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I Remember You


There are more things in heaven and earth,
Horatio,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

- William Shakespeare, Hamlet


 


Big Foot was real. She could feel it.

She could feel HIM. Out there in the forest,
moving through the darkness. He was close. Getting closer. Her body
flushed with heat at the thought of him.

She wore nothing but a sheer, oversized
nightshirt. All around her were the vast pine forests of the
Canadian wilderness. She stood alone in a clearing near a dark
lake. The reflection of the moon shimmered on the water. The soft
pine needles were like a pillow beneath her bare feet. She breathed
deeply of the cool night air.

It was a beautiful night. But she barely
noticed.

Her long brown hair hung down to her waist.
She had a sense of her own beauty, and her animal sexuality. She
was a perfect creature, on fire with sex. Her large breasts, with
hard, erect nipples, her taut and strong thighs, her high ass - she
was built like a gazelle. But she wouldn’t run when the time
came.

Her mouth hung half open, her breath coming
in gentle rasps. Her entire body tingled. The heat rose from her
center. As she stood in the clearing, she let her hand stray to her
hot pussy. With one finger, she touched the head of her clitoris.
An explosion of pleasure radiated outward.

She slid two fingers inside herself.

She breathed heavily.

“Oh,” she said. “Oh.”

She was ready. She was aching. She could make
herself cum. It would be easy. But instead she waited.

She peeled the nightshirt off over her head,
and cast it aside. Slowly, she sank to her knees. She thought she
could hear him approaching now, his heavy steps plodding through
the forest. She could. She could hear him.

And she could smell him.

He had a foul musty odor, like a barnyard
animal. The scent was too much. She went down to all fours, and
slid her hand between her legs. Her pussy was so wet, so slippery.
She let her head drift to the ground, and stuck her ass high in the
air. She gyrated, offering her sex to the forest.

“Come on,” she grunted under her breath.
“Come on, fuck me.”

Her middle finger found her swollen clit. She
rubbed it gently, slowly. Oh God, it felt so good. She rubbed it
and touched it. She made little circles on it. Soon her pussy was
soaked, her fingers slipping and sliding. She slipped two fingers
inside herself again. She began to fuck herself like that, slowly
at first, then a little faster. She added a third finger,
stretching herself. She closed her eyes. She bit her upper lip.

She wanted to fuck so bad.

Where was he?

She knew he was near. She could feel him.

There was a sound. A small tree branch
snapped. She stopped moving. Her breath stopped, and her eyes
popped open. She was on her knees, her face against the pine
needles, her rump in the air. Her heart beat in her chest.

The sound was directly behind her.

The smell was stronger now. It was like a
physical presence, a wall of vapor. It was a sharp animal smell. It
smelled dank and musty, like a wet cellar. It smelled like a pig
that had rolled in shit. Somehow, it smelled like manhood should
smell, but never did.

She turned her head just slightly to look
behind her, and there was a presence at the edge of the clearing.
It was like a dark spot, or a deep shadow among the trees. The
shadow was huge.

A trickle of fear ran through her, but she
didn’t try to get away. It was too late for that. She rested her
head again and stuck her ass out as high as it would go.

She was hot and wet, as turned on as she had
ever been. She heard a low growl behind her. She closed her
eyes.

“Come on,” she whispered. “I don’t bite.”

Heat rose from between her legs. She wanted
him to do everything to her.

“Please,” she said, and this time it was like
a moan.

A few seconds passed. The presence was right
behind her now. It towered over her. She could feel it. It was like
a dream.

The smell was intense, overpowering. She
nearly gagged from it. The smell alone was almost enough to bring
to her orgasm.

 


* * *

 


Her name was Tessa. She was the only woman on
a team of scientists out to capture the missing link, the great
elusive Big Foot. They were on an expedition to Northern Canada -
six other scientists, as well as hunters, various outdoorsmen, and
porters to carry all the equipment. All in all, there were more
than 20 men on this trip.

Twenty men and one woman - the beautiful,
sexy, and ambitious Tessa Cremer. Dr. Tessa Cremer, Ph.D.

She sensed she knew why they had brought her
along. She was the bait. No expedition had ever captured a Big Foot
before. But no expedition had ever brought a young woman like her
this deep into the wilderness.

She had awakened twenty minutes ago in the
tent she shared with her husband Bill. Dr. William Stark, one of
the two leaders of this expedition. He was older than Tessa,
handsome, arrogant, and driven. He was going to be the one - the
man who finally brought home a Big Foot. He didn’t care what it
took, or who he had to step on, to do it.

Earlier, when Tessa woke next to Bill, she
woke fully aroused, her pussy hot and wet. There was already a fine
cover of sweat on her body. But it had nothing to do with Bill, and
the sex they’d had hours before.

No. It was Him.

He was nearby, and she could feel it. She
always could. For days, while the team had been tracking him, he
had been following them. Sometimes, even in the day, he would come
very close. She would get so aroused while they were hiking, she
would nearly cum just from the way her pants rubbed against
her.

She never told anyone what was happening to
her.

In the tent, she had fought the urge to
masturbate next to Bill’s sleeping form. Instead, she slid out of
her sleeping bag, slowly unzipped their tent, and silently climbed
out into the night. She padded softly away from the encampment,
maybe a hundred yards, to this clearing.

Now, she was nude, face down on all fours,
about to get fucked by a monster. She was barely a stone’s throw
from the team’s encampment, and from her sleeping husband. That
made everything more exciting. It made it naughtier, and
dirtier.

A hand touched her ass.

“Unh,” she breathed, and thrust it even
higher.

The huge hand gave her flesh a playful
smack.

She gasped in surprise.

He slapped her again, harder this time. Then
again. And again. Her ass bounced every time he hit her. Her
breasts bounced. Her face pressed into the ground. Gently, he raked
his sharp nails across the skin of her buttocks. Mmmm, it felt
delicious and dangerous to have him do that.

A large, thick finger probed between her
legs, found her pussy hot and soaking wet. He slid the finger in a
little way, then pulled it out and began to rub her clit with it. A
jolt of pleasure radiated out from it, and she was truly
aroused.

She groaned.

Her slit was engorged now, and slippery with
her juices.

He spanked her again. And again. Then he
raked her ass with his claws again. She writhed, her little pussy
so wet that the juices ran down her inner thighs. She was hot, and
wet, and she wanted him to take her. She wanted him now.

WHAP! The sharp spank came again.

She pressed her ass at him.

WHAP!

Then the finger massaged her clit again. She
would cum soon, the first climax was rising inside of her. She
would cum just from being spanked and having her soaked little
pussy rubbed by his monstrous finger.

“Anh,” she said, a word that was not a word.
She was rising, rising, rising.

WHAP!

Oh God, she was bent over in the forest and
her sexy ass was out and the Big Foot was spanking her and
fingering her. He was so strong that her ass was sore, and
stinging, and probably bright red already.

WHAP!

Oh, oh, oh, oh…

God.

Suddenly, his thick, meaty cock was there,
hard, huge, thick, pushing between her legs. She arched her back
and raised her ass just a bit. She felt the gigantic head slide
between her wet lips. She reached back to guide it. She gasped. He
was so big! She could barely get her hand around it. It slid like a
snake between her wet fingers.

He pushed the head inside her, and just left
it there. Her body stretched
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