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 Wet For The Sasquatches

The forecast had lied. When
Anna had set out on her planned hike that morning, she'd read that
it was supposed to rain and considered canceling. Now, alone at the
lake shore with deep evergreen forest and mountains all around, she
was glad that she hadn't.

The sky was full of low-hanging
gray clouds, sure, but it didn't feel cold or stormy. There was a
slight breeze and the air was almost warm.

She hadn't seen another person
since taking on the especially difficult hike up to this mountain
lake. At first she'd assumed they just weren't up for the
challenge, but it now occurred to her that they might have seen the
weather forecast, too, and stayed home because of it.

“Their loss. It's just you and
me now, baby,” Anna told the peaceful lake, grinning. She had hours
and hours of daylight left before she had to hike back down the
mountain, and a naughty thought had just occurred to her. If nobody
else was around, then maybe she could go skinny dipping.

Sliding the backpack straps
down her shoulders, Anna sat the pack on the shore near some big
rocks and began to pull off layers of clothing. She'd dressed for
colder weather than it had turned out to be, and was sweating under
the jacket and jeans. The water looked damned inviting.

Anna sighed in relief as she
unclasped her bra, tossing it aside. Fuck, the breeze felt so good
on her poor boobs. Sweating in a bra was the worst.

She glanced around the lake one
more time as she gripped the hem of her white cotton panties. Yep,
still absolutely nobody here but her.

“Here I come,” Anna told the
lake, stepping out of the panties one foot at a time and tossing
them onto the small pile of clothing on the shore.

She looked down into the water,
assessing that the bottom was pretty deep. That was all the
permission she needed to step out onto the big log nearby and dive
in.

Cool water pressed in on her
naked body from all sides. She glided forward, weightless. It felt
perfect.

Anna popped her head above the
surface, taking a big breath before plunging below it again. The
sounds of the world were muffled and humming beneath the water. The
lake was clear enough to see rocks and logs scattered across the
bottom, along with the occasional small fish flitting past.

Kicking her feet, Anna swam
underneath the surface for awhile, watching her long auburn braid
trail slowly through the water. She kicked harder and shot forward
again, only popping up occasionally to get another breath of
air.

She was glad she hadn’t
canceled her hiking trip. It had been too long since she’d gotten
to swim like this. Being underwater always felt magical, like the
nearest she’d come to flying.

When she finally surfaced for
more than a moment, she was surprised to see how close the other
shore of the lake was. Damn. Had she really swam that far already?
A glance back told her that her clothing and backpack were a good
distance away on the opposite side.

Oh, well. More swimming
isn't a bad thing, she told herself. I should probably rest
for awhile before paddling all the way back there, though.

A deep grumbling boom came from
overhead, and Anna glanced up in alarm. It took just a few seconds
for the thunder to bring a sudden pattering of raindrops. They
plunked and splashed loudly into the lake all around her, rapidly
gaining speed.

The sudden downpour was soon
deafening, and so thick that Anna couldn't see the opposite shore
anymore. The surface of the water was a constant wobble of
raindrops landing all at once. The air was starting to feel colder,
too.

“Fuck,” Anna mumbled to
herself, starting to swim toward the land that she could see. It
was the wrong side of the lake, but trying to cross the lake in
this weather was asking to get lost out there. That was the last
thing she needed, especially since she was getting tired from
swimming for so long already.

Waiting on this shore until the
rain stopped was the smartest thing to do, even if she had to wait
naked.

It was too bad nobody else had
shown up, Anna thought, paddling slowly to pace herself. It sounded
like the start of a good naughty fantasy: her lounging nude on the
lake shore when a handsome hiker showed up and found her that way.
Thoughts like that were a nice way to feel warmer right now.

The sound of splashing pulled
her from her thoughts. Anna paused on the way to the shore, looking
ahead to see what had caused it. The rain was rippling the surface
of the lake in a constant barrage, and it made it hard to see the
land clearly. The silhouette wasn’t on the lake shore, though; it
was standing closer to her, knee-deep in the water. The massive
shoulders, towering height and long hair hanging in wet strands
formed an obvious and shocking picture.

Sasquatch. She was looking at
Sasquatch.

Fuck, Sasquatch is real?
Anna thought, stunned. Her eyes kept insisting that she must be
seeing something else, trying to make sense of the thing before
her. The only explanation for an eight-foot-tall hairy ape man WAS
Sasquatch, though. It definitely wasn’t a bear, or anything else
more plausible. She was looking right at him.

He was staring back at her, she
realized. Her heartbeats seemed too loud as she took in the way the
rain ran down his long not-quite-human face and massive chest. He
calmly watched her watch him, holding perfectly still.

The splashing came again, and
Anna glanced to the left to find a second Sasquatch surfacing
farther out in the water. He was only about thirty feet away from
her. As she watched the water run down his face, the second
creature sniffed the air loudly in her direction and then spotted
her.

Fuck. What was she going to do?
Swimming away wasn’t much of an option—Anna was worn out from
crossing the lake, and the Sasquatch in the water could probably
overtake her in no time. They didn’t seem to mean her harm, or they
would’ve probably charged at her by now, right?

They were so big that the
thought of one charging at her was truly scary.

She looked up at the first
creature again, meeting his dark reddish eyes. He stared intensely
back. Anna felt woozy suddenly, a bit dizzy. Had she worn herself
out that much from swimming? This didn’t just feel like tired
muscles, though; she’d felt that way many times after a long day of
swimming.

No, the feeling inside of her
head right now almost…tingled. It was somewhere between fuzzy and
prickly, a kind of invisible glimmer that got stronger the longer
she gazed into the Sasquatch’s stare.

He wanted her. The realization
was sudden and strong. She didn’t think he wanted her, she KNEW it.
Somehow he was communicating it to her with his mind.

Sounds like a tabloid,
Anna thought with nervous amusement. “Psychic Sasquatches Caught
Me Skinny Dipping.”

She had to admit that she
didn’t hate the idea of getting up close and personal with the
massive, muscular creatures. The first one seemed to be the leader;
he took a step toward her, sending ripples washing across the lake
surface even through the heavy raindrops, and held out his
hand.

Anna could feel desire inside
her head, and not just from him. The other creature must be
enjoying looking at her naked body just as much as he was. She
understood what accepting his offer meant.

She could have swam away right
then, and wondered for the rest of her life what would have
happened next.

She could have, but she
didn’t.

“Hey, big boy,” Anna called,
paddling nervously closer as she kept her eyes on the first
Sasquatch. “You guys have to promise to treat me nice if I come
ashore, okay?”

The leader’s gaze was
practically burning her by now. He made a low, possessive kind of
growl and offered his hand again.

This close, the creatures’ lust
for Anna was palpable. She got her feet under her and stood, lake
water and raindrops flowing down her naked body as she waded
forward to the knee-deep part. The alpha was towering over her,
snorting steamy breaths into the chilly, rainy air.

He would have looked terrifying
if Anna didn’t see how hard he was. Holy shit, she’d never seen a
cock or balls that big in her life. She should have been afraid of
it, and of him, but instead her clit was throbbing just thinking
about that thick, wet red shaft sinking inside of her…

Fuck it, I’m gonna go for
it.

Anna placed her hand atop his
much larger palm.

The alpha moved both big arms
and lifted her right out of the water, slinging her over one
shoulder with a firm hold on her legs. Anna laid against his
shoulder and chest, her mind tingling and heart pounding with
anticipation.

The creature felt warm and
muscular beneath the fur. She tried not to think of his magnificent
cock bobbing as he turned and walked farther back onto the shore,
carrying her over his shoulder almost casually.

Is this really
happening? She thought, watching the other Sasquatch fall into
step behind his leader. He was looking at her nude curves and full
breasts with obvious desire. Anna had no idea if Sasquatches liked
to share, but she was strangely excited at the idea of being shared
by them, if they were interested. Being used by more than one man
at once had been a fantasy of hers for a long time.

That had to be where this was
headed, right? If they wanted to hurt her, they wouldn’t have
bothered to wait until she accepted the alpha’s hand before
touching her.

He was carrying her off of the
lake shore now, and into the forest. Rain pattered loudly on the
leaves above. The trees’ shelter caught most of the raindrops
before they reached Anna and the Sasquatches. Then everything
dimmed abruptly, and the sounds became distant.

They had just stepped inside of
a cave. The walls were made of rock, but it felt warmer inside,
somehow. From the nests of grass and torn up fabric on the floor at
the darkest back corner of the place, Anna guessed that this was
the Sasquatches’ home.

It smelled powerfully of their
musky scent. It was getting into her head the longer she breathed
it in. Like the creatures themselves, she felt like she was
supposed to dislike it, but the animal wildness of it, and them,
was driving some deep instinctive part of her crazy.

They had better be bringing her
here for sex, because she wanted it bad.

The rain hummed down outside,
distant and constant. Water dripped from the Sasquatches’ hairy
bodies as they moved over near the nests. One of the shadows seemed
to shift, and Anna realized suddenly that there was a third
Sasquatch in the cave—a heavy-set creature with charcoal gray hair.
He hooted and sniffed at the air when the others approached.

Anna felt his stare against her
back as the alpha sat down nearby. He moved Anna from his shoulder
down to sitting on his lap, keeping a powerful arm around her
waist. She squirmed at the feel of his hard cock jutting against
her thigh and took a closer look at the creatures.

From this perspective, the size
of the Sasquatches was truly impressive. The other two were sitting
nearby, stares hungry and cocks stiff as they eyed her. Anna was
almost feverish with lust by now, herself
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