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Manny has been chasing after the news his whole life. It seems like he has no luck when it comes to journalism because he’s never been able to land that elusive big one. His lack of career success is starting to sting. Particularly, due to the fact he just lost the prized student journalist of the year award to his archrival Jessica. Just when it feels like he’s destined to be writing up the sport section box scores the rest of his life, his college newspaper editor comes to him with a prime story. There’s a professor at school wasting college funds searching for bigfoot. It’s the perfect story because some people want to believe in bigfoot and some people want to make fun of the believers, but they all want to read about bigfoot.

Unfortunately, Manny soon learns that the price he is going to have to pay to get his big story is every last cent in Manny’s bank account, but he’ll do anything for a huge juicy story. Thus, he finances the next hunt for bigfoot out of pocket. It doesn’t hurt that he’ll be spending his time digging for the news out in the deep woods alone with the lovely Haley, the professor’s super sexy graduate student, on this bigfoot hunt. Will Manny’s encounters in the woods lead to the big one? It certainly will change him in ways he never thought possible.


Bigfoot Logbook: We’ve had our first sighting of the season. A hiker on the south side of the pass had an encounter yesterday. No photographs, naturally. In addition, I met some guy from the student newspaper today. He said to me that he was an editor. He also said that he wanted to do an exclusive interview with a student from Professor Starr’s lab. I’m not sure about seeking publicity. We’re so close now to finding real evidence of bigfoot that I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize it. I’ll have to ask the professor what he thinks.

Signed, Haley


Chapter 1

“You’re looking good today, Jessica,” said Manny.

“Fuck off you creep,” she replied.

Jessica walked off toward her cubicle. Manny watched her backside the whole way. It was worth watching. Jessica used to be fun to be around. She had been just one of the newsroom boys back then. That was true right up until that student journalist of the year award came her way. Who would have thought ten thousand words on banking regulations would win a thing? Now she thought she was hot stuff, and thus this new bitch act that she constantly put on display every time he saw her.

She was hot stuff, though. She wore every bit of her red skin-tight dress like a champ. Manny had been so close to scoring with her, then came that award. She went from almost his hot stuff to untouchable in an instant. That was the story of Manny’s life. He was almost dating the woman of his dreams almost all the time while in reality spending most college nights very alone.

“You got a minute, or you plan on stalking Jessica with your eyes all day?”

The fact someone was talking to him forced Manny to tear himself away from watching Jessica. He glanced up to see that Rob Brown wanted a word with him. Rob was leaning over Manny’s cubicle wall. Rob was supposed to be his buddy. Yeah, some buddy he was. Rob was chief editor at the student paper. He had given Jessica that hot story last year while sticking poor Manny on the college sports beat. The reward she paid Rob for that hot story was worth it for Rob or so went the office rumors. A man couldn’t get too down on another man for getting a leg over one way or the other.

Manny asked, “You want something from me because I’m busy writing up the exciting world of sport scores everyone knows already?”

“No one is ever busy writing about sports, Manny.”

“Nonsense, box scores don’t write two hundred words about themselves so if you want something ...”

“I got what I wanted, and you know it,” boasted Rob.

“So, you came by to rub it in again that I’m still rubbing them out while Jessica is spanking your monkey?”

Rob ducked inside Manny’s cubicle. He glanced over to Jessica then dropped his voice. He said, “Look, you’d give the plum assignments to her too. I know you would if you were in my shoes because you’ve also seen that plum ass of hers too. Damn it I won’t lie that she used it on me to get those great assignments out of me. She’s got it, Manny, and you don’t. That, my friend, is life.”

“Word around the office is that she didn’t give it away so much as have you by the balls. Thanks for gloating to me even more, but I know who wears the pants in your relationship already. Now if you will excuse me, I got one thousand words to type up on our fifteenth loss of the basketball season.”

“Manny, don’t be sore, be real. Jessica is going to graduate and walk into an on the air job. She’s got a face, body, and head for local television and you know it. I want to ride that wave with her. Editor at a student paper is a crap career and you know it. She has it and uses it. I’m using it too. She is my one-way ticket out of here. While you … Well, you don’t have it.”

“And I’m not going to get it.”

“I might not either anymore.”

“So, she dumped you already, such a shame,” replied Manny, feeling a little smug. Rob reached into his pants and dropped a folded sheet of paper on his desk. Manny asked, “What’s this?”

Ron explained, “Next year’s winning story. I was going to give it to Jessica, but I saw her in a men’s room stall giving it to the Dean of education. I don’t want her to know that I know that she’s banging other men behind my back, but I do want a little revenge on my cheating one-way ticket out of here. This golden story is yours now. Thank me later.”

Manny shrugged. All was fair in the game of love and war. Sometimes you don’t have to do a thing to have the tide of battle turn your way. Manny unfolded the paper. There was a time, date, and the words Haley Lee written on it. Manny asked, “What gives?”

“Give me ten thousand words, negative words on her story.” Rob stepped out of the cubicle. He yelled, “Shape up or else, Manny!” He then turned in Jessica’s direction. Rob gave a fake smile toward her and then oozed in her direction. Rob said, “There’s my ace reporter, Jessica, have I got a story for you.”

Jessica and Rob went off together into his private office. Manny felt dirty for having just seen Rob’s act, but at least he wasn’t fucking the boss to get ahead like Jessica. Still, if Rob wanted to fuck over Jessica a little then this Haley person better be a grade a fuck job. The question was, was she? Manny scratched his chin. Did he really have a plum assignment or was Rob jerking him around yet again? There was only one way to find out. Tomorrow he’d see this Haley Lee person, whoever they were, and figure out why her story was supposed to be so golden.


Bigfoot Logbook: Professor Starr said for me to take a chance and meet with the press. We’re low on funds, as usual, so maybe we’ll attract outside support. It sounds like a desperate act, but I’ll do anything to keep up our precious funding. We’ve had our second sighting of the season. There was a sighting on the old north trail today. Two lumberjacks claim to have seen something. It was a large brown object moving between the trees. It was too big to be a brown bear. No pictures, though. It feels right. Mating season is upon us and it’s the time of year we get the most sightings. I need to get out in the woods soon. To do that, we need funding. The newspaper better not jerk us around. We need good press to get a secure funding source.

Signed, Haley


Chapter 2

Manny was uneasy about being on the academic side of the campus. He’d avoided the classroom schooling part of college life for most of his time here. He was in college to get a job and not an education after all.

He walked the halls of the biology building looking for a certain room number. All he saw around him were laboratories. Maybe someone was discovering a cure for cancer here at school. That would be a nice scoop, but it hardly felt like a prize winner of a story. Cures for cancer that didn’t really work were dime a dozen feel good stories for a newspaper. He needed a scandal. Jessica had exposed fraud in the banking regulations. Well, fraud of a certain nature. It turned out the administrators at school were using a tax law loophole to spend millions of dollars from the college’s tuition fund on Asian massage parlors instead of academics. It ended up a happy ending for Jessica while all those administrators’ careers went splat. A good sex scandal made anything feel important, even banking fraud.

He found his destination. It was a dark room in an out of the way corner on the top floor of the building. It felt more like a janitor’s closet than a proper lab. What had Rob got him into now?

Manny went inside. He called out, “Hello, anyone at home?”

No one replied. He hit the light switch. This Haley person was a no show. Some great story Rob had given him. Manny frowned. He then examined the room he had just illuminated. If the story doesn’t come to you, you must go to the story. He might just have to do some groundwork to dig up a story here.

It was a creepy room filled with maps on the wall and camping gear. There was one map on the wall in particular that drew Manny’s attention. It was not a map of the campus or the city. It was a map of nowhere. Well, it was a map of the mountain wilderness from these parts, but the wilderness felt like nowhere to a big city guy like Manny. He stuck to campus and avoided the woods at all costs. There were little red pins stuck into the map here and there. Each pin was numbered in black ink. There were also two blue pins marked one and two. He shrugged. They meant nothing to him.

He muttered to himself, “I wonder what these pins are?”

“They’re sighting locations,” said a voice, a sexy voice at that.

Manny didn’t appreciate the last part of that statement. Instead, he nearly jumped out of his skin due to the surprise of hearing that sexy voice. He turned to see a young asian woman standing by the door to the room. She was rather striking in appearance. She was five foot four and rock hard fit. She had long raven-black hair that was tied back in a long flowing ponytail. She wore a Lycra top and bottom with running sneakers and a pink hair band. Her entrance had scared him, but her rugged beauty scared him even more.

Manny replied, “I’m here to see one Haley Lee.”

She reached out her hand. She said, “I’m Haley. Sorry, about being late. I was just getting my workout in. I need to stay fit just in case I get an opportunity to do field work this year.”

His eyes moved up and down her. He couldn’t help himself. Her nipples were nearly poking out of the fabric of her top. He tried to compose himself. Impress this pretty girl by saying something journalistic, he thought.

“I’m with the student paper,” he said.

“I know.”

Right, of course she knows. She came here to get interviewed by you, moron. Jeepers, Manny, some ace reporter you are. You go to pieces at the first sight of a pretty face. Stay calm and keep talking, he said to himself.

He said to her, “I heard there was a great story here and I’m interested in hearing it.”

He didn’t get the usual explosive response back. Normally people gush all over him at the chance to be interviewed. The flattery of an interview made them feel important. Haley merely sighed.

She replied, “There isn’t a great story here yet. The story is out there.”

“Out where?”

Haley continued, “In the woods, of course. It will be here soon enough, though. Someday soon, it will be mine. We’re so close now, but no smoking gun is in our hands yet. Without that critical piece of evidence, I’m afraid people will … Well, they will just laugh at us.”

“Come on, don’t be like that.”

Haley tossed her hair and got red in the face. She said, “Typical male response. I’m a serious researcher and all you can do is be condescending toward me. I knew this interview was a mistake. Oh, but we need research money. An exploration costs so much money these days and we haven’t had a grant in ages.”

She was talking more to herself than to Manny, but he let her talk. He could smell a story here somewhere. It might just be the scent of her work out on her. There was something about a sweaty girl that turned him on. Manny, you need to help this girl out and get in her pants. That will be quite a story in itself. Still, there was more to it. There was a real story here. He could feel it. It was here just waiting to escape her lips. There was a professor in need of money, some odd research track that Manny didn’t understand yet, and a dedicated pretty girl involved. Yeah, there was a story here. He just needed to get it out of her.

Manny replied, “I’m sorry if I sounded condescending just now. The paper is really interested in hearing your story. For instance, these pins in the map here tell you what exactly?”

Haley brightened up. She replied, “The blue ones are the most recent sightings. We're chasing evidence of a new species so it’s important to chase down every lead. You can see last year’s sightings in red and as I said, this season’s sightings are in blue. We’ve had a lot of activity in this region right here. We’ve already had two sightings this year. Two! We could really use an expedition to this region here on the map. I’m certain a specimen is there waiting to be found.”

An expedition to find a new species, now that sounded interesting. Manny wasn’t convinced, though, that it was guaranteed award winning material. Not unless it was something eye catching. New salamander species weren’t most people’s cup of tea, but a new bear or monkey found in these parts were. He asked, “So you’d be looking for what exactly?”

“As I’m sure you’re aware, Professor Starr is in the exo-biology department. We specialize in researching aliens that have in the past or are currently visiting Earth. It is our theory that the creature known as bigfoot is in fact an alien species that has become trapped on our planet. We live just west of prime bigfoot territory so it’s our major line of inquiry and research to explore this region of the mountains.”

Manny suppressed a giggle. Oh shit, Rob was right there was a story here. Haley said all that as serious as can be. This hot girl was totally whacked in the head. That was an odd turn on for him. Maybe Manny just attracted nutjobs. He licked his pencil and started to write in a notepad. As he wrote, he replied, “It’s hard to believe people would laugh at you when you tell them that.”

Haley said, “I know. There are over twenty sightings a year in these parts, yet no one wants to believe it.”

“Well, it’s hard for some people to believe, given those sightings never have evidence. No photographs have surfaced after all these years, it’s hard to explain that, right?”

She shook her head. “The professor has an explanation for that.”

“Go on,” added Manny. Any explanation was bound to be pure comic gold.

“They shapeshift.”

“Who?”

“The bigfoot, silly.”

“Oh, right.”

Haley explained, “We believe the entire bigfoot alien species that is trapped on Earth is female. Well, sort of female in their own way. It’s our belief, well founded in science I’ll have you know, that these bigfoots can shapeshift in appearance to transform themselves into human women in order to lure human males to them in order that these males can be prepared for mating with them. That’s why despite a robust population in this area you have only a handful of sightings. When they’re close to a man, most of the time they’re transformed. Thus, no photographs after all these years of bigfoot be so near the campus, but we have many sightings and photographs of beautiful women out in the woods. We had an incident only last year where a logger met and spent the night in the woods with a strange woman. After the experience, he acted … Well funny to say the least, so I know it was a bigfoot he encountered.”

“Funny how?” asked Manny.

“What does it matter? Clearly, based on his weird account we are certain she was a bigfoot. We’ve got so much evidence, so much, yet few believe us. Time is slipping through our fingers. The Dean … He thinks the professor is nuts. He’s cut off our funding.”

Manny clicked his tongue. He added, “That’s so judgmental of him.”

“I know, right! He cut off all our funds because he said we were wasting precious college funding. I’m so frustrated. We need to get out in the field. I’d do just about anything to get my hands on money. That’s why I’m talking to you. It’s a desperate play for money.”

Manny would let her do just about anything to him for money, since she was that good looking. Still, he doubted she meant what he was thinking. He asked, “How much funding would you need?”

“Ten thousand dollars.”

Manny was silent for a second. Rob would never okay ten thousand dollars for a pursuit of bigfoot from the paper’s cash reserve. This was a great story, though. It had everything, pseudoscience, insanity, fraud, sexy women of a strange sorts, and the abuse of college funds. It had something for those that needed to believe and something for normal people like Manny. It also had red hot sex appeal in the form of Haley. Shit, Manny just had to nail Haley … Err, this compelling story about her bigfoot passion. He had to expose her … Her story that is.

He said, “I think I can dig up the funds.”

She hugged him. “Oh my god! And to think I was certain you wouldn’t be on my side. To think, I thought you would laugh and think I was crazy. This is just super.”

Manny could feel her rock-hard nipples poking his chest. He was planning on using his student loan money to pay for this story, but if he was right then he’d pass Jessica on the hot newsboy list. People loved bullshit stories. He could taste that student journalist award being all his to win this year. It was worth all his money. He asked, “When do you need this money?”

“As soon as possible, because time is ticking.”

“Now someone on the paper will have to go with you to make sure we get our story. It’s the price you need to pay for us funding you,” added Manny.

She backed away. She asked, “Is there someone up to hiking the wilds on your paper?”

“Of course.”

“Who?”

“Me,” replied Manny.

She paused. She gave him the once over. Then she shrugged. She asked, “Are you sure you have what it takes?”

“Positive.”

“You do understand that bigfoot is dangerous, particularly towards men?”

“Of course.”

“It’s a deal then.”

Dangerous, Manny suppressed a smirk. He didn’t want to ruin the moment with reality. Haley was a nutter, and, man, he hoped he got to nut her. He reached out his hand and they shook on the deal.


Bigfoot Logbook: A reporter called Manny from the student paper is coming on this season’s field trip. He looks a little too small to be much use. Plus, I don’t like the idea of being alone with him out in the woods. I’ll have to waste time taking care of him. He looks like he was made to be eaten by a bear. He looks like just another soft male. Too many of those in my life and they do nothing for me. I’ll do anything. Anything, though, to get my story out. Anything to land my college thesis data. Anything! Even spend time with a man. We begin hiking the Cemetery Ridge line at dawn. Ten days of hiking, camping, and hunting for evidence. This year is the year. I can feel it.             

Signed, Haley


Chapter 3

“Can’t we take a breather?” asked Manny.

“Take a break already? But we’ve only been hiking for three hours. Had I wanted to be slowed down, I would have brought Professor Starr with us. He’s eighty and in better shape than you,” Haley replied.

If the old man could do better with this pack on his back, I’d like to see it, thought Manny. After three hours with a fifty-pound pack on his back, he was dying inside. He had to wonder what the fuck was this little Asian chick made of if she wasn’t as tired as him too. One thing was clear and that was that sitting behind a news desk all day typing up box scores on a computer hadn’t left Manny in this she-beast’s class as a hiker. Granted, Manny wasn’t going to let his manhood be exposed as anything less than all-manly so a lie seemed in order here.

Manny said, “I’m not tired, I was merely thinking about us taking a biological break.”

Haley stopped. “Oh, a piss break. Yeah, not a bad idea, I suppose. Let’s have a quick squirt then hit the trail again.”

“Is there a ranger hut near here?” asked Manny.

“We’ve got no bathrooms out here. Out here we do it in the bushes. The hers bushes are on the right and the his bushes are on the left. Remember, don’t stray too far from the path.”

She traipsed off into the undergrowth. Manny sighed in relief as soon as she was out of sight. Manny leaned against a rock. He took in three deep breaths. Manny, old man, you can’t hike like this for too much longer. Still, maybe a few minutes rest might be all he needs to recover. It was then that an urge came over his bladder. It must be the weight of the backpack beating down on it causing it to need relief. He sighed. All he wanted was a rest. No such luck. His pretend piss break was turning into a real one. His rest time was over. He needed to find a place among the evergreens to take a piss.

The smell of the pine made the search a pleasant one. It didn’t take long to find a pine tree big enough to shield him from view. From the view of who exactly, he didn’t know. He figured he was the only idiot out here.

He unbuckled his pack and dropped it. He unzipped his pants and took out his dick. As he did, he heard a noise out in the forest. It sounded like a person’s voice. Maybe he was wrong about being alone out here. Well, he wasn’t really alone, was he? Haley was out here too. Shit, did Haley say right or left? Did he go left or right? As his mind raced trying to remember, he heard the noise again.

“Anyone out there!” he called to the underbrush.

There was no answer to his call. He started to get the major creeps like a choo train running down his spine. He heard the sound again. No, not the same sound. This time it sounded different. More like dried tree branches breaking as someone stepped on them. There was someone out there.

He took a step toward the sound. He felt like every victim in a B-movie slasher film. What was he doing moving toward the danger? Wait, what danger? He was alone in a mountain forest. There was no danger, he reminded himself. It was probably just squirrels fucking. He chuckled at the thought.

He reached a small clearing. He was on a small ledge. He must have hiked a few hundred feet upward searching for the source of the noise because he could see the path below him. There was a strange scent here. Something had recently been standing here. It was a good place to stand if you wanted a decent view of the path below. Manny wondered what this something was looking at. His head started to swoon. He was getting dizzy. The smell was more overwhelming than he realized at first. Then it hit him. It was a splash of water. Only no, it couldn’t have been that as it had a strange stench to it.

The smell went as quickly as it came on him. It had ebbed now, and his head cleared. He wiped the wetness on his arm. Then he held the wetness to his nose. It had no smell. Then something strange overcame him. He tasted the wetness on his fingers. It tasted so good. He blinked. What was this stuff?

He remembered the ledge now. Something had been here staring down at something. He moved to the edge of the ledge. He peered down. He got a great view of Haley. A better view than he could ever dreamed of having. Her pants and panties were off. She was busy filling in a hole she dug. Man, her bare legs looked fantastic. He caught sight of her bare muff. She had a tuft of raven black hair down there. It was a calling card inviting Manny to keep watching. Oh, but he shouldn’t watch her at all. It was morally wrong and more than slightly perverted.

A wind blew through the forest. It tickled him down below. He forgot that he had his dick out already. He took it out to go piss and forgot to store it away. Walking around the woods with your dick out, smart Manny boy, real smart. He reached for his zipper. He didn’t zip up, though. His raging hard-on got in the way. He wasn’t the only one enjoying the view from this perch. His dick liked it too.

The scent of the area started to warm him deep down inside. It aroused him in a strange way. Manny stroked himself. He stopped. Manny get ahold of yourself. She’s just a science chick. She’s not going to be into you at all. Oh, but he longed to be into her just now. The scent around him was driving him wild. What was this strange smell and why did he suddenly feel the need to climax? Yes, the scent was making him horny. That was silly, though. Right? He watched the half-naked Haley below him. He wasn’t really looking at her nakedness, though. He saw her tempting panties. He wanted to get into those panties, but not in the normal way. It would be so lovely to wear them. That’s what he really wanted. It was not so silly. She was hot in them; he might be too. He started stroking himself again. His mind called out, Dude, don’t jack-off here. He ignored his conscience and kept beating his meat to the sight of her. She wasn’t a pretty soft office model like Jessica. No, Haley was thick and powerful. She was very masculine in her ways. He liked that. He could be like that too. She was so sexy and masculine. She was so incredibly sexy. She was ...

He heard a strange sound again. It was a strange voice this time. Almost human in quality, but somehow it was also not of this world. It must be the wind because it blew through the trees softly like the wind, he thought. Haley must have heard it too because she looked straight up in his direction at that moment. Her eyes met his as they leered down at her. Oh, fuck! She knew he was jerking off while watching her. Only it wasn’t what she thought. There had been this strange mental hold on him just now. He wasn’t a pervert, he wasn’t. Something had taken over his mind. Only, that sounded worse than him being a pervert. Either way, that journalist award felt farther away than ever right about now. They didn’t give perverts journalist awards . . . Well, often.

He took a step back from the ledge to get out of her view just as he delivered his fresh sticky load to the forest floor. Suddenly the scent and the sound disappeared completely. Manny came to his senses. He kicked the dirt. Great job, Manny boy. You just got caught peeping on the only person that can hike you out of these woods. Maybe, just maybe she didn’t see everything you were doing. There was only one way to find out. He’d just got caught being a major league creep. It had been an accident at first, but not by the end. He wanted her panties and had done something that meant he’d never be inside those panties. He was a moron plain and simple. He disgusted himself so much he couldn’t even enjoy the orgasm he just had. Why had he done it? He wasn’t typically a creep. What had gotten in his head? Why was he still thinking about her lovely panties?

He whispered, “You played with your rat and got caught, Manny boy. Now it is time to pay the piper.”


Bigfoot Logbook: I heard the clear mating call of a bigfoot today. It called out four or five times. I think my hiking partner heard it too. I can’t be sure since they appeared more interested in jerking off than finding history. Of course, that in its own way is highly interesting. Males, the weaker sex, always feel the lure of a bigfoot’s scent first. I’ve heard it can do strange things to a man. I should never have brought such a beta male out here. They don’t understand how dangerous a bigfoot can be. There must be one nearby! I will set up motion cameras tonight. With any luck, I’ll have evidence by morning.

Signed, Haley


Chapter 4

The pop tent was finally up. The pop part of that name being the biggest lie Manny had ever heard.  The thing hardly popped right up. It took him thirty minutes of poking rods around at the very least before it was ready. Fuck it, though, he was done now. He tossed his sleeping bag inside and zipped it up. There wasn’t much room inside there. They’d practically be sleeping on top of each other tonight. That might be awkward after this afternoon. Haley hadn’t said a word about the incident, though. It had been six more hours of near dead silence hiking on the trail after that little event. Maybe he’d gotten away with it after all.

He walked over to the fire. He wasn’t that skilled in outdoorsmanship, but he could build a fire. He had a nice roaring one built already. Dinner was cooking on top of it. He could go for a whole pizza and a pitcher of beer right about now. He was settling for trail soup and fresh water from a mountain stream. Nothing spelled disappointment like soup for dinner.

“The fire is too close to the tent,” said Haley.

Oh, good she was back. She’d left him alone for over an hour as she traipsed around the woods doing science crap.

He said to her, “It will keep us warm tonight.”

“I have a thermal sleep sack to keep myself warm. The fire is to keep the critters away and cook our meals. Oh, and get the rest of our food into a bear box quickly,” she ordered.

“Why do I have to take your orders when I’m the one paying for all this?” asked Manny.

“Because I caught you peeping and jerking this afternoon. If you don’t want the world to know about it, you’ll shut up and do as I say.”

Manny turned bright red. He replied, “I … Ah … It was a …”

She interrupted, “It is just one of the many reasons why I’m glad to be a lesbian. Men, you’re all the same. The weaker sex. You’re all disgusting.”

“You are a les …”

“Don’t repeat my words like a parrot. Time is wasting. We need to eat and then get into the bush.”

Manny said, “You just came from the bush.”

“Right, I was setting up infrared motion cameras to the west. We will head to the east after sundown. I want any critter around here to get our scent over there. It should drive them upwind, to the west.”

“Where the cameras are,” added Manny.

“You did attend at least one college class. Come on, let’s eat.”

“What are we driving west?” asked Manny.

“The source of the strange sounds that you heard this afternoon.”

“I didn’t hear …”

“Of course you did.” She paused and looked him clear in the eyes.

“What?” he asked.

“Are you feeling okay?”

“Of course.”

“You only heard a sound this afternoon, right?” she asked.

“Well, I smelled something too and followed it.”

“Following the smell is what led you to that ledge where you accidentally saw me…”

He interrupted, “I felt something wet too.”

“And?”

“I tasted it,” he added.

“Fascinating!”

“If you say so. Look, I . . . I didn’t mean too . . .”

“Of course not. It was bigfoot. It can have strong effects on the beta male.”

Manny balked. “I’m hardly a beta, I can assure you. . .”

She waved him off. She smiled a wicked smile at him. Then she said, “We will not talk about this afternoon again if you do everything that I tell you to do from now on.”

“Okay, I guess.”

She had him by the balls and she knew it. He was feeling a touch beta at the moment. She started to pull the meal off the fire. Manny checked out her backside. It was so perfectly shaped. She was gay. He was stuck out here for nine more days with a siren. She was so tempting, and so off limits and she had him by the balls. Suddenly, he needed a cold shower and there was none to be had.

She handed him a tin of soup. He stuck his spoon in it and pretended to be happy. He needed to stir up a conversation to get his mind off her … the soup. Okay, the soup and her. If not, he’d sit here lusting after her.

He said, “How long do we stand out there tonight?”

“Until two at least. There’s no scientific evidence of bigfoot movement after that hour.”

“It will be dark out there.”

“Full moon tonight.”

“What if we get lost?”

“I won’t.”

Ouch, she knows how to jab at you, so Manny don’t say anymore. She hates you. You deserve the hate too. You are after all here to prove her nuts, right?

Haley finished up dinner first. She toned the fire down, moved the tent, stored her gear, and placed the bear box in a tree. When she was done, she said, “Time to move. Once you’re ready, head about one hundred meters south-east.”

“Meters?”

“You’ve heard of the metric system, right?” she asked.

He replied, “I’ve heard only vague rumors of it.”

“You’re so frustrating. Fine, you head two hundred paces in that direction. Just hang there. Wait until you hear the hoot of an owl to come back to camp.”

Manny asked, “What does an owl sound like?”

She cupped her hands together. “Hooty-hoo, Hooty-hoo. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Good luck.”

She started off in a north-east direction. He said, “Wait!”

She sighed. She turned and asked, “What now?”

“What if those sounds this afternoon came from a bear and not your bigfoot?”

“You can always climb a tree if it’s a bear.”

“That works?” asked Manny.

“Sure, if the bear climbs up after you and kills you, it was a black bear. If it knocks the tree down and kills you, it was a grizzly. Climbing the tree always works for whoever finds your corpse. It helps them identify the type of bear that killed you. Later,” she said and waved goodbye.

She left him on that note. He sucked up the rest of his soup. Nine more days of this shit. She hated him and he was going to let him die out here. The story, think about the story, he thought. When in Rome act like a Roman. When in the woods with a nut at least act as nutty as her. You want to write about all the stupid things she does, right? The story is still yours, Manny boy. You just need to survive it to write it.

He started counting as he walked from his perfectly good campsite into the black forest. He’d be sitting alone in the dark woods in hope of seeing a bigfoot tonight. Yup, that was crazy, but a crazy good story. He hit two hundred steps. The sun had set, and the temperature was dropping. He frowned. He found a fallen tree and sat on it. He had nothing to do. He couldn’t even write notes in his notebook because it was too dark. He just sat there listening. He heard nothing.

Well, that wasn’t one hundred percent true. He heard running water. He got up and followed his ears. He ran into a mountain stream. There was a waterfall dropping down from above to his level. At the base of the waterfall was a small pool. He smelled himself. He could use a bath after all that hiking this afternoon. Haley didn’t tell him not to bathe while sitting out here doing nothing. The moonlight reached into this pool enough to see rather well. Fuck it, he started to strip down.

He dipped his toe in. It was cold. It helped wake him up. He waded in. He then swam out to the middle of the pool. He submerged himself. The water was ice cold, but he felt refreshed all the same. It was a free ice spa. He washed all the stink from this afternoon off.

As he washed, a branch broke out there somewhere in the woods by the pool. Manny’s skin began to crawl. Shit, a bear and here he was naked as a jaybird in a pool! He turned in the direction of the noise. It wasn’t a bear standing there. It was … It was … Manny washed his eyes with the cold pool water. His eyes, they must be broken. He blinked and then he looked out again. Damn, if there wasn’t a hot ass blonde chick standing near the edge of the pool. His eyes weren’t broken; she was real. She was totally nude. Her hair reached down to her feet. It was a long trip down because she was tall. Her skin had a strange glow about it. The reflection of the moonlight caused it to shine, maybe. Why was she out here, he wondered. Why was she nude? That was a better question. She must be a hippy chick. She was high on something and wandering the forest, he guessed.

Manny waved to her. He spoke softly, “Hi there.”

She didn’t reply. Instead, she jumped into the water. She swam right up to him. Manny was face to face with near female perfection. She kissed him just like that. He melted into her arms. They were strong arms. Her hands tugged at his member. The water was ice cold, but his staff fought off the shrinkage. A woman like this warmed it up plenty.

Just as he was getting fully excited, she pushed him away. She swam to the shore and leaned against a rock. Her backside was pointed toward him. She was offering herself to him. She was presenting just like an animal. It stirred an animal lust in Manny. He didn’t even try to resist the feeling. He swam over to her. He placed his cock between her legs. He found her secret wet spot. He eased himself into her. She grunted. She was warm inside and very wet. Man, hippy girls don’t need much foreplay. He went deep into her easily. She was wet but her box was so tight.

He’d been with women before, but nothing like this. She was beautiful like Jessica plus some. She wasn’t a she-beast like Haley, but a spritely wood nymph temptress. She was a man’s wet dream come true. He pumped this wood sprite from behind on the edge of the waterfall pool. The more he pumped the stronger he felt. He was no longer tired and cold. He was on fire. He was alive. Whoever this whacked out hippy chick was, she was worth the price he paid for this hike. Oh, what a story. Oh, what a sweet ass lay. The fire inside him grew. It roared. The flames beat with the sound of their humping. Manny was alive.

She climaxed. He felt her juices run from her. Damn, she was a squirter. He never had a squirter before. He wanted to please her. She started to move to his rhythm as he upped his game. Harder and harder he pumped. He should have cum by now. He had never lasted this long before. Give her the good stuff Manny boy, he thought. She’s worth it. Then it happened. It was like a spark struck him. The pure electricity ran through him and then he erupted into her. He pumped more cum into her than he thought he had stored up. Oh god, what a good lay. Who was this magnificent creature? Of all the places for perfection who’d think he’d find it here tonight?

He pulled out of her. He wanted to kiss her. He wanted to cuddle her. He wanted her name at the very least. But he was suddenly tired. He was exhausted. His head was woozy. A few moments ago, there was a fire inside him. Now there was only smoke clouding his vision. He yawned.

“You’re so perfect,” he muttered toward her as he drifted in and out of sleep. The last thing he saw was her eyes staring at him. It was like she was sizing him up. She was so beautiful. She was pure perfection. It was like she was made just for him.


Bigfoot Logbook: I left the reporter all alone in the woods. Leave it to me to take the biggest wussy in these parts out hiking with me. I hope he doesn’t get himself killed. Oh well, it can’t be helped. I needed him out of the way so he wouldn’t mess up my camera trap. I’ve never heard this much bigfoot activity around me as tonight. There were so many mating calls near me. I wonder why?

Signed, Haley


Chapter 5

Manny could hear the sound of running water. Its gentle trickling sound slowly roused him from his slumber. He opened his eyes. It was pitch black out. The full moon was long gone from the sky. It must be hidden behind a patch of clouds leaving him in total darkness. That sucked, but at least he wasn’t alone in the dark. He remembered what had made him so sleepy. He'd given that hot blonde a stiff one.

“You still here, my little wood nymph?” he asked the darkness around him.

There was no reply. Then again, maybe he was all alone. He stretched and stood up. He knocked the forest debris off his still naked body. It was really unwise to fall asleep on the forest floor while naked. That was the kind of wisdom that always came to him after he’d done something completely stupid. Being wise after the fact was the story of his life. He felt his hair. It was still damp. He must not have been sleeping for too long then, but he had been asleep. It made him wonder. What went on after he had fallen asleep?

He had a sinking suspicion come over him. Perhaps he had fallen asleep after his dip in the pool and dreamed of the whole sex fling with the blonde. It must be true. Hot ass chicks so into guilt-free sex weren’t roaming the woods by moonlight, right? Shit, it had seemed so real to him too. He could almost feel the burning animal desire still raging deep inside him burning away all his inhibitions. That pure wild feeling he had had while he fucked her was still pulsing through him and yet it wasn’t a real feeling. It had been a blue balls dream. They were the worst type of dreams. You had them because you were horny, but you woke up even hornier and still alone. Granted, it was fun while it lasted. This mountain outdoor air must be good for him or at least good for his wet dreams. He adjusted his junk. It was still warm to the touch. Why the hell was it so warm? Did he dream up the fling with this woman or not? It didn’t matter because in the end she was still gone either way.

“Hooty-hoo, Hooty-hoo!”

Shit, Haley was calling for him. Here he was naked, and it was so dark he couldn’t see his clothes. Where the fuck were they? Manny started a desperate search on all fours feeling around on the cool forest floor for his clothes.

“Hooty-hoo, Hooty-hoo!”

She had called again. He thought, just wait a minute, bitch. It was just like Haley to be so impatient. He hit what felt like a sock with his left hand. It was a sock! He moved in that direction. It was his clothes! He frantically put them on. He could hear Haley moving through the woods now. She was searching for him. Come on dress faster, Manny boy. She thinks you’re a creep already. What will she think if she finds you nude out here?

“Hooty-hoo, Hooty-hoo!”

Manny pulled up his pants. He put on his shirt as he yelled back, “Hoot-hoot.”

The beam of a flashlight hit him. Haley had brought a flashlight. Why didn’t he think of doing that? Haley moved up on him. He could see something in her face. It was a sense of worry. She was worried about him not calling back. She cared about him! She had been worried when he hadn’t called back to her. It wasn’t love, but it was a start.

She asked, “Why weren’t you answering my calls?”

“I got lost.”

“Why didn’t …”

“Look, I’m not as smart as you, that is why,” he interrupted.

She relaxed. She even smiled. Manny ole boy, she’s warming up to you. She cares if you live or die. It’s a start.

She replied, “You look funny.”

“Haha, funny?” asked Manny.

She shook her head. “No, you look different. I can’t put my finger on it. You’ve changed. What happened out here after you got lost?”

Manny thought about the blonde. She seemed less real by the minute. Manny shrugged. He replied, “Nothing special.”

“Okay, then. It must be just seeing you in the dim flashlight. Too bad we didn't see anything. I heard a lot of activity tonight. I hope my traps caught something.”

"That would be nice."

"We’ll know tomorrow when we check them. Let’s get back to camp and go to sleep."

“You got the light, so I’ll follow you.”

She led the way back to camp by flashlight. He followed her. She had the flashlight and a pair of skin-tight Lycra shorts on so he would certainly follow her. He’d follow that ass to hell and back again. Particularly, now that he knew the truth. She cared if he lived or died. It was all he could think about. Well, that and diving deep into her ass with his dick. Really, blonde farcical water tarts weren’t Manny’s cup of tea at all. There was something seductive about a woman with toned curves. Haley had shape because she was in shape. She had muscles. She was strength personified. He wanted her. He wanted Haley now. Oh, but she was a dyke. He made a face. He was always almost with the woman of his dreams almost all the time. Too bad she couldn’t dyke him out . . . Maybe. That . . . That wasn’t a thing, right?

They reached the tent at last. He was so tired he wanted to dive in his sleeping bag, but Haley said, “Ladies first.” She pulled the zipper down and climbed in. She had the flashlight with her, so he stood alone in the dark waiting. It wasn’t all bad, though. He could see her in silhouette projected by the flashlight on the canvas of the tent. She was stripping down. He was transfixed by her tantalizing figure. Then she climbed into her sleeping bag. She didn’t put anything on!

“You can come in now,” she called to him.

He paused. He had to wait a minute for his raging hard-on to relax. He didn’t want Haley to see it. Jeepers Manny boy, did you see that? Don’t touch yourself to that sight. Not tonight. Don’t creep her out again. She is warming up to you now. Keep it together, Manny boy.

He went in. Her clothes were in a small pile on the floor. He saw her white Lycra workout panties on top of the dirty clothes. Oh man, she was nude in that sleeping bag. Well, when in Rome. He stripped down to his boxers. She was watching him do it.

He said to her playfully, “Do you think it is wise to sleep in the buff?”

“My sleeping bag is very warm,” she replied.

He asked, “But what if a bear comes along in the night?”

She replied, “I’m not worried. Do you think it’s wise to sleep in Paw Patrol boxers?”

He turned red faced. He looked down at his underwear. She laughed at him and said, “Your skin is very smooth. Most girls would love to have your complexion.”

“Really?” He was slightly puzzled by her remark. He felt he was rather normally hairy for a man his age. He ran his hand over his chest. It was smooth. That was weird.

She turned off the flashlight. She replied, “Really. We have an early morning tomorrow so sleep well, my smooth Manny."

He crawled into his sleeping bag. Honestly, he was actually a pretty hairy guy. He felt his chest again. It was smooth and so was his legs! Well, that was odd. He didn't think about it more, though. He was lost in thoughts of Haley. He wondered if she knew. She must know after this afternoon, but did she really know? Did she know that he was falling in love with her? Her nuttiness, her sternness, her ordering him around ... He wanted her. Did she know?

“Come on dream, I’m waiting on you,” said Manny.

He got further with women in his dreams than in reality. That blonde would be there waiting for him in his dream. Suddenly thoughts of Haley ebbed from his head. Yes, blonde hippy girl where are you? Really, Manny, you’re such a whore. You’re popping boners left in right over different women you’ll never have.

Suddenly there she was. That hot ass blonde had arrived. She was standing at the foot of his sleeping bag. She was a dream girl. She waved to him. She was nude, but not really all that blonde anymore. This woman was someone new. She was dark in complexion. She was more feminine than Haley, but not as soft as the blonde. She slithered into Manny’s sleeping bag with him. Who was she? Manny could see her face. He could see her long lashes. He could feel her high cheekbones. Her smooth hairless skin. Her eyes, though. They were familiar eyes. They were his eyes staring back at him!

Manny opened his eyes. He was awake. What a shit ass dream! He couldn’t think any more about his latest dream because he was in pain. A sharp burning pain erupted around his pelvic region. Shit Manny, you caught forest chiggers from sleeping in the woods nude. You fuck head, Manny boy! He climbed out of his sleeping bag. He tore off his boxers. The pain eased some. He should wake up Haley and tell her he was infected. Maybe she had a cream or something to cure it.

He reached over to shake her awake and his hand fell upon her dirty clothes’ pile. They were soft to the touch. Really, very cool and refreshingly feminine to the touch. Suddenly he was tempted by the thought of them. Those thoughts from this afternoon hit him. He’d jerked to ideas of her panties. He liked them. He liked them a lot. Oh, what would it be like to get to have a pair just for himself? Then he could be the girl. He picked up her soiled panties. He smelled them. Yes, that was the cure for what ailed him. He remembered his dream. He was the woman in his dream. Without thinking he put on Haley’s soiled panties. His pelvic region was no longer on fire. Instead, it was stimulated into action.

His cock was bulging inside her soiled panties. It kept growing until he could wrap both hands around it and have plenty more to spare. Whose dick was this? Not his. He was never this well-endowed before. He could feel pre-cum seeping from its tip. Oh, these panties felt so good. He knew he’d have to have himself in them. One hand stroked his cock. The other moved to stroke his balls. He rubbed his balls a few times. Something pushed his hand further. It was a strong force of forbidden sexual desire moving his fingertips to his anal rim. He pressed his middle finger to it. Gently he eased it in. It felt odd. Then slowly his ass gave way. It yielded to his touch. He drove his finger in. He drove it down to the knuckle. Oh, but it was too thin, too short. But it was all he had.

He felt his pelvic muscles flex. They were preparing. Soon he delivered a hot steamy load into Haley’s panties. He worked his dick to get every last drop out. Then he pulled his finger from his ass. It was so odd. Why did he just do that? He felt so feminine. He felt so alive right now. He yawned and then passed out.


Bigfoot Logbook: I woke up to a very odd sight this morning, but it is also a promising development as odd sights go. The reporter was wearing my soiled panties. He was sort of a bit of a beta before, but not like this. Perhaps the stories I’ve heard are true. I am convinced the bigfoot marked him that afternoon and must have done something more to him last night. No man is this big a pervert. It’s the bigfoot affecting his beta mind. I’m sure of it. I must get more out of him. I’m certain now he’d crossed paths with a bigfoot. I must learn the truth about last night. Our research’s future depends on it!

Signed, Haley


Chapter 6

Manny woke to the sound of songbirds. They all sounded way too happy and gay this fine morning. Apparently, he was the only one having a rough time of it out here in the woods. He’d woken up from his sleep way too much last night for his liking. Unfortunately, those bird noises meant this would be his last time waking up. He forced open his eyes. He rubbed his head. Man, he had the strangest set of dreams last night. If only he could remember them more clearly. It must be this wilderness stuff making him feel so funny.

He yawned and then looked over to Haley’s sleeping bag. She wasn’t in it. He sat up. His body felt okay. It wasn’t how he was expecting to feel at all. Not after that hike yesterday. He should be aching all over his body. That he felt great was a welcome surprise.

It was then he noticed that Haley’s soiled panties were still on him. Indeed, they were now extra soiled. He must have blown a load while wearing them last night. But why was he wearing them at all? He had gone full pervert again. That was him. He tried to remember last night. He dreamt he had a burning feminine desire, but it was only a dream. He snapped the elastic band on his panties. It had to be a dream, but it sure seemed also to be real. Yet, it had to be a dream. Manny was not a feminine type of guy. He was a man’s man, right? Those words of Haley discounting his manhood haunted him. No, she was wrong. This wasn’t the real him. Ever since that urge at the ledge he had not been acting normal. Maybe it was true that the woods made people act funny. There were rumors of lumberjacks going nutty in the woods. Well, Manny was no lumberjack. Although he did like the idea of wood this morning. That was odd.

He scratched his chin and then pinched his cheek. It hurt. Shit, he sure wasn’t dreaming this all up. These panties on him were real. The whole crossdressing desire in him had been real. Something else did happen last night. Something in the woods. After they got back to camp, he had felt funny, ill almost. He remembered how smooth he was. He was also struck by a desire, a strong desire to be a smooth dainty girl. Jeepers, did he really jerk in her panties? It was then that the smell from his middle finger struck his nostrils. He remembered now, he’d done more than just jerk off last night. He had penetrated himself. Something had driven him to do it. Something out there in the woods had done this to him. What happened last night? He couldn’t remember clearly.

He reached down to pull the panties off, but he couldn’t remove them. They weren’t stuck. He just lacked the will power to take them off. Really, they felt quite right on him. He needed them on. He gave up trying to remove them. He put his pants on over them. That way no one would know about them. It felt right. Yes, it felt so right. He dressed and left the tent.

Manny found Haley standing by the campfire. She had that look about her. That look that went with knowledge. She knew about the panties. Well, come to think of it, how could she not know? He had fallen asleep on top of his sleeping bag while wearing her panties. She was bound to be curious about all that. Think of a lie to tell her, Manny! Her accusing eyes penetrated deep into him. His mind was blanking out. No lie was forming in his mind.

“Are you feeling okay?” asked Haley.

“Never better.” His voice cracked as he replied.

She pulled the stick she had been roasting from the fire. It had a foot long hot dog on it. She asked, “Care for a footlong wiener for breakfast?”

A cold sweat broke out on Manny’s brow. He cared for a wiener. He cared a lot for one. The footlong part made it sound even better. He wanted to ram it right down his throat. It was an odd sensation to have. It scared him. He put on a stiff upper lip.

He replied, “That’s a funny type of breakfast.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“I, ah …”

Haley placed the stick aside. She moved right on up to him. She rubbed her hand across his face. She asked, “You’re still very smooth this morning, when did you find time to shave?”

“I didn’t.” He scratched his chin again. She was right! His face was totally smooth. He hadn’t noticed that fact before. First his chest last night and now his face this morning was hairless. In addition, his skin was also so soft to the touch. He didn’t understand it.

Haley added, “Your eyelashes are so long now. Your lips are so flush ...”

“What are you talking about?” he asked.

“This,” she replied. Her hand went up his shirt. It reached his left breast. She started to gently play with his nipple. He liked it. There was something different about the feeling he got from her caress. He felt his other breast with his own hand. Yes, it was a breast! They weren’t huge, but clearly there was a hint of female breast on his chest.

“No more than As I’d say, but they’re new, aren’t they?” asked Haley.

“I . . . Ah, they . . . Ah, what the fuck?” Manny was in a panic now. What the fuck was happening? He had grown little training bra sized breasts last night along with long lashes, and a panty fetish. He said, “What the fuck is happening to me?”

Haley said, “Tell me everything that happened to you last night when you were alone in the woods.

“Nothing happened,” he replied.

“Your new breasts say otherwise.”

He must agree with her on that. He tried to think. An image came to him. He said, “Okay, I went swimming last night. That doesn’t cause breasts to grow, though.”

“And …”

“I’m starting to remember something else. Oh, yeah. There was a girl. Only there wasn’t a girl. I mean, it was a dream. I fell asleep by the water, and I dreamed. She was in my dream. She was beautiful. She was blonde. She swam with me in the pool.”

Haley asked, “Did you fuck her?”

“No, it was a dream!”

“Did you fuck her?”

“I might have touched her a little.”

“With your dick in her box?”

“I resent the question!”

“Manny, I strongly believe you were seduced by a shapeshifter last night. Yesterday on the trail the bigfoot was calling out to you. Those calls were love calls. I think it infected you at the ledge with its taint. It marked you, and then last night it had you.”

“I had her!”

“You know what I mean. Were you marked at the ledge?”

“That was the wetness I felt?” he asked, feeling more than slightly alarmed.

She nodded yes. She explained, “This bigfoot has affected your brain. They drove you to first jerk off out of uncontrollable sexual desire. Later, she seduced you while you were alone in the woods. You fucked a bigfoot last night while it was transformed as a woman. There is no other explanation. Finally, I have direct evidence of bigfoot.”

“What evidence?” asked Manny.

“You, Manny my dear, you. All the stories of bigfoot seduction I’ve heard end with a feminized victim. All bigfoot victims talk about feeling and acting funny after the fact. My theory is the bigfoot orgasm must include estrogen type compounds that affect men. They cause a man to become more feminized. The more beta the man to start with, the worse they end up.” She took several photographs of him.

“For how long will I be like this?” asked Manny.

“It depends on the dosage. You should be okay so long as you don’t get a direct injection from her penis.”

“Penis!”

“Yes, her . . .”

“She was a woman; they don’t have a penis. You’re a woman, you know that!”

“Manny, some women do.”

“Oh crap.”

“Then you believe me? You believe in bigfoot.”

Manny squeezed his breasts. They were real. He replied, “I might be starting to how it could be possible.”

Haley said, “I don’t know how long your sissy nature lasts. A bigfoot releases chemical pheromones. At a distance they make men horny panty fever sex slaves. At least, my case studies all point to that fact. Once she delivers them directly inside you, however, they do much more. The thing is, once you’ve been infected with the chemicals she introduced inside you, they create a new appearance for you. Your feminized body will now lure her back to you to complete the process. Bigfoot are all women, but of an alien nature. In their world all females have a penis.”

“Ah . . .”

“I know, it is hard to believe. I know they use their manhood as the final part of their mating act. They must mate twice with a human male for them to be able to reproduce. Once the human male fucks them, they become feminized. After that they fuck the human male.”

“But, but, but . . .” stammered Manny.

“Exactly, your butt is very important to completing the coupling.”

“I beg your pardon, but no bigfoot is violating me anally. None!”

“If we’re lucky they will try, though. I don't understand quite how it all works. I do know this; bigfoot will come back for you. Hopefully tonight. The effect of their hormones inside you was intentional. You’ve been prepared for them. You’ve been prepared so it can complete the mating ritual.”

This wasn’t sounding good at all to Manny. It sounded batshit crazy bad. But, fuck, he had to agree Haley was talking sense. What else could make him feel so good?  Wait, not good. Feel so like a girl was more like it. That he liked the feeling was just … Wait, he didn’t like it. In no way did he like this transformation. Oh, but those panties felt so good on his trap cock. Maybe he liked it a little. It would feel better if he had a dress on, though. Yes, so much better in a light summer dress. Okay, he liked this a little more than he wanted Haley to know.

“So, we’re running away, eight?” asked Manny as his voice cracked.

“Mating season is too precious an opportunity to give up on.”

“But bigfoot fucking me?” asked Manny.

“That was the main part of Professor Starr’s hypothesis. To confirm it is a gateway to a Nobel prize.”

“Fuck, get me out of here! I don't want to complete anything!”

“We can’t leave. We’re so close to getting a photograph and real evidence of bigfoot.”

“I’m not mating with any …”

“It is the story of a lifetime, Manny.  We got the perfect bait, you, to lure them into my camera trap tonight. A bigfoot shows up in the infrared camera as they truly appear. It can’t fool my cameras like it fooled you. All we do is surround the pool with my cameras. Then we leave you sitting there looking cute.”

“Wait, cute. You think I look cute.”

Haley blushed. “Well, I mean for almost a girl you are starting to grow on me. The thing is you have to understand how big an opportunity this is.”

She thought he was cute. Him and her, two lesbians together . . . Ah . . . No, maybe that was it. How lovely to be a lesbian. To be used by another dominant woman. Wait, his mind was wandering. He tried to focus on Haley’s plan for his ass.

She continued, “Our bigfoot friend gets a little horny and, blam, photographic evidence! I graduate, you get your story, and the professor gets a Nobel prize. It is all so perfect!”

“No way,” replied Manny.

“I thought you were a journalist!”

Ouch, the barb stung. He was a journalist. He didn’t need this pseudo-science shit to be one, though. But if he didn’t need it, why was he out here? No, he wasn’t a journalist. Haley was right. He was a guy that wrote two hundred words about box scores. He wasn’t a real journalist. He was a fraud. That’s why Jessica was going places, and he was going nowhere after college. This was a chance to change his luck. Haley was right. This was his big break. The story of a lifetime was within his grasps. He couldn't blow this chance even if it was his ass on the line.

Manny said, “I’ll do it.”

“Goodie!” Haley jumped in the air. She hugged and kissed him on the lips. She had warm lips. Her kiss was lingering much to Manny’s satisfaction. She froze, took a step back, and composed herself. After she composed herself again, she said, “I mean very good. Let’s go get those cameras.”

She started off into the woods. Manny something just happened there to you. Haley is a lesbian and you’re a … Whatever you are. She said you were cute. You heard her, Manny. She said you were cute! This might be your one, Manny boy. Nah, it was all too weird, right? He shrugged. Love was weird at times. What other feeling would drive a man to eat a girl’s ass out, but the weird feeling of love? No, it was a fact that love was weird. It was messy. He wouldn’t fight it. Whatever happened now, it happened between them with no questions asked. Still, it couldn’t hurt to get her a little randy. If he asked a few questions of her, it might increase her mood. Yes, being a little more girl-like was just the ticket to get into Haley’s pants. It was fate that you got feminized, Manny boy. Now you got a chance with Haley. She cares if you live or die. She might care even more than that. Yes, she might care even more than that. You are going to be her brave little girl and risk your ass to land evidence of bigfoot. That’s love Manny. That is real love. She knows it too. But does she love him or is she just bi-curious. He scurried after her to find out.


Bigfoot Logbook: We are retrieving the infrared cameras. I will set the perfect trap tonight with them. I’m certain now the reporter is a bigfoot victim. How much should I tell him about what’s to come? Do they know or suspect already? Do they know how I feel? I’ve never met a man that could make me feel this way. Only it is not the man in him turning me on. It is the woman. I’ve spent my whole life searching for bigfoot, but is funding love more important? Searching for bigfoot has never been so exciting, so scary. If somehow, I could accomplish both tasks at once . . . Tonight just maybe everything I ever wanted I will get.

Signed, Haley


Chapter 7

They’d been hiking for a good while now. Manny had been debating in his mind the best way to get Haley to open up to him. In the end, he decided the best way was just to get her talking. If she was interested, then she’d talk girlfriend to girlfriend. Only, he wasn’t exactly a girlfriend, but the point felt sound. He said to her, “You know that we’re out in the woods hiking together, and I barely know you.”

“So?” she replied.

“So, I’m writing a story about you and your research, and I’d like to have a little background information to flush out the real story. You know, the story within the story. That is journalism 101 type of stuff. It is the crap people like me love to have to turn a great story into a prize-winning story.”

“You don’t think evidence of bigfoot is enough?”

“I mean, it is and it isn’t.”

“Go on, I’m interested.”

“Haley, they won’t be interviewing bigfoot, they will be interviewing you, the person that found bigfoot. That’s why the information on you is so important. Why, you’re nearly half the story!”

There was a pause after that remark. Manny took the opportunity to tug his panties out of his butt crack. Damn if those things didn’t ride up when you were hiking. It was so annoyingly an enjoyable feeling. He stopped that train of thought. He’d get this bigfoot evidence and then get out of these woods before he got too feminized. After that, these weird effects should wear off. The thing was, could he make the most of this situation and land Haley, before he went back to being more of a man. Okay, finding bigfoot was important too. But really, love came first to the story. Manny felt a touch weird thinking that. Maybe that was his feminine side talking. He watched Haley. She was so perfect. Yes, landing her was more important. If he had to be a dyke to do it then he could be that dyke.

She finally replied, “I’m flattered that you’re so interested in me, but I’m not that interesting a person.” She kept hiking. Manny was following her. She was leading him to the cameras with no map to follow. She was a true woodman … Woodswoman.

She was too much man for him, maybe. Come on Manny, you need to get her to open up a little. Manny wasn’t taking her subtle no for an answer today. She thought he was cute. Granted, he might only be cute to her due to a freak accidental encounter with bigfoot. Still, he was going for it while he was still feminized. It being the story within the story and more. Get her to talk Manny, get her to talk, but how? Then it hit him. She was a scientist at heart. She was direct and clinical. That meant he should be direct too. He added, “You think a lesbian bigfoot hunter isn’t interesting to my readers? I have to disagree. Come on Haley, my readers will never have met anyone like you before. There aren’t a lot of lesbians out there looking for bigfoot. There is just you and me in the field.”

“You’re a lesbian now?”

“I mean figuratively. Given my current state . . .”

She brushed him off and kept hiking on the trail. He felt like he had blown it. Nope, that was the wrong track to go on. She still saw him as a man. He was a man, sort of.

She replied at long last, “I hadn’t thought of it in that way before. Does my sexual orientation actually matter?”

“Sex sells,” he quickly retorted.

“But I’m not attractive. Look at me, I’m not pin up material. Guys like delicate little flowers. I’m hardly a girlie-girl so I won’t help sell your story.”

Manny balked, “What! You, Haley, are so attractive! Sure, I might be the girlie-girl of the two of us, but I mean you’re still super cute. You know that butch is in right now?”

She stopped hiking. She turned to him. She asked, “You really think so?”

“Yeah, of course.”

She suddenly looked flustered. She stammered, “I … I don’t want a story on my work turning into … Into a sex piece. Let’s stop talking about me. Stick to writing about science, Manny.”

Manny replied, “Relax, I’m not looking to write a sex piece about you. But me knowing the real you helps me paint a better picture of you for my reader. Think of language as a paintbox. By knowing the real you, I can better select the paint when painting my picture of our bigfoot story.”

“I think I understand, but …”

“No buts. Honesty sells in journalism. If an audience thinks your story isn’t honest, then they won’t read it. Let me start by being honest. Yesterday, standing on that ledge, intoxicated by the bigfoot juice, I saw you partly naked. I was attracted to you. I was so attracted to you that I jerked off to the sight of you and your lovely panties. I admit it. I wanked my chain right out in the open. That’s the power of love that this bigfoot can put into you. I openly admit that bigfoot has made me a touch more interested in the subject of love.”

“Love?”

“Well, sex of a certain nature,” he explained.

She laughed. “Manny, I have never masturbated while thinking of you.”

He coughed. Then he added, “Tell me something else then, something honest.”

“About love or bigfoot?”

“Either, both, just talk. Let the readers get to know you.”

“Well, okay. I was so creeped out by you yesterday. You jerking off like that was so ... Yuck.  Still, it was also perfect. I’ve heard a few bigfoot seduction stories and they all are very similar. I knew bigfoot must be attracted to you and that meant they had to be close by. The bigfoot calls and their scent was affecting you mentally. It is just like Professor Starr predicted in his theories. They drove you wild. They made you want to jerk off and then they let you take them in the forest. They’ve selected you to be their mate. You’re now feminized for their soon to be pleasure moment. Granted, it is a disappointment you aren’t interested in me and only affected by bigfoot pheromones.”

"Maybe it was both."

"I highly doubt it. I’m a scientist, not a sex pot."

“Fine, we’ll move past that point. While what you say might be true; it isn’t an honest story about you,” he replied.

"What?"

"I want an honest story about the real Haley. The Haley that no one knows about."

“What should I tell you about then?” she asked.

“I know, tell me about your first time.”

“First time?”

“With a girl.”

She went red in the face. “I couldn’t tell that.”

“You can and only you can. It’s your story. It’s your paintbox of words. Don’t worry, it’s just girl talk. There’s nothing weird about girl talk.”

“I’m not sure you are that far gone yet.”

“Oh but, pretend I am. Pretend I’m a delicate flower and you are a raging dyke queen!”

“You have a lot to learn about lesbianism.”

“Teach me then. Tell me your story.”

She relaxed. She turned away from him and started hiking again. He followed her. She said, “You won’t write about it in detail, right?”

“Cross my heart. This is only to help me select the correct paint to paint the picture that is our . . . Your story.”

“Okay then, where to begin.”

“Your first time,” he suggested.

“I don’t know if I’m comfortable telling you about that.”

“Think of me as a Doctor of Journalism. What goes in my ears stays inside my head. We journalists are known for not telling stories.”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

“Okay then. Here goes. We were eighteen. My friend and I, that is. I wasn’t very good at dating back then in high school. I’m still not that good at it now, come to think of it. As you’ve suggested there are very few lesbians interested in bigfoot. Anyway, I never attracted guys back in my school days.”

“That’s hard to believe.”

“Is this your story or mine?”

“Yours, yours keep talking.”

“I meant, well, decent guys. In high school they’re not a dime a dozen. Too many male hormones in high school, I think. Still, I could never understand why I had such a problem because my best friend seemed to have guys falling at her feet. My best friend, Bess, got me my date for the prom. Bess was one of those popular mean girls. You know the type, more boyfriends than available dating time slots. She was really into some guy called Johnnie. He was average really, but it was high school so everything is amplified. Your first date with a Johnnie feels like the last chance you’ll ever get to date anyone. You know that desperate high school feeling, right?”

Manny replied, “I understand.”

Haley continued, “So, picture it, it’s prom night. Bess and I are at her house waiting for our dates. Bess springs it on me that she wants me to make out with my blind date in front of her and Johnnie. She wants Johnnie all worked up and horny so he’ll fuck her. She has decided to lose her virginity to Johnnie. No way, I say, as I’ve never kissed a guy before. My first time is not going to be with a stranger she dug up from her B-list prospects just so she has someone to go with. She says it’s easy and then kisses me. Right on the lips she kissed me! It was … Well, frankly it was great. The first one was quick. It had no passion behind it, but Bess noticed my eyes. She saw how much I liked it. I never dreamed of kissing a girl before. Suddenly it was all I could think about. I kissed her back. I kissed her hard. As I kissed her my hands ran up her legs. I caught the hem of her prom dress. The passion released inside me.  It drove me on. I pulled her dress off over her head. Those prom dresses are so cheap that it’s essay to get a girl out of them. She let me do it. Then we kissed again. The kissing got faster, wetter, and more passionate. Our tongues explored each other. My hands also explored her. I got her boobs out of her strapless bra. Here it is two minutes ago that I’d never kissed anyone in the heat of passion before and now suddenly I got her left nipple in my mouth and I’m sucking away on it!”

Haley paused to move over a fallen log. Manny was jacked. His dick pressed into those stretched panties of Haley’s he was wearing. His dick was grinding on them as he walked. Haley was such a tease. She didn’t even know how much she was turning him on. He wanted her to explore him with her tongue. He wanted her on his breasts. He wanted to be her lesbian lover. Damn it, love was more important than some stupid story. He tried to shake off the feeling. It might just be the bigfoot juice talking. But did it matter? No, it didn’t. He was crushing on Haley big time. He wanted to be her girl.

He moved by the log and said, “Go on.”

“We’re at the first tree,” she said. Haley started climbing up the tree. Manny watched her from the ground. She was like an acrobat up there. He couldn’t stop watching her as she removed the camera. It felt like it was taking forever. He needed to know how the story ended. He wanted a very happy ending for Haley. Haley was on her best friend’s bare breast sucking away. Manny wanted to be that best friend. These new hormones in him were having strange effects on him. It was no longer that he desired to fuck Haley. He wanted her to fuck him. He wanted her tongue to explore him. He wanted her dick in him. Only she didn’t have one, a dick that is. Desires don’t have to be based on reality. He longed for her to come down from that tree and then cum inside him. The thoughts felt so natural to him now that he didn’t fight them. Bigfoot juice, it was powerful stuff.

She came down at last. She carefully stored the camera in her pack. It looked heavy but she carried it with ease. She was as strong as a beast, a beast that he wanted so badly to ride hard and put to bed wet.

She asked, “Where was I?”

“On Bess’s nipple.”

“No, I meant where was I headed on this trail. Never mind, I remember. It is this way to the next camera.” She waved her finger and was off into the woods. She asked, “Do you want me to finish my story?”

“More than ever.”

“If I must. I was feeling like, you know, how it feels when you get to a girl’s breast for the first time?”

“I do.”

“That’s how I felt. It was then that my panties had their first explosion. I mean five alarm cream is moistening them. They’re completely saturated and my juices are now beginning to run down my leg. I’m starting to feel embarrassed by that fact when I notice Bess’s panties. They’re soaked too. I decided to pull hers off. I get on my knees and guide her panties down to the floor. She steps out of them, and I snatch them up like they’re a gold brick. I’m holding that golden treasure in my hand and the smell of her scent on them is irresistible. I move my head in closer to her thigh gap. She’s shaved smooth. I can see everything. She says to me, eat me. Suddenly I’m flustered. Eat her. How? Put your tongue everywhere you’d want a tongue to be on you, she tells me. I reply with the dumbest response ever. I tell her that I’m not a lesbian. She laughs. I laugh. Then I inhale the left side of her labia. It tastes so salty, so good. Well, that taste was all I needed. I literally blow an orgasm inside my panties. I’m not even touching myself. Did you ever do that? Did you ever just blow one off without stimulation?”

“I’m getting there,” whispered Manny.

“I didn’t hear you,” she said.

“I said, keep going on telling your story.”

“Is it really interesting?”

“The painting you’re allowing me to write is going to be amazing, just amazing.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah.”

She continued, “Not much more to say. I found my tongue on her clitoris. She’s moaning like a banshee. Her getting off to me is jacking me up again. Then she grabs my hair and pulls me off her. I’m disappointed, but not for long. She says, do you want to try to trib. I’ve got no clue what that even is, but I’m so randy I’d say yes to anything. I nod my head innocently. Off comes my prom dress. She moves me over to her bed. There I am laying down among her stuffed animal collection. She spreads my legs apart. I’d settle for her tongue right about now, but that’s not what I’m about to get. Her shaved muff rubs against my fluff. It’s a few minutes of rubbing and then she’s grinding down hard on me. This tribbing stuff is the shits. Time stops having any meaning to me as we embrace each other and gyrate in ecstasy. Our dates are going to be there at any minute and here we are sprawled on her bed mashing. We could give a fuck for those cocks coming to date us. It’s about then that her mom knocks on the door and just comes in on us! Our dates are here, she says. Holy fuck, I lose it, Bess loses it and all the while her mom is watching us climax together.”

Manny stops hiking. He had heard enough. Manny popped in his panties. He let out a little sigh as his orgasm squirts into his panties. The wet spot on his jeans spread quickly.

Haley must have heard him. She stopped hiking. She asked him, “Are you okay?”

His voice cracked as he squeaked out, “Yes, great. I think that’s enough painting for the time being.”

Haley replied, “Good, because we’re at the next camera site.”

She shimmied up the tree. Manny adjusted his new king-sized junk. She meant for that to happen. No one tells a story like that unless they want that to happen. Manny boy, she likes you. She was leading you on. She might just be in love with you. Well, the new you. Manny smiled in satisfaction. He was almost dating the girl of his dreams, almost. All it took was to be the best girl he could possibly be.


Bigfoot Logbook: The trap is set. The cameras are all in place. The only thing missing is my bigfoot. The sun will be down soon and then we will see if my bigfoot comes after poor Manny. The reporter is a little nervous about being the bait. They’re so cute and sissy looking when they get nervous. If only … If only he could be just a more of a good little girl for me then I could totally go for him. Can’t think about it anymore. I need to concentrate on science. There is no place for love in science. If everything goes as planned tonight, then I’ll be satisfied. At long last I’ll be satisfied.

Signed, Haley


Chapter 8

Haley pointed up to the trees. She explained, “The infrared motion sensitive cameras are there, there, there, and there. You are in every sense of the word surrounded. We can’t miss getting a picture of bigfoot so long as you remain within the targeted area. Thus, you will be waiting here, by this rock for the bigfoot to approach you. Don’t stray too far from this position or …”

Manny interrupted, “We’ve been over and over your plan. Trust me, I get it, I get it.”

“I don’t want you to get it. I want to get it instead so you will do as I say.”

“Are you always so bossy?” he asked.

“Yes.”

Manny, funny enough, didn’t mind so much. It was sort of arousing to be bossed around by a woman. Maybe it was the bigfoot juice making him go all beta, maybe.

The sun slipped under the horizon and Haley didn’t lecture him on the plan yet again. It was nearing the witching hour. She pointed to the rock. He understood. Bait, go sit on the rock and lure bigfoot. When your role was easy it was hard to screw it up. He sat on his rock ready to wait. Wait for what, though? He’d been seduced once already by this odd creature. But now he knew the truth about the hot blonde chick or did he? The truth felt impossible to believe. His transformation was real, so it had to be true what Haley had said about bigfoot. Bigfoot had seduced him. It wouldn’t happen again tonight at this meeting, though. His will power was too strong. He’d not be seduced a second time by this beast or alien or bigfoot or blonde or … or whatever the fuck it was. He’d not give himself to it again. He’d much rather Haley gave it to him instead. Well, he gave it to Haley. He was still the man in the relationship, wasn’t he? Sure, even a beta in panties was still a man. He caught himself confused and gave up. In a few days he’d be back to normal. But then, Haley’s interest in him would be as good as gone. Life, why was it so hard?

Haley frowned when she noticed Manny was not paying attention to her. She said, “We’re running out of time. I guess you should take these then and get ready.” She dug into her pocket and pulled out a fresh pair of panties. She explained, “I figured that you needed them after blowing your load while listening to my story this afternoon.”

She had noticed that. Was that good or bad? He didn’t know. She wasn’t freaked out by it so it must be good. “Thanks,” he said. Then he started to pull his pants down and stopped. He asked, “Could I get some privacy?”

“I’m a doctor of exo-biology, remember.”

“You haven’t graduated yet,” pointed out Manny.

“Manny, I’ve seen it all before.”

“Fine.” Manny dropped his drawer. Haley exclaimed, then covered her mouth. He said, “I thought you saw it all before!”

“You’re … You’re so big down there. Those hormones being inside you at work again. Weird, as I thought you’d be more feminine everywhere.”

Manny shrugged. “Nope. My dick’s expanded to twice its size. I’m feeling like a chick all over except there. Alien bigfoot juju is weird ass stuff. I don’t get it.”

“But you believe in it.”

“Yeah, I guess I’m convinced.”

Haley replied, “Lure the bigfoot here and we will convince the world.”

Manny pulled up his crisp fresh panties to cover his ass. He replied, “Simple enough task for a beauty like myself.”

A sound echoed in the forest. They both heard it. This is it, Manny boy. The story of a lifetime could be yours tonight. A few days from now the bigfoot ju-ju will hopefully wear off and you’ll be back to normal and richer one fantastic story. He looked over at Haley. She thought the new him was cute. Back to normal meant that he’d no longer be cute in her eyes. Did she know it would be over between them if this worked and would she care? It felt like a dumb question. There was nothing between them. Oh, but he wanted there to be a lot between them.

“I’ll be one hundred meters that way in this direction. Once you’re sure we’ve got good shots of the bigfoot, hoot like an owl and I’ll distract it.”

“Hoot-hoot,” he replied.

“You’re getting better at this outdoor stuff. You might make a good girl scout someday”.

“That’s my life’s ambition,” he replied.

She laughed. He had gotten to her. Still, she left him alone rather than act on the feelings Manny was sure she felt. He sat laid down on his rock. The time seemed to stand still. The forest was silent tonight. Not even a buzzing insect was around to keep him company. He started playing with the pool water with his hand.  The water was ice cold and refreshing. His groin, though, was growing hot. That was an odd sensation. He had this feeling once before. It was when he had had a bad case of panty fever the first time but wearing panties had cured him of that sensation. He was wearing panties so it couldn’t be pantry fever this time. What was up now?

He stood up and tried to adjust his panties. His dick stirred. It was growing erect. But why? Then he smelled it. It must be the scent of a bigfoot. It smelled different than the last time. He could sense that it was near. It was watching him. The scent drove his new hormones crazy. He started losing his breath. His mind started to race.

His mouth did something he wasn’t expecting. It said, “I want it inside me.”

No, I don’t. I don’t . . . Oh yes, I do. He burst into tears. He needed to mate with it so badly. Oh no, I think I’m in heat!

A stick broke behind him. He turned around and saw her. There she was. The blonde was near the edge of the forest clearing. She had her shapely backside to him. Her long flowing hair danced in the gentle night breeze. It seemed to be waving to him. It was begging him to step closer to her. He took a step toward her. Something deep inside called out, stop! The rock, Manny, you need to stay by the rock. The camera trap, it was set for here. The longer he failed to act, the hotter he felt. His ass ached to be breached. He took a step back. He was sweating now. He was so warm. He tore off his shirt trying to get cooler. Jeepers, he was so much like a bitch in heat. No Manny boy, not like it. You are a bitch in heat. You are about to be her bitch. She made you her bitch that other night and now this bigfoot means to act on it. This blonde made you this way just for her. He was in a panic now. He tried to hoot, but his lips disobeyed him. It didn’t want to hoot. They wanted bigfoot as much as the rest of him did.

The blonde turned around. She walked toward him. Her perfect breasts heaved as she walked. She was just as beautiful as before. But no, it was not just like before. She was different. She was … She was a he! Well, not a man either. She was like Manny. Her she-bulge was as enormous as his. It dangled between her long legs. His eyes fixated on it. He rained sweat. He was burning up inside. He wanted it. He wanted that engorged dick. He was a good girl. He was such a good girl. The bigfoot had to know how good a girl he was. He dropped to his knees.

The blonde was standing in front of him now. Her titanic member danced in front of his eyes. What to do with it, Manny? He thought of Haley’s story. The words she had used while telling her story seemed so true. She had said, use your tongue to do everything you wanted done to you. Those words stuck in his head. He’d do with this blonde everything he’d want a tongue to do to him. His will power was gone. It melted away in the passion of his animal heat.

He opened his mouth. The blonde entered him. It was so big. He gagged immediately. The blonde beast grabbed his long feminine hair. She forced her she-cock deep down his throat. He was choking on it now. Saliva rained from his mouth. She yanked her member in and out. He gasped for air between thrusts. Her strength was tremendous. He could fight her off if he had wanted to. He didn’t want to. He wanted to choke on it. He loved to choke on it. He was a desperate choking animal that was starving for oxygen. He loved the helpless sensation.

She pulled out. A long string of sticky wet saliva still connected her member to his mouth. He looked up into her eyes. They were forceful eyes. They knew what they wanted. They needed a mate. He didn’t have the correct orifice, though. He noticed how wet he had grown all over. He’d been sweating so much. He was properly lubricated. She’d prepared him. He realized now that while his heart belonged to Haley, his ass belonged to bigfoot. He was going to mate.

He turned around. He dropped his new panties to the forest floor. He placed the palm of his hands on the rock. He arched his back and presented to the blonde. She didn’t need encouragement. He felt the head of her monster slither around his anal rim. It was hunting. It found its prey. It went in. He bit his lip. It hurt. It hurt so good. His body didn’t fight it. It wanted it. It went all the way in, and Manny loved every inch of it. He swore he could feel it in the back of his throat. If this is what it felt like to be a woman, then Manny never wanted to be a man again. The feeling of driving this beast crazy was exciting him. To be the bigfoot’s plaything, it was all a woman could dream for.

She had her powerful hands on his hips. She tossed him back and forth with ease. He rode on her long rail as he rocked. The pace grew ever faster. He started to feel like a rag doll. He was her bitch. He bobbed whichever way she desired him to bob. He had no say in it anymore. He was just her hole to be filled as she willed it.

“Take me, take me, take me,” he begged.

She stopped pumping him. She drove it all the way in. His ass was so trained by now that it gladly yielded. It begged for a load. His magic anal g-spot that he never knew he had was burning with desire. Her gigantic member had stimulated it beyond that which it could take. Being the girl felt so good. The only thing that would feel better was if this creature made him hers. He knew a magnificent load was coming. Please, not just yet. He wasn’t there yet. He wanted more. Fuck me more, she beast. Please, fuck me more, he thought. The beast circled her hips. She grinded on his bottom. Then he felt a burning ooze enter him. The sensation lasted a minute. A stale salty taste filled the back of his mouth. She’d pumped him with so much cum that his stomach expanded. It was so much cum, with so many hormones now deep inside him, what was it going to do to him?

She pulled out. She gave an alien howl to the moon. He began coughing up her load. He felt so warm. The magic ooze was being absorbed by his blood stream. There wouldn’t be inch of him that didn’t get a dose of her love seed.

Then this bigfoot changed forms. For that split second Manny saw bigfoot as it really was. The huge hairy bipedal beast; was it man, alien, or animal. Manny didn’t know. All he knew was he was her bitch now. The mating was over, and bigfoot left him there a spent pitiful figure that could only beg for more. Bigfoot didn’t appear to be a loyal lover. He was on his hands and knees leaning against the rock. His ass dripped a river of alien orgasmic juices. All he could think of was his desire to climax. He wasn’t satisfied. But his alien lover was gone. She fucked me and left me. I was just a plaything for her.

No, his real lover wasn’t gone. She’d not arrived yet. Manny stood up. His long flowing hair reached to the ground. He felt his breasts. His breasts were no longer containable As but heaving Ds. His hips were wider. His ass was rounder and popped. His nails had grown long. He’d been totally transformed by the beast's salty load. He was female perfection now. The beast had transformed him into a woman body and . . . And soul. Yes, that beast had pumped the man out of him. He knew there was no going back. Not after that alien hormone bath. He was thankful for it. Being taken as a woman felt better than being a man had ever felt. He would never go back to who he was, transformation or no. He was feminized now and grateful for it. He smiled a wicked smile. He knew he had allowed himself to be transformed for Haley. He wanted to be her lesbian lover.

“Hooty-Hoo,” he called out.

Haley darted into the clearing. She had her flashlight on. She shouted, “Where’s bigfoot?”

“Gone,” replied Manny.

“Did you get a good shot of her in the cameras?”

“I did and you know it.”

Haley asked, “What do you mean I know it?”

Manny walked into the glow of her light. He allowed himself to be fully exposed to Haley. He said, “You must have heard our love making even at your distance. You must have wondered what was going on. But you didn’t come rushing into the clearing to save me. You wanted me to experience it. You knew what would happen to me.”

She gazed at him. She started to tremble. She said, “The rumors were true. You’ve been fully feminized now.”

He replied, “Not fully.” Her eyes fell on his perfect cock. Her almond eyes grew big. He said, “Do you like my she-cock, Haley? She likes you. She wants to be inside you. She is like a bitch in heat. She can’t quiet her hunger easily. Her hunger is for you. She is burning for you. She is burning red hot only for you. Touch it.”

“I can’t. I’m a lesbian. I don’t like dicks.”

Manny pointed to her groin. He said, “Your soaked hiking shorts say otherwise. You watched bigfoot fuck me. You enjoyed watching. You’re curious. You want to be with a feminized man. You want to know what it is like.”

She shook her head. Manny nodded his. Manny came up to her. He took her hand. He guided her to the rock. She came willingly. He put his hand on her waist. He bent her over. The palm of her hands touched the rock. He pulled her shorts down to her ankles. Her juices bubbled up. She was passed ready to receive him. He placed his cock between her legs. He played with it between her drenched lips. He lathered his dick up with her wetness.

She said, “I knew you’d make a beautiful woman.”

“Thanks,” replied Manny.

He shoved it in her. She cried out, “That’s the wrong hole!”

“You want to be with a feminized man, then you need to learn to take it like one.”

She cried, “No, no, it hurts. It hurts.”

“I can’t stop and you know it.”

“Please!”

“You know I can't stop.”

“No, you’re right. Don’t ever stop until we’ve climaxed together,” she ordered.

He reached around her waist as he pumped her. Never let it be known that Manny was the kind of lover that would pop you in the ass and not give you a good reach around. He played with her. His fingers quickly became sticky wet. She groaned in pleasure. Her hips rocked in rhythm to his pumping.

She squealed. She said, “I’m there. Oh, how I’m there.”

The quiver of her orgasm vibrated Manny’s engorged member. He began to blow his load. He squeezed off three solid bursts deep into her rectum. She took it like a champ.

He pulled out. He was spent. He collapsed to the ground. His heavy breathes made his new breasts heave in delight.

Haley stood up. She said to him, “You realize what you’ve done, don’t you?”

The heat of the hormones was coming down in him. He was returning to his senses. He tried to shake the cobwebs from his mind. What had he done? He fucked Haley! It was wonderful. No sexual moment in his past or future would top the moment they just had. He said, “I think I’m in love with you.”

“The old me or the new me?” she asked.

“I don’t understand.”

“The bigfoot hormones were never meant for injection directly into a woman. You’re cumming in my ass is an unknown. But we do know that right now my rectum is teeming with bigfoot hormones too.”

She turned around to face Manny. By the pale moonlight he could see her. He could see her newly forming trap dick. She was just like him now. They were made for each other. He struggled to his feet. He walked up to her. He could tell from her eyes she had wanted to be transformed. It was the only way. The only way they could feel normal together. They kissed by the pale moonlight. Somewhere in the distance they heard bigfoot roar again.

“Take me, make me yours,” begged Manny.

“For the first time I really can,” boasted Haley.

She bent him over. She drove her new formed cock into his love hole. It had taken bigfoot’s cock, so it took Haley’s easily. Her felt so much better. When there’s love involved the sex was hotter, wetter, and more pleasurable.

“I love you, Haley,” said Manny as she made him hers.

“I love you Mindy,” she replied.

Mindy, he liked that name. Correct that, she liked that name. Haley liked girls and Manny was a girl now. There was no going back. Who would want to give up a chance at being Haley’s little girl.

Mindy creamed to the delights stimulated by Haley. She relaxed and let her lover finish off inside her. They were now one. There was no going back. Bigfoot had just made everything in Mindy’s life so much better. What a story to tell! Only which story was the better one? That was the only question left unresolved.


Chapter 9

“You’re looking so good, Mindy,” complimented Jessica.

“Feeling good, Jess,” replied Mindy.

She smiled at her with that secret smile only chicks shared with each other. Her eyes then fell on Mindy’s plaques hung proudly in her cubicle. She’d won three awards already. Rumors of more coming her way circled around the office every day now. Graduation was nearly at hand and Mindy had stolen all Jessica’s momentum. It was perfect.

Jessica asked, “Have you found a producer yet?”

“Nah, still not sure I’m taking that TV news gig.”

“You must take it. It is a career builder. Some journalists were meant to write box scores, but girls like you and me, Mindy, we got it. We got the face and the body for television.”

“Thanks,” she replied.

“If you need a producer, think of me first. I know Rob has been kissing your ass for it, but us girls got to stick together, right?”

Rob had done more than kiss Manny’s ass, but Mindy kept that fact to herself. Mindy gave her a wink. She winked back. Jessica then moved on toward her desk. She sure warmed up fast to the new you, Mindy old boy … old girl. Who would ever think a three-part story on gender bending in the woods would bring Mindy so much fame. Rob knew there was a story among Professor Starr’s work, but it took a great journalist like Manny … err ... Mindy to find it. Bigfoot, that was a dime a dozen story, but sex sells. Heck, sex appeal sold more.

Jessica was rather tempting in her offer. Still, Mindy was a one-woman gal these days. She had her lover already. She blew a kiss to a photograph of Haley on her desk. Then she finished up that acceptance letter to Channel Nine Action News. She was going places now. It was all thanks to bigfoot, but who would believe that?


Bigfoot Logbook: Great news, Mindy and I are engaged. Better news, Professor Starr says that I can graduate. Bad news, the old professor, having seen the footage we got in the woods from the cameras, says that we can never release any of it to the public. He says that the world’s men aren’t ready for the sexual liberation that comes from us finding bigfoot. Perhaps, someday they will be ready. Until then, I’ll keep up the chase. I’ll keep searching for more acceptable forms of evidence. Particularly now that I’ll have my PhD and my own line of research. I’ll do it all with my new girlfriend in hand. Never did two girls like us have more to thank bigfoot for than we do. Who will ever believe it, though? The answer is, I believe!

Love, Haley
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