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“Watch out, Sasquatch might get you.” Jessica rolled her eyes as she thought back on her friends’ teasing. So she wanted to camp in the woods. This was real life, it wasn’t like some monster was around every corner waiting to drag her away and eat her. Or was it dragging women away and mating with them that Sasquatch did? She couldn’t remember. 

Whatever. It was late, and she’d had an awesome day of swimming, nature hiking, and campfire cooking all by herself. Her friends were probably just teasing so much because they were bitter that she hadn’t invited them along. Jess needed some alone time, though, seriously. Just her and a little wild, uninhibited nature. 

Speaking of uninhibited... She had packed her favorite vibrator. Even that couldn’t get the results she wanted, though. Jess hadn’t come so hard she squirted in years, not since her then-boyfriend figured out just the right spot to hit over and over to drive her crazy. She’d been searching for that level of deep satisfaction ever since they’d broken up. 

Deciding against the vibrator, Jess crawled into her sleeping bag and curled up, trying to relax and sleep. She’d have all day out here alone tomorrow to experiment if she wanted to. As she drifted off to sleep, she couldn’t help the wet, sexy fantasy that drifted through her mind: her getting pounded from behind, pounded so hard it made her squirt.

———
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RUSTLING WOKE JESS from a deep sleep. She rolled over and reached for her flashlight, then thought better of it. What if there was a bear outside? This deep in the woods, some wildlife was expected. 

Then there came the distinct zzzzp sound of the tent door being unzipped. Jess sat up in her sleeping bag just as the tent door was pulled open, and stared. The figure outside was massive and muscular, with huge broad shoulders hunched down low to peer inside the tent. She couldn’t get a good look at the face, but small eyes glinted from it in a strangely human placement. The outline of the shoulders was jagged—shaggy, furry. 

“Watch out for Sasquatch, Jess,” her friends’ voices teased distantly in the back of her mind. 

Jess held perfectly still, afraid to even breathe. It was too late, though—the huge creature had already noticed her sitting up. That, and it knew how to operate the tent zipper, so clearly it was pretty damned smart. Jess felt fear wash over her as the sasquatch reached an enormous, thick-fingered hand inside the tent.

“Please don’t hurt me,” Jess whispered to it, afraid to look into the glinting pale eyes. She scooted away from the door.

The creature made a low grunting noise, and a second huge furry figure joined it in the frame of the tent door. They turned and peered in at Jess, both pairs of eyes glinting in the moonlight. A wall of thick, musky scent drifted to her nose, animal and foreign. Jess blinked a few times as a— It was hard to define, but a sort of softness hit her mind, like the moment a tequila shot starts taking effect. She wasn’t sure why, but she suddenly knew that the sasquatches weren’t here to hurt her.

The first one extended a hand inside the tent again, palm up this time. Without hesitation, Jess reached out and placed her hand on the creature’s palm. 

It closed her entire hand inside its fist and easily pulled her out the tent door by her arm. Sliding out of her sleeping bag, Jess gasped softly as her hand was released. Before she could even sit up, the sasquatch that had unzipped the tent ran a hand over her back and shoulders. Jess felt it slide down over the curve of her ass next, and wondered if the creatures could smell her through her baggy pajama pants. She had been thinking about sex before bed. Did they smell that? 

...Were they here for sex?

She was suddenly scooped up by huge arms and laid over one of the sasquatches’ shoulders. It felt like they were walking now, making low hoots or grunts at each other as they crunched through the darkened woods. She could see their enormous feet stepping along at least nine feet below her. The one carrying her felt like solid muscle beneath the fur—picking her up had seemed effortless for it.

Jess told herself firmly not to panic. There was no way this was real, and it added up—she’d gone to bed thinking about what? Sex and Sasquatch. Her sleeping brain was clearly combining the two into a strangely exciting dream about being abducted by giant ape creatures who wanted her for sex. She only wished the dream would add some squirting orgasms in there, while it was at it with the wish fulfillment. 

———
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THE WALK SEEMED TO take about fifteen minutes. It could have been longer; Jess knew time didn’t pass the same way in dreams as it did in waking life. At the moment that didn’t matter—she was getting excited about what was about to happen to her now. If this went sexual, she could go all-out. Maybe the sasquatches would do her at the same time. Assuming they were both male, that was. They were so huge she hopefully assumed so, but what did she know about dream sasquatches? Maybe the ladies were tall, too.

It was hard to tell from her position slung over a broad shoulder, but Jess thought she saw the ground change from forest floor to bare dirt. The moonlight dimmed out next, and from the echoing footsteps she realized that they were inside a cave. A cave, in the middle of the forest. She wondered if the sasquatches would do her in the dark, but saw that there was a hole in the cave ceiling ahead. It spilled moonbeams down into the middle of the room, and cast faint light back toward the walls. And that’s when she saw them.

More sasquatches. The one carrying her placed her in the very center of the room on the floor, then stepped back to join the crowd as they surrounded her. There were four of them, all massive and covered in thick shaggy fur. In the moonlight she saw that they had slightly ape-like features, but far more human than a chimpanzee or a gorilla. Their eyes were small and deep-set, shining with intelligence. 

Jess sat up slowly, noting the individual features of each. She quickly assigned nicknames to them to tell them apart in her head. The first she’d met had a huge white stripe across his chest, so that was easy—Stripe. His companion with the super dark fur was, obviously, Dark. Jess’s names for the cave dwellers were just as basic and brief: Brown for the chocolate-furred one, and Tiny for the one nearly a foot taller than the others. He was intimidating in his size, but she hoped her dream would be serving up a huge cock to match. 

What a weird thing to be dreaming. 

None of the sasquatches appeared to have breasts, she noted as they crowded in closer. Lucky her. 

“Please be nice to me,” she said softly to Stripe as he leaned in and touched her face, then neck. The creature sniffed at her neck next, and Jess hoped he didn’t hate her strawberry shampoo. Or want to eat it.

No, on second thought, her dream wouldn’t be putting her in a cave full of male sasquatches just for them to hate her shampoo. If they had no sasquatch ladies, maybe they were lonely. Maybe lonely and horny. Jess could sort of relate.

“You want to see that?” Jess asked as Stripe poked at one of her breasts through her pajama shirt. She unbuttoned the top a little and opened it to let him look inside. Grunting low, he leaned in—and hooked a finger under the edge, popping the rest of the buttons open with ease. Jess jumped slightly at the suddenness of it, but held still as the sasquatch’s rough fingers brushed over her bare breast. He pushed one side of the shirt away and sniffed at her bare chest.

“You don’t see these much, do you?” Jess said sympathetically to the gathered sasquatch boys, who all leaned in eagerly to sniff at her. Several huge hands gently brushed over both of her bare breasts and nipples. Stripe pulled her shirt off of her arms, and they began to pet up and down her bare back, too, and over her curly hair in its messy braid. Jess’s hair was strawberry blond; she wondered if sasquatch ladies were ever blond. The hands all over her felt so damn good...

“Ah, that feels good,” she hummed, closing her eyes and taking in all of the touches at once. Being thoroughly examined by a group of gigantic man-like creatures sounded pretty good about now. Clearly the sasquatches didn’t intend to hurt her—they were being amazingly careful for such big things. 

Jess’s eyes flew open as thick fingers slipped between her legs. The hands at her bare back held her upright while one of the creatures—Stripe—rubbed his big thumb up and down, pushing against the layers of Jess’s panties and PJ pants. 

“H-hey,” she said, a bit breathless from the feel of it. “I can take those off if you want.” 

The sasquatches hooted to each other, and Stripe scooped her up from the cave floor, placing her on her feet. Jess leaned against his huge furry chest, breathing in the musky scent of him, and the soft reassuring haze passed over her mind again. This was fine. Fun, even. If she got to dream all of these big built monsters up, she damn well better get to take them for a ride... 

The rip of fabric seemed distant to her. Jess realized her pants had been torn open just seconds before something thick, hot and wet touched her asshole. She flinched slightly, and Stripe made a low hoot, petting at her hair and back. 

“Mm...” Jess made an uneasy little sound as she realized what was touching her. It was a tongue. One of the creatures was licking up and down along her crack, first up over her asshole
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