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The air was buzzing with the sounds of insects, and smelled like dry moss. It hadn’t rained in over a week. Summer was in mid-swing—the perfect time to go on a solo hiking trip through the woods. Megan Foley had been a little cautious when driving all the way here alone, packing things like bear spray and an emergency cell phone. Once she’d arrived, though, the sheer beauty of the place drew her in. The woods felt like a living thing, all rustling leaves, thick underbrush, and endless deep shady trails.

Heaven on earth.

After hours of hiking through the sweaty summer heat, Megan had just arrived at a pond. It was perfect—the cool clear water looked extremely inviting, rippling gently in the occasional breeze. First she plunked her backpack beside a tree, then she peeled off her sweaty T-shirt and unclasped her bra, throwing them on top. Running her hands over her breasts, Megan gave each nipple a little tweak with her fingers and smirked. The list of forbidden activities here included public nudity. The public would have to find her to catch her, though. This was the Land Between the Lakes—she was surrounded by hundreds of thousands of acres of forest, and the chances of running into any other person were pretty remote. Even getting back to the parking area she’d left her truck in would take a couple of hours.

That was something to worry about tomorrow, though. Kicking off her hiking boots and shimmying out of her faded blue jeans, Megan glanced around at the beautiful, isolated forest. This place was so far off the beaten path that a few of the locals had warned her not to camp out here overnight. Not because of creepy people, either. Nope, apparently the LBL was one of the hottest spots for sightings of a huge werewolf-like cryptid that people called Dogman. Ooh, spooky.

As she slipped her panties down around her ankles and stepped out of them, Megan mused to herself that a giant beast with the features of both dog and man sounded kind of hot. Huge, hairy, probably had amazing stamina...

“Dogman,” she sighed, stepping into the cool water up to her waist. It felt delicious flooding between her legs and washing slowly over her pussy. Cold water was no match for the thought of a creature holding her down with massive clawed hands and having his rough way with her from behind, though. Megan stepped back and sat on the shore with her feet in the water, opening her legs wide. She ran her fingers slowly up and down over her aching clit. 

The dip in the water had done nothing to cool these lusty thoughts she was having. Maybe the heat was getting to her, or the desolate wilderness setting. She felt like she could do anything right now and get away with it. Who was going to know, right?

“Dogman,” she panted, rubbing herself faster. She was slick from the water, leaving no friction at all, and she could almost feel his eyes on her. They would be glowing eyes, like a wolf’s, she decided. Feral, hungry eyes. 

Maybe a human woman sounded exotic to him, too. After all, Dogman was still at least half man. What if he was watching right now and liked what he saw? Maybe liked it enough to come over and take a closer look, maybe enough to join in and have some rough fun. She imagined them doing it on the ground like animals, not making love but fucking, breeding—Dogman breeding her so hard she screamed.

Pleasure bloomed between Megan’s legs as she made herself come with her fingers, biting her lip and moaning loudly since there was nobody else to hear. She imagined Dogman coming with her, filling her completely, flooding over... Deep, hard, and desperate. Fuck, she needed a man to do something like that to her.

A rustle from the woods drew her back down to earth. Still throbbing with pleasure, Megan glanced quickly around herself. The pond had sparse trees around it with twigs, dirt and dry leaves blanketing the forest floor. Across that there were thicker bushes, and a patch of them was moving and rustling. 

Slowly getting to her feet, Megan watched the bushes carefully. It could be a bear, and that could actually be dangerous. She didn’t want to leave yet, but started slowly, cautiously moving toward her clothes anyway. Better safe than sorry, right?

Just as she reached the clothing and was leaning to pick up her bra, Megan saw the bushes part. Out prowled an immense black-furred figure with piercing yellow eyes, wickedly pointed ears, a snout like a wolf’s, and... And a surprisingly human body shape, although he had back-turned legs like a wolf’s, too. Somehow it looked graceful instead of awkward, and more importantly, it looked sexy. It was like the image of Dogman had walked straight out of Megan’s dirty fantasies and immediately come to find her. 

Megan opened her mouth to speak, then shut it again, taking a shaky step back. The monster stared straight at her, right into her eyes with, and she saw that his were even more wild and hungry than she’d imagined. A hazy understanding that was not her own settled over Megan’s mind. Images flickered across her own thoughts, like changing the channel, along with stomach-fluttering sensations to match. Megan saw herself like somebody else would. She was on her hands and knees, the creature mounting her. Movement—rough, hard—and the feel of surrender, the sweet desperation of it...

Whoa. Dogman was psychic? He had to be. She hadn’t spoken any of these desires aloud, so he must have been able to “overhear” them. He was saying without words that he had seen her fantasies about him. That he could make them come true for her. It was either that or he wanted exactly the same thing anyway, and fuck, if he was offering...

She bit her lip. No. It couldn’t be real. How could that possibly be real?

Megan stepped quickly backward again, dry leaves sticking to her feet. She misstepped, stumbling on a fallen branch, and landed on her bare ass on the ground. 

Giving a low growl and a sense of predatory amusement, Dogman swiftly followed her, pinning her body with his own. He was huge and heavy, taut muscle covered in thick, rough fur. Megan wriggled a little in his hold, but realized that screaming or struggling would do no good. Dogman could read her mind, and that meant he could tell how excited this whole thing was making her. Why be scared anyway, right? He was offering to show her a good time.

Wasn’t that what she’d just been wishing for?

Hands shaking a little, Megan reached up and stroked over Dogman’s pointed ears. He nuzzled against her bare breasts with a wet nose, and Megan ran her hand over his long snout next, drawing him down against her chest.

“Ohh...” She moaned softly as the beast’s huge pink tongue came out and lapped at first one nipple, then the other. She felt them harden immediately, sending tingling tension down toward her crotch. Dogman’s hips worked steadily against her already, and his erect cock slid up and down against her wet thigh. Damn, he was big.

This felt good. They could
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