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Fertile For The Forest Demon: A Rough Monster Breeding Short


I knew I shouldn’t have forgiven him the first time.

As Maia stretched tape across the cardboard box full of her sweaters, tears dripped from her chin, and she sniffled, sobs breaking from her sore throat. She was nearly finished packing—then, she could finally be alone. That’s all she wanted right now. Solitude. Silence.

“Babe, you know I didn’t mean it like that. It was just a one-time thing. I’ll do better next time, I swear. Maia—” A low voice echoed from the hallway. Trevor stomped his way to Maia, his words obvious in their dishonesty. Maia had heard this all before, the last time she found him with another woman. She ignored him this time, and continued her way towards the front door, plopping down a heavy stack of boxes.

“Just shut it, Trevor. It’s not happening. I’m done,” Maia asserted between sobs. Her keys jingled in the air as she snatched them from the table and shoved them into her jeans pocket. A hand touched her shoulder, and she flinched. She heaved the boxes into her arms and shook his grip from her arm.

“But Maia! Come on, you’re being ridiculous right now. This is a total overreaction!” Trevor boomed. Maia chuckled—again, these words were all too familiar to her. 

She didn’t bother to wave or say goodbye when she swung the door open and slammed it behind her. Trevor’s voice was muffled by the door, fading into the night air as Maia rushed to her car, balancing boxes and bags as she opened the trunk, and tossed her luggage in, before diving into the front seat with a sigh. The car started up with a sputtering cough, and Maia turned to reverse out of the driveway, never looking back again.

For a few weeks, Maia crashed with any friends who had a room to spare, until she found the place of her dreams; it was a cabin, built smack dab in the middle of the wilderness. The home was within driving distance of a small town, where she could do her shopping, but had acres between it and any other properties. Best of all, it was listed at a price so low, she thought the sellers had forgotten a zero.

Maia soon stood at the front door of her new home, her eyes wide and heart pumping with excitement. The cabin was made of light brown logs, the walls peppered with many windows of varying sizes. Dark wooden shingles covered the roof, leaving a space for a chimney made of gray and black stones blanketed in moss. The building itself was on the small side, but Maia had no preference for size, as long as it was secluded and had decent plumbing. Plus, the purchase was not just for the cabin, but for what encased it; slender trees towered around the property, their canopies letting pockets of sunlight sprinkle across the gravel pathway leading to the front porch. A gentle breeze made music in the glass windchimes left by the previous owners of the home. Maia’s chest bloomed with warmth. This home was hers, and hers alone. 

Life passed like a dream in the first days. Maia spent much of her time painting; the last time her paints saw the light of day was at least five years ago, so they required a good dusting. The neighboring trees were her models, and the backdrop of birdsong kept her fine company. She had all of this to herself—no worrying about roommates invading her privacy, or someone forgetting to take the trash out, or, well, her boyfriend hooking with yet another woman. The only time Maia saw another soul was when she took a trip to the store to restock her pantry. Even then, the nearby stores were practically empty. She was truly alone, and just as happy about that fact as she expected to be.

Well... mostly happy.

She missed sex. No, she craved sex. Her body felt starved, and while her fingers and toys kept her sex drive tolerable, nothing matched the feeling of warm, sweaty skin against her own. Maia despised Trevor with every cell in her body, the cheating bastard—but that doesn’t mean she didn’t mourn the loss of sexual fun in her day-to-day activities. 

The sun was setting, turning the clouds to cotton candy against the backdrop of the sky. The evening air felt stuffy in Maia’s chest as she chopped her last hunk of firewood to bring inside for the night. Sweat dribbled down her arms as she set her axe down and picked up her belongings, opening the back door, when she heard something. It wasn’t birdsong, and it wasn’t the usual rustling of leaves in the trees above. 

It was something else.

Maia whipped her head around to take in her surroundings. The evening fell quiet. Nothing moved out of the ordinary, but a presence weighed heavily in the air. It was almost as if someone—or something—was observing her.

Maia chuckled to herself. She shook her head, dark, long strands falling into her face. It’s a huge, overgrown forest; animals live in every nook and cranny of this place. It was probably a fox or a rodent of some kind. If I’m going to live here, I need to get used to this, she thought to herself, before stepping inside the cabin.

Night fell slowly, darkness swallowing the landscape, with white, shimmering stars trailing across its expanse. As Maia tucked herself into bed, dimming her lights, her mind lingered on the sound. A small part of her didn’t completely believe an animal could have created it. Was it a person? Maybe a neighbor wanted to say hello... and maybe he was hunky and wanted some company.

Ugh. This no-sex thing starting to be more than frustrating, she thought to herself.

She sighed. Her body wanted to sleep, but her mind refused to cease in its odd, fantastical exploration of the mystery noise outside her house. She pictured a tall, broad-shouldered man—older, but not too old—with a flannel shirt tucked into tight jeans greeting her at the door. She imagined their bodies dancing, then clashing, clothing dropping onto the floor as he took her in his thick, freckled arms. Of course, he was perfectly well-endowed, and he rammed into her, sticky substances smacking together...

Maia’s fingers had traveled between her thighs and rubbed along the fabric of her sleep shorts, but they found nothing but dryness. It was no use. She sighed again, and with a huff, she withdrew her digits and shuffled beneath her sheets, dissatisfaction festering in her skin, before she fell into a gentle sleep.

A loud thump rattled the house. 

Maia’s eyes shot open. Again, a thump. Another. Then, silence.

The woman clambered out of bed and her hand reached for the flashlight she kept on her nightstand. Time stood still. Her heartbeat drummed loudly in her ears, and she held her breath, waiting for another sound, but it never came.

Whatever it was, it was not from an animal.

An impulse of bravery rushed through Maia. She slipped on her shoes and turned the knob of the front door, peeking out of the crack. Her flashlight shone a beam into the night air, lighting up passing bugs and pollen. Crickets chirped and the tall grass beyond her porch whispered in the breeze. She couldn’t see any obvious source of the noise.

Her hand pushed the door open a few more inches until she could squeeze her head out from behind it, carefully assessing the environment. Nothing.

Maia’s lungs filled with air as she allowed herself to breathe. She huffed and began to close the door when the beam of her flashlight sliced between two tall trees.

A pair of glowing yellow eyes shined in its beam. They looked like they were floating six—no, seven, at least—feet in the air, and stared directly at Maia, unmoving.

Her body froze. The gaze of the eyes locked her in place. The light of her flashlight shook as her hand dropped it, the torch tumbling onto the floor, and in a flash, Maia slammed the door shut, sending a rush of cool air into the house. 

Maia stared blankly at her floor, her body still with fear... and with something else.

There was someone else out here. Someone—or something—had been watching her. And it seemed intrigued. It showed no signs of aggression, or hatred.

Maybe I could talk to it.

Maia shook her head.

“Are you serious?!” She exclaimed to herself, her voice echoing in the empty cabin. “I know I’m desperate,” she huffed, “but this is unbelievable.” The woman forced her legs to carry her back to her bed, her body still trembling from the scare. Her blankets felt cold as she tucked herself beneath them. Her eyes darted to the window beside her bed, quietly hoping to see the pair of yellow dots shining in the trees. Though they did not appear, Maia’s thoughts drifted to what the owner of such a stunning, piercing gaze could be. 

It could not be human, that’s for sure—but it felt more than animal. It looked at her with recognition, acknowledgement, and with a purposeful force that could only come from a sentient being. 

Again, Maia felt her fingers trickle down her torso, exploring the skin beneath her shirt, before finding their way to her waistband.

It was watching me, she thought. What does it want from me? Does it want to do something to me? The question made her breath hitch in her throat.

Maia tried to fight the surge of lust that flooded her mind and think rationally about what she had witnessed, but it was impossible. Still shaking, her fingers snaked under her shorts, landing on the hairy folds between her thighs. Now, they were everything but dry. 

A soft moan escaped her lips. She pictured the creature lurking, approaching her, standing feet above her own face. It must be strong, she thought. What if it grabs me? Takes me?

Maia’s fingertips stroked circles around her clit, it throbbing against her touch. Wetness bloomed between her folds, and she made another noise into the cold air of her bedroom. 

God, I’m desperate, she thought. Her own words made a heat grow across her face, and she continued down her path of curiosity. Is it pent-up? Does it want to use me? Am I so desperate that I would let it? 

She moaned, louder this time, and her hand quickened its motions, slipping two digits into her hole. Her skin was so coated in nectar that she could hear the wet, messy sounds coming from beneath the blankets. Maia panted, her hair falling into her eyes, and her limbs beginning to squirm against her mattress. Fire pulsed in her stomach. She pictured the beast snatching her, bending her over a log of a tree, and ramming itself into her. She hoped it would pound until it was satisfied, well past her own point of exhaustion. She hoped it would stuff her with cream until it dribbled out of her, and she would be left there, sweating and tired, weakly keeping herself upright. And she hoped it would come back for more, day after day until it was all that she craved.

Maia cried out. Her hips bucked into the air. Her fingers feverishly pummeled her hole before moving back to her pulsating clit, sending a rush of energy through her skin. A white-hot flash burst behind her eyes. Liquid spurt from her core, wetting the mattress, and her back arched, her eyes squeezing shut and mouth agape. Broken groans left her lips as her body twitched and writhed against her own touch. 

Huffing, Maia blinked her eyes open, her vision blurry from her orgasm. Her head spun, and she reached for the sheets, anchoring herself as she recovered her breath.

What the hell just happened?

When she awoke, she thought her memory was just a weird dream, until she felt the pool of liquid beneath herself. She must have fallen asleep before she had the chance to clean up—and the existence of the pool meant that happened last night, was, in fact, real. 

Standing up, her legs trembling, Maia peeled her wet sheets from her bed and set them out to wash. A pink blush crept up her face. It felt embarrassing to have to clean up after herself, to have slept in her own squirt, but it all made her remember the fantasy her mind had brewed as she touched herself.

It’s all she could think about. 

She washed her laundry, sipping coffee as the dryer tumbled her clothes and bedding. As she did, she found herself staring out of each window around the cabin, filtering through each space between trees. Energy vibrated in her limbs—she had to know what was out there.

The afternoon passed in a blink. Maia had done nothing but watch the woods, hoping to catch the movement of the creature she was so curious about, time flitting away as she did. When the dark blue of evening fell, she tossed on a pair of jeans, a sweater, and her muddy, grassy boots, before stepping into the wilderness. 

She was determined to find
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