oh god, what if it was a bear? 

A branch snapped and she gasped, whirling around to see what had broken it. Glimmering yellow eyes watched her from the darkness under the trees. Tiffany held up her hands to ward off what looked like the biggest wolf she had ever seen.

“I was just leaving,” she said in a shaking voice, backing away from the golden stare. Another branch crackled behind her, though, and she froze in her tracks. 

There was more than one of them.

She couldn’t take her eyes off of the golden ones, which were still staring straight at her. A strange feeling was coming over Tiffany’s mind. It was heavy, powerful...masculine? It felt like there was somebody else in her head with her, and he was one hundred percent confident and suave. 

He was also reassuring her that she wouldn’t come to harm. Tiffany stood up a little straighter, blinking as the golden-eyed creature stepped into the light. It looked like a massive black wolf at first, but then she saw that the back legs were shaped more like human legs that were crouching. The front legs were all wrong, too, and as he stood up she saw why. They were shaped like human arms, matching his very humanoid torso and thighs. 

“Dogman?” Tiffany asked, awed. It had to be him—it had to be. The beast before her was nine feet tall when standing on his hind legs, and he was the closest thing to a real-life werewolf that she’d ever seen. He had a tail and thick fur that stood up in a ruff along his back. On top of his head, his ears ended in wicked-looking points that laid back, even though she didn’t feel any anger from him.

“Ohmygod,” Tiff gasped, slapping a hand over her mouth as she realized what was happening. “You’re psychic, aren’t you?” 

She got the very distinct mental feeling of an affirmative—a nod, even—along with some amusement. Tiffany burst into a bright smile, dropping her backpack on the ground. 

“That’s SO sexy,” she cooed, biting her bottom lip. “I came all the way out here to find you, baby. What do you say?” She ran her hands over her body as she spoke, looking him right in the eye. 

The Dogman gave a low, possessive growl and took a step toward her. In her head she felt a wave of approval. Behind her, she could feel something different from the other one—aggression and urgency. She turned her back on the first Dogman and realized the one behind her was a stormy gray, like a timber wolf.

“You want a piece too, big boy?” She teased, popping the buttons on the front of her jacket. The gray Dogman bared his sharp teeth in what felt like a grin, moving over to nuzzle at Tiffany’s neck. Behind her, the black creature gripped her shoulders with clawed hands. 

“Don’t worry, I’ll stay with you here ALL night,” Tiffany giggled, slipping out of her jacket. She gasped as the first Dogman snagged it with his claws, pulling it off of her arms roughly and revealing the white cropped tee she wore underneath. 

“You haven’t had any company for a long time, have you? Poor things,” Tiff cooed, turning and pulling the black Dogman’s head down to hug against her boobs. Up close, the fur on his head felt rough, almost wiry. She pet at his ears and hoped he could hear how her heart was pounding with excitement for the night they were about to have.

She flinched at the sound of shredding fabric, then shivered as the night air caressed the now-bare curves of her ass. The gray Dogman was wasting no time, and had ripped her jeans right off. Damn, he was strong.

“Don’t be shy,” Tiff encouraged
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