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On Her Knees for the Dogman
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A Sorority Hazing Monster Sex Short

“Now what?” Emily asked. Her new sorority sisters had set up their tents while she put her sleeping bag about thirty feet away, closer to the edge of the woods. She’d expected a hazing of some kind, but this one was going to be a cinch, considering how part of it didn’t exist. The girls said she had to sight the cryptid Dogman before she could be considered a sister to them. Okay, then.

“Now we wait for dark,” one of the girls said with mischief twinkling in her eyes. She had short dark hair. Emily was still learning everybody’s name, but remembered hers because it was so extra: Daisygold. Who the hell named their kid Daisygold? The sorority all called her Daisy anyway.

“Oh, is Dogman nocturnal?” Emily asked, failing to hide her sarcasm. Like Dogman was even a thing. Emily was from out of state, so the girls had filled her in on stories about him on the drive to the camp ground. Apparently the creature had the body of a man, the head and fur of a wolf, and a taste for campers who got too close to the national forest. He was supposed to be seven feet tall with glowing red eyes.

Emily was fully expecting them to try to scare her with some stupid Halloween werewolf mask, and nobody here was tall enough to pull it off. If she’d heard what they were planning before heading this way, she probably would have skipped out on the trip entirely and had a nice weekend in with her vibrator. Fuck, why hadn’t she packed that? The woods were big, she could’ve gotten away for awhile alone and gave it to herself as hard as all her boyfriends had failed to do so far. Hey, if the totally-not-a-real-thing Dogman showed up, at least he’d have a dick. Monsters probably didn’t hold back with the roughness, right?

Now it was REALLY too bad monsters weren’t real...

“He comes out at night and sniffs around camps,” Daisy said, doing her best to sound grim. “They say he really likes the smell of panties, so girls hang them in trees away from the tents to keep him away from them.”

“I’ll take my chances,” Emily snorted. They didn’t need to know she wasn’t wearing any panties under her jeans—if she had been, she still wouldn’t be hanging them from a tree. Imaginary Dogman could sniff her imaginary panties if that got his imaginary rocks off.

Her mind drifted briefly to musings about whether a giant half-man half-dog would have a giant dog cock or a human one, but the girls started talking about s’mores and dragged her into their stupid campfire antics. Emily was too horny for this, damn it. Dogman wasn’t going to show up and help her scratch that itch, so she wished the others would go away so she could work on the problem with her fingers. Damn sorority.

Hours later, the evening was winding down and the girls had started to yawn. Emily was pretending not to notice that Daisy had sneaked off awhile ago. There was a one hundred percent chance she was wearing a cheap werewolf mask and waiting for the right moment jump out and scare Emily. Daisy was what, five-foot-five? An inch or two taller than Emily, and sure as hell not seven feet, not even in those ridiculous platform sneakers she was wearing tonight.

Sure enough, the bushes rustled off to Emily’s left. The girls across the campfire stopped whatever inane talk they’d been having about sexy lingerie for their boyfriends, looking up. 

“What was that?” Rachel asked in a not-so-convincing scared voice.

Emily shrugged and kept reading the label on the back of the marshmallows. It was Daisygold in a fake wolf mask and everybody already knew it. She almost wished it was actually going to be Dogman, because she was still horny, and Dogman’s huge muscular body sounded like way more fun than this.

The rustling came again, and this time the girls gasped, staring off into the woods over Emily’s shoulder. She suppressed the urge to roll her eyes, looking up at them. Okay, their expressions of wide-eyed terror were actually pretty convincing now. Go Phi Gamma Omega.

“See something?” Emily asked calmly, raising an eyebrow. 

Rather than reply, Rachel and her lingerie chat buddy Tammy both pointed behind her with shaking hands. Emily would have rolled her eyes now, except that they might have mistaken it for her actually turning to look. Really, ‘it’s right behind you’? Just like a cheesy old horror flick?

There came a soft snort behind her. Emily was about to say fuck it and ask Daisygold if she was REALLY breathing down Emily’s neck to sell their scare tactics when she heard another sound about twenty feet off into the forest. Hushed, scared, trying-to-be-silent crying. Daisy crying.

Emily felt the next snort, and the breath was hot and smelled like something distinct, but hard to place. She slowly turned toward where the terrified girls were pointing, facing off into the forest away from the campfire.

A long wolfish snout was just inches away from her nose. Wicked pointed ears stood on top of the creature’s head, fur running in a ruff down his back and shoulders, and intelligent yellow eyes glimmered at her, staring right into hers. 

Dogman was real. Holy fuck, Dogman was REAL.

Emily could have screamed, but fear wasn’t her first instinct here. Instead, looking over the form of the immense eight-foot-tall creature in front of her, she was noticing that he really was muscular under the fur. Muscular, fully naked, and not shy to show the “man” part of Dogman. Her question from before was sort of answered—his cock and balls were somewhere between human and canine like the rest of him, but “giant” was apt either way.

The owner of that equipment seemed smart enough to notice her checking him out, too. He gave a rumbling growl, and the sorority girls started screaming. It didn’t sound like an aggressive noise to Emily, though. Hell, she’d wished for Dogman to actually show up and she’d already combined him and her horny thoughts. This was better than spending the night with the bubble brains, wishing she could get away to take care of herself.

“You’re not here for the s’mores, are you, big boy?” She told the creature, making her voice a seductive purr as she slowly started to unbutton her shirt. Dogman’s yellow eyes followed the movement of her hands, and she shivered pleasantly as the chill night air hit her bare breasts. No panties, no bra, just the way she liked it. 

“Ohmygawd,” Rachel and Tammy whispered in unison from across the campfire. Emily had just slipped her shirt down off of her shoulders and was popping the button on her jeans next. If they didn’t want to watch, they could leave.

Dogman took a step forward, looming over her, and snuffed loud and hot against her bare neck. Emily heard the other girls gasp and had to smirk. They had wanted her to have a cryptid encounter, and she was going to show them one. 

Dogman seemed to accept her offer—he raked a clawed hand across her jeans, shredding off the fabric before she could pull them down. For such a big scary thing, he managed to not leave a scratch on Emily’s thighs, though. She willingly sat down on the grass and laid back as the creature ripped the rest of her clothes off, growling possessively all the while.

“All yours,” Emily purred, laying her head back as the beast crouched in front of her and sniffed between her open legs. His breath was hot on the insides of her thighs, and she was soaking wet thinking about where this might go. Such a huge, powerful form must be able to really give it to a girl...

She could feel the heat and immense size of him as he settled his body over hers, snout and nose sniffing up along her stomach and over the curve of her breasts, then along one side of her neck. Emily still wasn’t scared. She was excited. Dogman was absolutely enormous. Powerful clawed hands ran over her arms and chest with surprising gentleness as he dragged his tongue along her neck in a long, wet lick. It sent a burst of tingles straight to Emily’s pussy, and she gave a little gasp.

“Mmm,” she hummed pleasantly, running a cautious hand through the fur on the creature’s back. Dogman stilled for a moment, then gave that low, possessive growl again and began to lick at her cheek, her mouth. Emily opened her mouth willingly and stuck out her tongue, wondering what he tasted like. She was rewarded with his mouth over hers, their tongues sliding over one another, and the heat and tension was building between her legs. It wasn’t exactly a kiss, more like licking her mouth open, but for some reason that made it hotter. Fuck, she was really about to do it with a monster, and she couldn’t have been more excited about it.

“You like that?” Emily murmured, stroking and smoothing the fur on Dogman’s head as he lapped at the side of her neck again. She caressed his ears next, panting as she felt the hard shaft poke into one of her thighs. He was even bigger when he got hard. She bit her lip, arching her back and trying to rub herself against him. Dogman growled and gave a warning press against her shoulder, huge fangs nipping against her neck. It didn’t draw blood, but the scrape of teeth made Emily moan.

“Yeah, c’mon, don’t stop,” she encouraged, wriggling and arching beneath him. “Give it to me, big boy.” The damp grass felt cold against her bare skin, and Dogman’s huge furry form crowded over her. 

Abruptly, he sat up. 

Emily’s muscles clenched, her stomach cramping with need. She reminded herself she’d been making out with a mysterious creature that could dash off into the woods at any moment, never to be seen again. He wasn’t going to fucking tease her like
















d2d_images/cover.jpg
?r-* ING
IRTY

WITH THE

By THE

STAMPS

7

- >4

ON HER





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





