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<center><H1>When We Meet,</H1>

<H2>and fantasy becomes reality.</H2></center>

You will arrive dressed in no more than three articles of clothing, very flimsy and clothing you don’t mind never seeing again.  You will bring with you other clothes to wear home, because you know that if you don’t you will return home wearing only your passion, like a coat of fur, as I do.   You will be wearing no perfume or hair spray because you know that I want my nostrils filled only with your true aroma, not this artificial veneer peddled to mask our passions for one another. <p>

You arrive at midnight and park your vehicle outside the gate with the “NO TRESSPASSIING” sign.   You make sure the road is abandoned as you climb through the locked gate and make your way into the sparse underbrush toward the lone pine and stop, engulfed in its shadow, while light from the full moon dances off the branches of neighboring trees illuminating patches of ground here and there between them.<p>

You give a start, emitting an involuntary shriek as something soft but opaque is suddenly lowered over your eyes and secured behind your head.  I sniff at your hair and clothes, and lightly trace the contour of your face and breasts with one paw and your shoulder blades, back and buttocks with the other.  I nudge you forward turning you slightly now and again as we move further from the gate and any possibility of interruption.  My paw on your middrift indicates we have reached our destination. <p> 

Suddenly I tear off your nightshirt and pajama bottoms with my paws and shove you forward, pushing you down off balance so that you fall, just catching yourself with your hands outstretched before you.  You cry out but then immediately quite yourself as you come in contact with the surface of the ground, or so it seems at first.  While you are struggling to comprehend how the ground can receive you into a loving embrace, caressing every inch of the front of your body, you shiver as I begin to taste your ankles and calves, working my way up to your upper thighs and buttocks with my hot tongue and sharp teeth.   Your spine tingles as you feel my fur brush over the path made by my mouth moving up your legs.  I lick the hollow at the base of your spine and trace your vertebrae up to the nape of your neck.  I press the weight of my body against yours as I nip the back of your neck, my pelvis pressing against your buttocks.  The hair on the back of your neck is standing straight up as a result of the feel of my fur against your back.<p>

I nibble your ear and whisper my hunger but my whisper is a roar in your ears.  I turn you over, your eyes still covered.  I taste your mouth and throat and then discover the nipples erect on your full breasts.  I massage each breast tasting one and then the other playing alternately with the nipples between my teeth and fingers.  I move my hand down to your navel and you shudder at the feel of my skin against your belly.  Then I discover your panties and I tear them off with my teeth in a moment of fierce rage, gone with the panties as the moist heat of your passion is exposed to the moonlight.  I return to play with your breasts with one hand, kissing your mouth and nipples, while the other hand moves to feel the heat.  I hardly need to touch your clit to bring on your first orgasm.  After a minute or two when your body has calmed, I begin to torture your clit bringing on wave after wave of pleasure.  But I don’t want to just feel your heat, I want to taste your passion as well, so I move down between your legs pushing them wide apart.  Your body convulses as I tease your clit with the fingers of one hand, inserting the fingers of the other hand into your moistness, massagpng the inside behind your clit.  As your body starts to rock I suck your clit into my mouth and begin to torture you with my tongue and teeth.  Your body surges with wave after wave, until I am engulfed in the moans and cries of your pleasure.  It is as hard to breath as if I were actually drowning in your ecstasy.   Finally, when it seems clear that you can take no more, I roll you over onto your stomach once again.  Your body is shuddering with the aftershocks.  I massage your shoulders and back and buttocks.   As you become still I lift your hips, spreading your legs and begin again to massage your clit.  As your moisture increases, I rub my member against your clit and you push your hips into my groin invitingly.  I enter you, my hairy chest and arms hugging your back.  I reach around and massage your clit while thrusting against your G-spot from behind.  Just before you climax, I withdraw from you, against your protests, and roll you over so that I can reenter you face to face.  As we climax together, I collapse on top of you, pressing against your breasts.  I continue to slowly pump inside of you, and then as I cover your mouth with hot kisses, I tear the covering off of your eyes and caress your eyelids with my lips.  I transfer my coat of fur to you without moving more than my arms and you begin to scratch my back as I lay atop you.   Now it is my turn to howl with pleasure, as you scratch behind my ears and over my scalp and make your marks upon my back.<p>

Will I have the pleasure of turning your fantasy into a reality, or will you take the safe path through the wood, merely cherishing your fantasy?  I call to you.  Do you hear me?  Will you cast aside fear and embrace desire?<p>
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