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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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While this is a stand alone story,

there are also two previous stand alone stories.

The first one is:

Bigfoot Feminized Me!

And the second one is:

Kidnapped by Bigfoot!

Enjoy!


PART ONE

CHUCK

I groaned, and awoke from the nightmare. My whole body ached and I felt like I had been in an accident. Then I remembered: I had!  I had crashed my car into the garage door. I had been so panicked when I came home that…that—I bolted upright.

And fell back in pain. Every muscle in my body hurt. And as I hit the mattress I became aware of one muscle that felt…good.

My asshole. And more memories flooded in.

I had gone to the cabin for a weekend of kink. Dress up like a woman, wear chastity, stake myself out in the field and—oh fuck!

I reached down and felt my groin. I still had the chastity tube on!

And I laid there, not moving, and realized that I was home, I was in chastity, I had wrecked my car, and my wife…Sarah knew!

Oh, God! What was she going to do? What would she say?

Well, no help for it, I had to move. I had to find out the particulars of my disintegrating life.

I moved slowly, and it wasn’t too bad. I pushed the covers back, wiggled around and slid my feet off the edge of the couch. I sat up.

I was on the couch, so that meant I wasn’t in my own bed, which meant that Sarah had likely kicked me out.

I stood up, and wavered, and managed not to fall on my face. I was still in my dress, but it was somewhat shredded. And I was still in my heels. I felt my neck. And my dog collar. Oh, crap! What Sarah must think!

I sat back down, rubbed my face, and conjured up the memories from the night before.

I had been in a state of total panic, not thinking at all, and then I had crashed the car. I felt my head. Big bump. So not only terrified and out of my mind with fear, but a bump on the noggin. No wonder the memories were jagged and mixed up.

I had gotten out of the car, I remembered staggering to the front door and opening it, and…and I had locked it. And…oh, fuck. Sarah had turned on the light and I had…I didn’t know what to say, and I was all confused, and I had said…oh, yes: ‘Bigfoot feminized me!’

What must she have thought? Well, it was obvious what she thought. I was sleeping on the sofa, right?

I stood up again. I was now officially awake, I suppose, and it was time to figure things out, try to get my wife to forgive me.

I swayed as I walked across the living room. I was going to get a drink of water, and I saw the note on the dining room table.

Chuck, I’m going to the cabin to find out what happened up there ~ Sarah

Oh, double crap. I had run out of the cabin, the front door was open and no telling what animals might go in there. Or…what Bigfoots!

And there was the transmitter pole in the back yard. I had planned to convert that to an antenna, easily transferrable to my kink purposes, but she would see it as it was, a transmitter to power the shock collar around my neck…and…oh, fuck!

I placed my hands on the dining room table and bowed my head. What could I do?

I had to go to the cabin. I had to find Sarah and…and apologize. I had to get my wife to forgive me!

I would have rushed out right then, but I was weak, and still dazed. I needed to eat, to clean up, and then…then I could go to the cabin.

And I realized one last thing. I had to go to the cabin not just to get my wife to forgive me…I had to protect her from the Bigfoots!

I made breakfast. I felt filthy, grody, but I needed sustenance. I made bacon, eggs, sausage, pancakes, hash browns, toast and…and a drink.

Well, I was messed up. I really needed a drink.

After breakfast I went upstairs, and saw that Sarah had packed a bag and taken her hiking clothes. Yes, she had gone to the cabin, all right.

I stripped off my dress, and here’s where it started to get weird, and my only excuse is that I was still in some kind of shock from my Bigfoot experiences and the car crash. I picked out one of Sarah’s dresses.

Why didn’t I put on pants?

I don’t know. I just know that I took off a dress, so I put on a dress, and it all seemed logical to my dazed and crazed mind.

Then, her lipstick on her vanity table, I picked it up, freshened my lips, and put the tube in a little side pocket the dress had. Then I walked out, thinking everything was normal, and that I had normal cognitive function.

Down to the garage, and here was another example of my mind blasted state. I didn’t just cut the locks and take off my high heels and my chastity tube.

Heck, that’s what I was wearing, and even though I knew I shouldn’t have been, it all seemed normal.

So I looked around the basement, saw how my SUV had impacted on the big door, and sighed. Man, that was going to cost a pretty penny.

But, and here was the good news, Sarah’s car was still there! Her little Subaru wasn’t even touched by the smashed in garage door. All I had to do was push the SUV back, get the door open, and I could drive to the cabin.

Man, what a relief! I thought I was going to have to take an Uber a hundred miles and into the wilderness.

But…how had she gotten to the cabin? Had she taken an Uber? That just didn’t seem right.

So I opened my gun safe and began considering what I would need. And frowned.

The fully automatic was gone, as was the sawed off shotgun. And…my precious Desert Eagle.

I knew, of course, what had happened. Sarah had taken them. Well, I was glad, I wanted her safe, but…I also wanted some firepower for myself.

So I rummaged through the safe—it’s a pretty big safe, a walk in safe, actually—and I chose the Ruger Single Seven, .327 Federal Magnum. It generates 45,000 PSI (Pounds per Square Inch). I strapped on a holster, slid the Ruger into the holster, and pondered over what kind of long gun I should take. I finally settled on my Tavor TAR-21 assault rifle. Israeli made, it is light and shoots lots of bullets real quick. And, extra blessing, it has a scope! I could shoot long, single shot, or I could get up close and unload into the Bigfoots!

Firepower taken care of, I needed to get the Subaru out of the garage.

I walked out the front door and considered the mess. The car was easy. It still started, though the radiator hissed water and the red lights all went on. I backed it up and to the side of the driveway.

The garage door went up about a foot, then stopped. Huh! Okay. I put the car jack under the door and lifted. Another six inches. So I spent the next hour putting two by fours down, jacking, backing off, putting more two by fours down, jacking, and slowly the garage door went up.

I jumped into the car, freshened my lipstick in the rear view mirror, and backed out of the driveway.

Then I drove back in. I jumped out of the car and ran to the kitchen. I grabbed several bottle of bourbon—I did need sustenance, after all—and returned to the car.

Opening a can of Coke I pour a bit of bourbon in and sipped. Mmm. Now happy, I backed out of the driveway.

I drove slowly through town, I didn’t want to get arrested. I actually wasn’t thinking about how I looked, which would have gotten me a day in the hoosegow, then psyche evaluation. Not because of the dress, but because of the guns.

When I hit the highway, however, I opened it up. 100 MPH all the way, and for some reason, maybe the Gods were smiling, or just laughing, I wasn’t pulled over.

So I just sailed along, 100 per, and sucked on that can of cock, and kept adding more bourbon. It was a good drive.

I do remember passing some guy getting a ticket and being thankful there were speeders in the world. His ticket was my free  pass.

I came to the gate, and it was all smashed, and I remembered driving through it. I drove about twenty yards up the trail and stopped. I was in the wide spot in the fire trail, and to the side was the white rock where Sarah and I left keys and things when we went to the cabin separately.

I lifted the rock, and sighed. My keys were gone. I was stuck in this collar and shoes and chastity tube.

And that was the point I realized something: I was still wearing the tube. I had been so busy getting ready, driving, and I was so addled, I hadn’t realized that I was horny.

Can you imagine that? Being so messed up you don’t even know you’re horny?

But in automatically looking for the key I was reminded, and I lifted my dress and looked down. My cock immediately surged and pressed against the hard plastic. I grunted and groaned and bent half over and squeezed my package with one hand. I was so horny it actually hurt.

I forced myself upright and staggered back to the car. I sat down in the driver’s seat, adjusted my holster, freshened my lipstick, and drove up the road.

The road, nothing more than a fire trail decorated with cow pies, was passable by a four wheel drive. I had never tried driving it with a low slung Subaru, but i had to. Sarah’s very life might depend on it.

So I did some of the fanciest driving I had ever done in my life. I slewed over ruts, I went to the side and banked over muddy spots. I went around or straddled holes. Sometimes I had to drive fast, sometimes I had to creep.

And I drove drunk, and with a huge and exhilarating pain in my groin.

The Subaru took a beating. The sides of the car were scratched by bushes. A limb cracked the windshield, the suspension broke, and I limped the last couple of miles with one side of the car tilted down.

But I arrived at the cabin, and as i entered the clearing I saw a car, i didn’t know whose it was, with the doors ripped off.

What the hell?

I looked at the car as i passed it, but there were no clues as to what had happened, but I knew. The doors ripped off like that…it had to be the Bigfoots!

I got out of the Subaru, freshened up my lipstick, and ran—as best I could, I had the heels on, after all—up into the cabin.

The door was open, as I had left it, but the inside…there had been a fight!

A beam overhead was cracked and sagging. The couch was overturned, things were scattered on the floor and furniture moved.

“Sarah!”

No answer.

Then I saw the guns. They were just thrown on the floor in various places in the living room. My other fully automatic, the sawed off, the pink .22, and…the Desert Eagle!

The .22 had fired a round, but none of the other guns had been fired.

So the Bigfoots must have overpowered Sarah, or…maybe it was the driver of the other car?

Then I went out back. The transmitter pole was still standing. And I could see footprints around it. Sarah, and…and the other footprints were small, it must be a woman…and Bigfoot footprints.

The footprints, Sarah’s and the other woman’s and the Bigfoots, all led away from the clearing and into the forest. Towards the cave on the other side of the stream.

I returned to the house and made a pack. I stuffed a lot of ammo in the pack, a couple of six packs of Coke, and several bottles of bourbon. Now properly fortified, I entered the forest. Darting from bush to bush, from tree to tree, I took out the Ruger and held it in my hand. If any Bigfoots tried to capture me I was going to puncturate them!

As I got closer to the river I slowed down and started sneaking through the forest. I was up on tip toe, I did have the heels on, and I stepped over roots and ducked under limbs I remember the last time I had been on this trail. Only the night before, running, panicked, trying to get away from the Bigfoots.

Now I was armed, however, and now we would see what these creeps in fur coats had to say.

I came to the stream and snuck through the brush.

Across the stream the cave looked deserted. No sign of life. I waited a while, then knew I was going to have to cross the stream.

I slid down the embankment, got my dress all muddy, and waded through the stream. I held my weapons high so they wouldn’t get wet, and moved across the sandbar.

No sound. No smell of fire.

Inside the cave there was no sign of the Bigfoots, or of my wife, or of the mystery woman.

But there were imprints in the sand at the back of the cave. Imprints of butts and backs, and legs spread wide. And on the side of the body imprints were the deep dents made by the Bigfoot’s hands.

To one side were the remnants of clothes. My wife’s clothes, and somebody else’s.

I grew a little faint at that. The Bigfoots had had their way with the two women. They had fucked my wife. I tightened my grip on the Ruger and wanted to scream.

Instead, I exited the cave and stood on the sandbar.

My wife had been kidnapped and raped by Bigfoot. I could only imagine her terror, her pain.

I could see, across the stream and up a bit, some broken branches and what looked like a trail.

Well, whatever, there was only one thing to do.

I freshened up my lipstick and waded into the stream and headed for the trail.

I had to rescue my honey.

SARAH

I made the Bigfoot named Fred carry me. Simply, if they stopped for a break, or put me down, I took off down the trail.

They caught me easily, but at least I was showing that I didn’t want to go with them.

One other thing that was slowing them down was Leslie.

We hadn’t gone an hour until Leslie asked to be put down. She was riding atop Barney’s shoulders and Barney placed her on the ground, and she fell to her knees and began fondling his massive prick. The Bigfoots are half hard all the time anyway, and she grabbed the big sucker with both hands and pulled on it and kissed it until it was at full mast.

Twenty inches of hard cock. Well, hard but spongy. Once it starts going into a pussy it sort of condenses and forms to fit the shape of the hole.

“Come on, Barney, give me a little loving! I haven’t had any loving since I don’t know when.”

Wilma snorted, “You got fucked last night.”

Fred: “It’s okay. She’s just horny.”

Betty said, “Aren’t they all?”

I sighed, “Okay, put me down.”

Fred put me down and the Bigfoots gathered around to watch Barney and Leslie.

Leslie pulled on his penis as she sank down to the ground. Barney followed her, his big hairy knees hitting the soft earth between her spread legs.

“Oh, yeah,” murmured Leslie.

“She’s a juicy one,” observed Fred.

“These little people. They make up for being so small by always wanting cock.” That was Betty. It didn’t look like she really cared that Barney was fucking my friend. She just wanted them to hurry up so they could get going.

Barney lowered himself and she guided his monster penis into her vagina.

It looked like it wouldn’t fit, It looked like an elephant trying to squeeze into a mouse hole, but as Barney pushed his prick condensed, and he shoved more and more of his long dong into Leslie.

Leslie grabbed his hairy arms and arched her pelvis upwards. “Oh, fuck! Yeah!”

Then he was going in and out, a bit of drool escaped his mouth and fell on her hair, but she didn’t notice. She was rising and falling as he pumped in and out.

“Oh, yeah!” His deep voice rumbled and resonated. “This is one tight snatch!” He looked down at her, “Are you a virgin?”

I would have snickered, because I had had my fist up her pussy more times than all of the Bigfoots could count all together.

But I didn’t snicker. I didn’t make a sound. I simply edged down the trail. Their backs were to me, and I made it around a bend of the trail, was obscured by foliage, and began to move faster. If I could just get some distance between us…if I could make it to the stream….maybe I could swim, hide underwater…maybe—UNH!

Fred picked me up. His hands were around my midsection and I couldn’t breath.

“Where you going? Don’t want Bigfoot cock?”

“No!” I yelled weakly, trying to breath. I hit him in the face with my hands, but he didn’t even feel my blows.

“You need Bigfoot cock,” he lectured me, and he knelt and placed me on the ground.

Back up the trail I could hear Leslie screaming out as an orgasm took her.

Fred pushed me back and lowered his head. He placed his big, black lips on my tits and sucked. I felt my nipples erect and his tongue swirled around them. His tongue was hot and rough, and sexual excitement immediately washed over me.

“No!” I tried weakly, but he put his massive hand over my cooch and began squeezing. That massive hand manipulated my sex organ, palpated me into a heavy breathing, lusting mess. I couldn’t help myself, my hips started going up and down.

Bigfoot slid down my body and placed his lips on my sex. He used that long tongue and swirled it inside my hole. It was better than any dick I had ever fucked, except for his.

Then he slid up, sat Indian style and pulled me to him.

He placed me over his cock and began to slide me down his pole.

Oh, fuck! My sex nerves were exploding. My pussy felt like the Fourth of July. And it was only getting better!

He held me in his large hands and raised and lowered me. I had no control. I was just a fuck doll for the giant Bigfoot and his cock.

That monster penis squished into me, filled me up all the way to the womb, then was pulled out.

I began to shudder and shake. I was like one of those little stand up dolls, you press the base and the strings inside go slack and the whole body sort of collapses.

He would shove me down his dick and it felt like my whole body was collapsing. Again and again and again.

And, as had happened before, I lost it. My pussy exploded into orgasm. My whole body jerked and twitched and I came and I came, and almost as if that was a signal, Bigfoot began to cum.

The night before, when he had fucked me, I had known he had a lot of sperm, but now, fully awake, in daylight, I experienced and saw the massive amounts of squirtem he produced.

His cock, I could feel it pulsing all the way up its twenty inch length, spurted into me. It felt like somebody turned on a hose inside me.  Squirt…squirt…squirt…massive pulsings of white semen, and almost immediately it squeezed down the length of his cock and oozed out of my pussy.

I groaned, in the throes of my own orgasm, and all that gooey gism seemed to bring even more heat out of me. I found myself hanging on to him, spasming, out of control, and the semen puddled under us. I had never seen so much baby batter in my life.

I stopped orgasing, and I just sat there, impaled on his penis, and hung on. My whole body was a rag. Every muscle in my body was drained of energy.

Bigfoot had gone to sleep after squirting the night before, but this was daytime, and a different matter.

He lifted me off his cock, and I groaned as that monster pecker slithered out of me, then he lifted me up and put me over his shoulder. He stood up and began walking back up the trail. We rounded the bend and the others were waiting. Wilma and Betty turned and started walking.

I jounced along, tried to breath, the semen oozing out of my hole and down his chest, and listened to them. I was half out of my mind and just trying to figure out what had happened.

As we walked Barney said, “You want trade?”

“Next stop.”

Great. I was going to be shuttled around between Bigfoots. I was a sex toy for horny monsters.

The Bigfoot took large steps, and it wasn’t long before Leslie was falling behind.

“Hey! Wait up!” she called.

The Bigfoots slowed down of a moment, then continued up the trail. Betty was right behind me.

“You bitch,” I said, my eyes half closed. I was fucked into Stupidland, and it felt good, but I knew it was her fault.

“This is for your own good, girlfriend. You know this is what you want.”

“I know this is what you want. And I’ll never forgive you.”

“You will when I get a chance to eat you and put my fist up your pussy.”

“Oh, fuck you,” then it became too hard to breath. I went silent and focused on just surviving the trip up the trail.

CHUCK

I walked up the trail, the mighty hunter, stopping only to make sure my lipstick was fresh. My dress was holding up well, and the holster set well on my hips. The dog collar on my neck chafed a little, but I ripped off a bit of cloth from the bottom of my dress and slipped it between the collar and my neck. The only real impediment to my tracking was my shoes. High heels are not meant for pursuing quarry. And my feet were quite sore. Yes, I had worn high heels, but never for this long a period of time.

So I moved up the trail as fast as I could, and was frustrated in knowing that I could be moving a lot faster. Roots that I normally would have stepped over I tripped on. And I had to stop frequently and lay down and put my feet in the air and wave them around. I needed the blood to circulate.

Still, I kept at it.

At one point I stopped and sat, and noticed how quiet the forest was. It was so pleasant it was beautiful. The sun streamed through the trees in slants of sunlight, and the wind rustled the tops of the trees gently.

Man, these Bigfoots had it good. Living out here in God’s living room.

Still, they were perverts, inbred perverts, and they had to be stopped.

And, so thinking, I found myself rubbing my butt on the rock I had been sitting on.

I had been butt fucked, and I hated it, but…why did I keep remembering how good it felt?

I think, in spite of the pleasurable feeling and memory, I recognized that the Bigfoots had, by sticking their big dicks up my asshole, stolen my manhood.

And, having stolen my manhood, they had stolen my wife.

I needed to rescue my wife and get my manhood back. Maybe do some fucking of my own.

I thought about those Bigfoot girls, Wilma and Betty. Their tits were so big! Yes, they sagged, and were hidden by their chest hair, fur, whatever you wanted to call it, but…those tits were so mammoth that…oh, shit! I was getting all excited again.

My cock struggled in my chastity device. I was leaking pre-cum and it was getting all over my legs. The blood was pulsing in my groin so hard that…that…oh, God! I leaned forward and grabbed my chastity tube and squeezed.

I needed relief! I needed to get my rocks off! I had had enough denial, I was through the excitation phase of sex, or erections, and I wanted relief!

Finally, nothing else to do for it, I stood up, painted my lips so they were gloriously red, and staggered down the trail.

Behind me I left a trail of pre-cum splatters on the earth.

I walked, my feet ached, my guns were heavy, my dress swished around my legs.

I passed through a meadow, saw a couple of deer grazing. The deer looked up at me, tilted their heads, and didn’t bound away.

Man, there was dinner on the hoof!

But why didn’t they run away?

And suddenly I knew. I was a man in a dress, and they were trying to figure out what I was.

I chuckled, a sad sound in the isolated meadow. I had figured out the secret of hunting, and I could even sell that secret to hunters everywhere. Maybe even make a serious profit.

All hunters had to do was wear a dress, and the animals would stand and stare and try to figure the hunter out, and the hunter could blast away.

I reached the edge of the meadow and entered another thick bit of forest. The trees were tall, blocking out the sun more and more. And I realized I was hungry.

Hunh! I was hungry, in a forest, and I was a hunter, and I had guns. Why on earth was I staying hungry.

I moved a bit off the trail and waited. Not ten minutes passed and a rabbit hopped along.

I smiled. Bugs Bunny, and a chant from an old cartoon filled my head: ‘Kill the wabbit! Kill the wabbit!’

I took aim with the Ruger, I let my breath out.

BOOM!

The rabbit sort of flew apart. I mean, guts and legs and ears everywhere, and I suddenly realized that a big caliber gun might not be appropriate for killing innocent, little woodland creatures.

Still, I picked up a couple of pieces, stripped the skin off the parts, and rubbed two sticks together. In a short while I was sitting back, my back against a tree and my poor, sore feet up on a rock. My fingers were greasy and I chewed on the tough, old rabbit with my strong teeth.

Finally, sighing, and a little gas in the tank, enough to continue, I put out the fire, made sure my Coke was full of bourbon, and headed up the trail.

I followed the big footprints easily. I kept watching to the sides, moving carefully at bends in the trail, and watched for ambush.

Nothing.

These Bigfoot critters weren’t all that much, I thought. Then I came to a big puddle of something in the middle of the trail, and two round indentations.

What the heck?

I looked around, moved forward cautiously, and examined the puddle.

It wasn’t water, and a lot of it had seeped into the earth. But some of it had seeped back into the round depressions. I put a finger to the substance and brought it up to my nose and smelled it. Hunh? What was it? I touched it to my tongue. It was sweet, and…and…I scooped up a handful, held to my mouth, and then…I drank it.

I don’t know why, it just tasted so good, and…and I realized what it was.

Bigfoot sperm!

“Ack! Ptooey!” I spat out the substance.

Then I realized what had happened. The indentations were buttocks. The Bigfoot had sat here, cross legged, it looked like, and…and it had cum.

But why? Why had it suddenly squirted its semen?

Because it had a girl on its dick and it was fucking her.

“Oh, crap,” I muttered, my low voice yet loud in the silent forest.

The Bigfoot had fucked one of the women. My wife? Maybe. The other woman? No way of telling.

I shook my head, felt the pain of not being able to do anything, the frustration of this hunt, then, nothing for it, I continued down the trail.

Around the next bend I found another imprint on the ground. On  the trail was the backside of a woman, deep in the soil, and in the crotch of the legs was another massive puddle of semen.

I gave a light curse, and continued. The indentations in the earth weren’t warm, but the semen was still liquid, and it hadn’t fully seeped in.

Of course, maybe the earth could only absorb so much of that Bigfoot baby batter.

But…maybe I was getting closer!

Maybe if I hadn’t stopped to kill that rabbit and cooked it…maybe I would have caught up to them!

With that thought I hurried up the trail. I had to be getting closer. I had to be!

SARAH

BOOM!

We had only gone a hundred yards up the trail from where the Bigfoots had ravaged Leslie and I, and the sound of the gun was loud, maybe only a quarter mile away. And it sounded like a big gun.

The Bigfoots stopped, turned and looked back down the trail.

Barney asked, “Hunter?”

“Maybe,” said Fred.

“Maybe we stop fucking around and get asses in gear!” observed Wilma.

Yet they all stood still for a moment, listening. Nothing.

Fred tilted his big, shaggy head up and sniffed the air. He frowned. “No smell.”

Barney said, “Maybe we go back? Find out who hunt?”

“You want get shot in dick again?”

I had a vision of that. That gun had sounded big, and it wouldn’t leave a hole in Barney’s dick. It would blow it clean off. Which right about then wouldn’t have displeased me.

Barney shook his head. “We go?”

Fred nodded. “We go…faster.”

They turned and headed up the trail, and this time they were moving faster, in a trot. I bounced heavily on Fred’s shoulder, and it was driving the breath out of me. In a short time I was gasping, trying to push up and get enough space between my belly and his shoulder to breath.

“Wait…slow…down!” I gasped.

But they didn’t.


PART TWO

CHUCK

The semen on the trail was wet, and I knew I wasn’t that far behind them. I put the Ruger in the holster and held the Israeli assault rifle at the ready. I moved fast, but with an eye to my surroundings.

I had been a Ranger in the army, and I knew about sneaking up on an enemy. I hurried down the trail and within a hundred yards I came to a confusion of footprints. I stopped and studied them and tried to figure out what the Bigfoots were doing.

They were walking, then they turned and looked back down the trail. Four Bigfoots, or Bigfeet, if you want to go grammatical on me, and one human. What happened to the other human? And…was it my wife?

They had stood for a short while, there wasn’t much moving around like there would have been if they had been there for a long time.

So what were they doing?

And a thought seeped into my skull.

Had they heard me kill the rabbit?

Had I been that close?

Crap!

I continued, and shortly realized that it must have been the sound of my gun. The length of their strides increased, and the footprints of the human disappeared.

They’re carrying the women!

But they’re also moving faster. Not a full run, but close to it.

Okay, if they could run, so could I. Except that, really, I couldn’t. I still had on the high heels.

So I just hurried as fast as I could, tripping along behind them, probably moving half as fast, and the distance between us was opening up.

The trail began to climb a little, and now the high heels weren’t as bad. You get a steep enough slope and the toes come down before the heel anyway. Their strides weren’t as long now, and I felt like if I wasn’t catching up to them, at least I wasn’t falling behind. Too badly.

The trail became easier to follow, as the muddle of footprints became more sharply defined when the Bigfoots stepped in the wet earth that appeared every once in a while in the center of the trail.

I concentrated on taking as long a steps as I could, and I kept sipping at the bourbon to keep my strength up, and I held my assault rifle with both hands.

Man, I couldn’t wait to take aim and…

SARAH

They ran and they ran. If their normal stride was three feet, their trotting stride was about five.              If that rifle shot had been a hunter, and he was following us, he was now falling behind at a serious rate.

If the Bigfoots ran five miles the hunter would only run three. And that was if he was running, if he was following us.

I was afraid he wasn’t. After all, he was out hunting, how would he know there were two white women being held captives by a bunch of mythical monsters?

Correction. One white woman.

Leslie was holding on to Barney’s head, hugging it, really, and the way she had gone after his dick…no, Leslie was not captive.

The Bigfoots crossed over streams, jumped over logs, sprinted through the open spaces of meadows, and whoever was following us, if they were following us, had to be ten miles back now. Then we came to a hill.

The Bigfoots slowed down now, and they weren’t moving much faster than a walk.

I was still on Fred’s shoulder. He held me there, and they didn’t stop, not even for a piss. When they had to leak they did it while on the move. Their pee came out in thick streams and left a virtual tiny stream in the middle of the trail.

We went up a high hill, or a low mountain, whatever you want to call it, and the Bigfoots finally stopped. We were on the top of the mountain, and they could see for miles in all directions. If somebody was following us they would be seen. If somebody was following us. If the Bigfoots even bothered to look.

The moon was out, and they made camp between a collection of large boulders. It was bright as day in the little enclave, and one of the Bigfoots went off on his own for a while.

Fred put me on the far side of the fire, and I was boxed in by the big rocks. He sat and watched me, and chewed on his thick, black nails, and the women went looking for firewood.

For about ten minutes I sat, my arms around my knees, and contemplated the fire. If the Bigfoots would sleep, maybe I could escape. I didn’t really know where I was, but I could always go back down the trail. I would eventually get back to the cave, and then I could find the cabin.

Suddenly Fred stepped out of the brush. He was carrying something over his shoulder, and he tossed it to the ground.

It was a deer. He had killed it with no weapons, which meant that after a day of running through the woods, running a virtual marathon through thicket and forest, he was still able to chase down a deer and kill it. With his bare hands.

Crap!

The Bigfoots fell on the carcass. It was quickly stripped, by bare hand, of skin. It was spitted and placed over the fire.

Then they all sat down to watch the deer sizzle and cook. Shortly the smell of roasting flesh and dripping juices filled the little clearing. It was a mouth watering aroma.

The Bigfoots didn’t say much. Leslie seemed tired, she had actually run part of the way, and she sat next to me and her head slowly lowered. A snore.

The Bigfoots looked up, and Fred nudged Barney. “No trade. No fuck sleep woman.”

Barney looked disappointed, then Betty said, “Why don’t both do her?” And she pointed at me.

I stood up, a frightened look on my face.

Fred and Barney stood up, and they were grinning.

The circled the fire, one on each side, and approached me. I started to dart one way, then the other, but with their wide arms and quick feet there was no way I was going to get past them.

I turned and scrambled at the rock, tried to actually run up the hard surface.

Barney chuckled as he grabbed me by the waist. He pulled me back and I oofed at the strength of his arms around my middle. My hands yet grasped for purchase on the boulder I had been trying to climb.

At the fire Wilma and Betty ignored us.

I had no clothes on, they had been stripped off back in the cave, and the Bigfoots had fur, so they didn’t even have to take any clothes off.

Barney turned, and I swung in the air, my arms and legs out. He put me down gently, and I felt my feet touch the earth, then he lifted again and I felt his giant cock searching for my pussy.

“No! No!” I cried.

Leslie slumbered.

Barney shoved his penis up my pussy. That big Bigfoot dick rammed inside me, condensed into a harder spongey flesh, and my breath was pushed out of me.

Meanwhile, Fred grabbed my head and pulled me down.

There I was, held off the earth, nothing to grab hold of, nothing to fight with, and Fred shoved his massive dong into my mouth.

I started to gag, but he pulled back and waited. Apparently he had done this before. Then he shoved forward and his dick condensed, and I started to gag some more, and he pulled back. He kept doing this, shoving his cock into my mouth, then pulling back and letting his dick accommodate my mouth. Inch by inch he filled my mouth, my throat, and his big dick slowly snaked down towards my belly.

Meanwhile, Barney was ramming into me like an over-sized choo choo train trying to get into an under-sized tunnel. His big dick was condensing, but there was so much of it, and it was so big. Even condensed it was big.

They began to move back and forth. Fred shoving into my mouth, then Barney shoving into my pussy, then Fred shoving, Barney shoving.

I hung there between them, spitted like the deer cooking over the fire. Sometimes I honestly wondered why their dicks didn’t touch somewhere in the middle of my body. They certainly felt like they should.

And, once again, I started to lose control. The feel of their giant dicks pushing me back and forth, filling my orifices, it was too much. I felt the hot white flash of ignition somewhere in my pubic area. It felt like a giant ocean that was welling from somewhere, from somewhere where I didn’t know, and it rose up, like a tsunami and engulfed me.

I began to cry out, guttural shouts as the orgasm rose up higher, higher.

“Harder, Fred. She doing it!”

They pushed even harder, and my body started to lock up, to become nothing more than a rigid fuck toy.

Then they began to squirt. I was in the middle of the tornado, mind blasted as my body took over and crescendoed, and their squirtem started to fill me.

I could feel Barney shooting his juice far up my hole, filling my very womb, and the juice began to seep back along his shaft, to squirt out the edges of my hole as he rammed it with his pole.

And Fred squirted right down my throat. I didn’t have to gulp or anything, I just felt the pulsing in his shaft, then the warm feeling way down yonder, and my belly started to fill up.

Squirt after squirt, buckets of Bigfoot semen, and I felt like I was in the ocean, battered by waves and unable to come to shore.

Finally, we were all done. My body relaxed, and they pulled back and Barney lowered me to the ground.

I lay there, a puddle of mess and white hot fever, my body giving twitches every once in a while, and my pussy hot and steaming.

I wanted more. I wanted more of that Bigfoot big dick, and I wanted it in both ends. I had given head before, I was pretty good at it, but this…this was unbelievable. I felt like not just my pussy had orgasmed, but my throat had. And my belly was full of warm semen.

Heysoos help me…I wanted more Bigfoot cock.

The Bigfoots, however, were done with me. Fred and Barney and the girls started ripping pieces of meat off the cooked deer. They ate slowly, enjoying their meal.

At one point Barney came over and handed me a piece of venison.It was hot in my hands. He helped me to sit against the back rock, and I just sat there, nibbling at the meat and wondering what was happening to me.

Yes, I wanted to leave, to go home, but I also wanted more Bigfoot dick. I realized that my resistance was slowly being eroded, and that if this didn’t stop I would soon agree with Leslie, and I might want to stay with the Bigfoots.

CHUCK

I slept on the trail. I had been running, as best I could in the high heels, and finally I was tired. And I was slightly drunk, and I needed rest.

I had been running uphill, and I thought I might have even been closing in on the Bigfoots, but…there is only so much the human body can take.

So I slept, and the moon passed overhead, and when I awoke I felt guilty. I had wasted the moonlight. Maybe I could even have caught up to the monsters who had kidnapped my wife.

So, not bothering to hunt for a rabbit, I continued up the trail.

A quarter mile and I reached the top, and I found where they had camped for the night.

Oh. I cursed myself. I was only a quarter mile away! 1320 feet! 440 yards!

And they had enjoyed a leisurely meal. If the wind had blown the other way I would have smelled their cooking!

Fortunately, they had not eaten all of the deer they had cooked. They had thrown a rack of ribs aside, and I found it and brushed the dirt off it. It was still warm, maybe they had recooked the thing for breakfast, or just kept it cooking over night. I didn’t know, but that bit of ribs was juicy and delicious. The meat fell off the bone and I ate the ribs and sucked them dry.

Stupid Bigfoots. They might be degenerate perverts, but they knew how to cook.

After I had eaten I examined the campsite. I could tell where they slept, and where they had sat and kept guard.

So they were watching their back trail. I was going to have to be very subtle when I made my final approach.

Then I saw something curious. Two Bigfoot footprints facing each other, about four feet apart. And two puddles of Bigfoot cum on the ground.

What the hell? Had they had a masturbation contest? They were too far apart to have jacked each other off. What the—and I got it.

They had spitted one of the girls. They had taken her from both ends, held her in place and fucked her.

Oh, those bastards!

And it might have been my wife!

How dare they!

Tears streaming down my cheeks, imagining those monsters fucking Sarah from both ends, I turned away from the campsite and staggered down the trail.

And I saw them!

Across the valley was another low mountain, and I could make out motion near the top.

I lifted my assault rifle and looked through the scope.

Four Bigfoots! And my wife! And another woman…Leslie! It was Sarah’s friend Leslie! She must have come with Sarah to the cabin, and now they were both in the hands of the Bigfoots!

I watched the big backs of the Bigfoots, and the smaller shapes of the two women—one of them was over the shoulder of the biggest Bigfoot—as they crossed the low saddle of the next mountain.

If I had just kept going! Maybe another fifty yards and I would have smelled their cook fire. This could all be over!

I screamed then, at the Bigfoots on the next mountain, at myself, at God in the sky. “SARAH!”

The Bigfoots didn’t hear, and they disappeared from view.

SARAH

We awoke early in the morning and headed down the other side of the mountain. The going was easy, and the Bigfoots just trotted along at a nice pace. Not too fast and not too slow.

I was jounced, but it seemed to be softer going down hill.

Leslie, holding hands with Barney, looking like a little girl holding the hand of her father, did her own walking.

Fred tried that with me, but I just turned and tried to run. Back up on his shoulder I went.

Down to a small valley, a quick stop at a creek, then up the other side.

We reached the top and the funny thing, I felt like I could almost hear Chuck. It was just for a moment, the Bigfoots were already going down the other side, but, just for a moment, I heard him. Then I was over the edge and going down the next hill.

And I thought: Chuck!

My husband. Who loved me and fucked me and bought me a house and did things for me.

And he was a pervert. Did I care? No.

There’s lots worse things a man could do than wear a dress, or heels, or even that thing that had been on his cock.

At that moment I truly wished I was back home, talking to him. I would be understanding. I would hold him and we would make sweet love.

And I wouldn’t be 150 miles away, traipsing through the wilderness, prisoner of a bunch of over-sexed monsters.

Sighing, I tried to breath. If only, I thought. If only.

We walked through the day, a simple trot that ate the miles. I lay on Fred’s shoulder, and I knew I had just about reached the end of my endurance. The continual jouncing on his shoulder, I felt like my ribs were about to bend and break. It hurt, and the pain ran through my mid-section.

“Okay,” I said.

Fred kept walking. “I said okay!” And I hit the small of his back with my fist.

He stopped and put me down.

I walked down the trail, defeated.

“Go faster,” Fred said.

“I’ll try, but I hurt.”

“Why you hurt?”

“You bouncing me on your shoulder, the way you guys fucked me last night.”

Their fucking didn’t hurt, but I was determined to do something, anything, to slow them down.

What if I had heard Chuck on that mountaintop? What if he was following? It was a vain thought, but it was all the hope I had.

“We walk slow for while…then you need speed up, or I carry.”

So I walked, and I tried to walk fast enough that they wouldn’t put me on Fred’s shoulder again, but slow enough so Chuck could catch us. Fortunately, at that point we were walking downhill, so I could keep a fair pace going. It wasn’t as fast as the Bigfoots wanted, but it was okay.

We made camp that night, and I was totally and truly exhausted. And I wasn’t looking forward to the nightly round of ‘fuck the Bigfoots.’ Fortunately, I was given a break, and it was Leslie that gave it to me.

We stopped, Barney went out and caught the deer and brought it back, and we once again sat around the fire and munched on venison ripped right off the bone.

And Leslie turned to Wilma and asked, “Have you ever been fisted?”

I blinked. The Bigfoots all stared at her, and she said, “You should try it. I’ve got a small arm, so you could let me do you first, and if you like it, maybe Fred or Barney would be willing to fist you.’

The Bigfoots had conversation then.

“Let see fist.”

Leslie held her fist up.

“Not as big as Fred Dick.”

“Wouldn’t hurt.”

Barney said, “Too big.” And he held up his own fist. It was twice as big as Leslie’s.

“That’s why you let me go first. I’ll get her used to it, then you take over. Guaranteed. Betty is going to…both Betty and Wilma…they’re going to love it. Done right it’s better than sex with a dick.”

Fred looked at Barney. “Better than sex with a dick?”

“By far. Once you’ve tried it you’ll never want anything else.”

So we ate, and the conversation went on, and by the end of the meal Betty and Wilma were convinced to take a chance.

Betty lay down, tilted her head up and asked, “How we do this?”

“You just relax and I’ll take care of everything.”

Betty laid her head back and the Bigfoots gathered around to watch.

Betty placed her fist at the entrance to Betty’s big pussy. She hesitated, then: “You should be hot before we do this.”

“Hot?”

“Horny. Wanting it.”

“Oh.”

Leslie looked around and frowned. The Bigfoots all stared at her and waited. Finally, Leslie shrugged. “Oh, well.”

She bent down and buried her face in Betty’s giant muff.

Betty’s pussy was puffy and big, and Leslie’s face fit perfectly. She pressed her face in, wiggled it, and I could even hear her shouting. She was hoping that sound vibrations might help the horniness factor.

About a minute passed, then Betty groaned and lifted her hips. She near lifted Leslie, too, but Leslie went with it.

Then, Betty responding, Leslie stuck a couple of fingers into her pussy. The pussy accommodated them easily, Leslie smiled, and she jammed a fist in.

“Oh!” Betty yelped. But it wasn’t a yelp of pain. It was pleasure.

Betty reached down and tried to pull more of Leslie’s arm into her, but that was all she wrote.

“Need more!”

Leslie pulled back, pulled her arm out.

“Hey!” protested Betty.

“Go for it, Barney!” Leslie pushed the Bigfoot towards his wife.

Barney hesitated, then made a fist, and punched his wife’s pussy.

There was a splatter of juices, then his fist sunk in. Further and further, and Betty arched her back and moaned.

“Yes! Yes!”

Barney grinned and began pumping his arm back and forth. He wasn’t gentle, but he didn’t have to be. Betty took it all and wanted more.

“Harder! Harder!”

Actually, she was saying that the arm up her pussy was harder than the Bigfoot’s spongey dick. But Barney took the word for what it was and punched harder. Betty started to gasp and groan and she twitched her big hips and fucked his arm.

Wilma moved forward, she grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. “You do me.”

What choice did I have?

Wilma lay down and I fingered her, and she just lay there. So I took a deep breath and dove my face in. It was pungent. It was musky and animalistic smelling. My face was shortly sopping with Bigfoot juices. My tongue was too small to do much good, but by just shoving my whole face forward and smushing it around did the trick. Wilma started to groan, and I shoved my fist into her.

She grunted and arched, and she liked it. “More! More!”

I punched her a couple of times, felt the ripples of her vaginal tunnel, then I pulled out and motioned to Fred. Grinning, he knelt down and put his own fist into her hole.

Wilma started yelping happily.

Next to her Betty was making guttural sounds, and the two women looked at each other, their eyes glazed, and enjoyed their fisting.

I stood behind them and watched. I watched the girls humping those fists. I watched the boys punching away, and I watched the Bigfoot’s big balls dangling, and the way their cocks were getting long and hard. Oh, crap. When they finished the women off they were going to want sex. Yes, I loved Bigfoot sex, but I wanted to go home, too.

I wanted to go home and be with my crossdressing husband and tease him about being locked up when my pussy was available. I wanted…and I got pissed off.

Having that deep wish to go home, seeing the big Bigfoot women having such pleasure, watching the butts of the Bigfoots wiggle as they drove their fists into their wives, I snapped.

I stepped forward. My fist was all lubed up from being in Wilma’s pussy, and I punched Fred…right in the asshole.

My fist sunk in to the elbow. Fred drove forward and yelped, and his fist jammed harder into his wife.

He stopped pushing his fist in, got back up on his hand and knees, and looked back at me.

I was fist deep, and suddenly I was scared. What if Fred didn’t like a fist up his ass? What if Fred decided to rip my head off?

But Fred didn’t. Fred grinned, and he nodded for me to keep going.

Oh, fuck!

And I punched away. Punched and punched.

Fred: “Barney, try this!”

With glee, Leslie punched Barney in the asshole. Barney arched, yelped, and grinned. “Good!” he crooned.

So, one more addition to the dynamic of fisting Bigfoots.

I punched, Fred punched, and Wilma started to orgasm. And orgasm and orgasm.

If I thought my orgasm was big, it was nothing compared to the Bigfoot orgasm. She arched her back and clamped her legs, and Fred’s fist was caught. He couldn’t get it out. He pulled, and even all his muscles, he was stuck.

And I was punching away, and, suddenly, Fred began to orgasm! I had apparently been punching his prostate, and the semen was being forced up. Squirt after squirt of that sweet liquid shot out of his erect penis. He howled with delight, and his orgasm went on and on.

And next to him Betty and Barney started to orgasm.

All the Bigfoots were screaming with pleasure, shooting out gallons of jizz, and Leslie and I just kept punching and punching.

I thought, after that little Bigfoot orgy, that they might all go to sleep, and that I could run away. No luck. Three of them slept, but Fred just sat down and waited. His eyes looked sleepy, sometimes the lids dropped, but he never went to sleep.

He looked at me and smiled. “You good fuck. Me keep long time.”

Oh, fucking great! I punch a guy in the asshole and he falls in love. I mean, what’s up with that, eh?

CHUCK

Over hill, over dale, I will follow the semen trail.

I walked up steep hills, found traces of sex that I couldn’t make out. Big bodies left impressions in the dirt, and big knees and elbows were offset, and the human prints seemed to be in the rear, perhaps orchestrating the whole thing.

What the heck was happening? I couldn’t make heads nor tails of this mess.

Yet, mess or not, I tracked them, and though I couldn’t catch them, they stayed ahead of me.

I walked down hills into valleys, across streams, and ascended more hills.

I came to the remains of fires. I ate their leavings, haunches and ribs discarded, I clawed the meat off them and fed myself.

I slept on the trail, right in the middle, and I didn’t worry about bears or mountain lions.

It was hard walking. I was actually getting used to wearing the high heels, but I was running low on lipstick.

And my cock was constantly trying to get hard. It never stopped. And I felt a golden sweetness controlling me. I had gotten so horny I had transcended. I was desperate, I had to save my wife, but the horniness inside me, the excitation phase I was in, was transformed into a golden cloud of perfume. A hot line of sex rose from my cock through my chest, and I felt like God was smiling in me.

Up hill and down slope. My caged cock literally jangling between my thighs.

In this exalted state, the story had to come to an end. And, one day, it did.


PART THREE

SARAH

We came to the top of the hill, and I could feel the emotional attitude of the Bigfoots rise.

Across the long valley in front of us, right before the next hill, I could see thin trails of smoke rising into the sky.

In the expanse of forest I could see small peaks that looked like the rooftops.

Fred gave a big sigh. “We home.”

Barney and Betty hugged. And Wilma put her arms around Leslie and I and hugged.

I didn’t know how many miles we had walked, but it was considerable.

I was actually stronger. I had lost signs of fat and my frame was covered with lithe muscle. The only thing left, of my former self, was my breasts. Somehow they had survived the trek intact.

Which wasn’t all the blessing it might appear to be.

Both Fred and Barney insisted on fucking me every night. I loved it, but I was losing myself. I cried sometimes at night, wishing I could be home with Chuck.

Leslie was ecstatic. She had adapted to the Bigfoots, and she wanted to stay with them. She wanted to bear babies and live in the forest, and…make love to me.

Night after night she would cuddle up to me, kiss me, try to get me to respond. I would just push her away and roll over, and try to hide my tears.

Our friendship was basically over, and I never felt so alone in my life.

But, whatever, we were at the valley of the Bigfoots, the village of the Bigfoots.

Fred led the way, and now, even though I wanted to turn and run back the way I had come, I didn’t. Bigfoot or not, it was civilization, and I needed civilization.

Maybe I could escape once I was in the village. Maybe there would be too many Bigfoots, more opportunities, and I could get lost in the mess and find my way out. Maybe I could even figure out where the heck human civilization was!

So I followed Fred and Barney and Wilma and Betty. And Leslie. I followed them down the side of the mountain and through the forest. As we approached the far village I could make out different smells. My nose had become sensitive over the weeks, and I could smell people cooking, I could even make out the dishes. There was beef. There was an apple pie! Oh, my God!

Tears started to stream down my face, and I kept up with the Bigfoots.

We passed large houses under towering trees. This valley had never been logged, and the trees were monstrous tall! They were as much bigger than the trees in the outside world as the Bigfoots were taller than the humans in the outside world.

And they had to be to build houses and structures big enough to house the Bigfoots.

The number of houses increased, but even as they increased, they managed to stay hidden under the huge branches of the trees. Then we were walking through a town, an actual town, hidden by giant trees, and other Bigfoots came out to welcome us.

Huge bodies dwarfed me, but they were careful not to knock me over. And the children! They were as big as me, and they laughed and touched me.

And everybody was hugging everybody.

Except me. I was alone.

Even Leslie was getting hugged. She treated herself like one of the family, and so the family treated her like one of theirs.

And I stood alone. Sniffling. Remembering that my husband was probably hundreds of miles away, and that I might never see him again.

One of the Bigfoot children came up to me then. She was taller than me, and furry, and possessed of the inbred genes of the Bigfoot.

“What wrong?” she reached up and touched my tears.

“Nothing,” I said.

Then she hugged me, and the waterworks started. I cried and I cried. I sobbed and my body shook, and the celebration slowly ground to a halt.

Sure, Fred and Wilma and Barney and Betty were back, and they had two new breeders, but one of them was crying uncontrollably.

The Bigfoot people gathered around me, and some of them asked what was wrong, and some of them touched me gently, but I couldn’t stop crying.

“Why she cry?” asked one of the Bigfoots.

Fred said, “She not want have baby.”

“But everybody want have baby!”

“She not right,” and Barney pointed at his ear and made a circling motion with one finger. Cuckoo.

Yeah, right. They were inbred perverts from Tennessee, and I was the cuckoo. I cried even harder.

The Bigfoots held discussion then. They talked among themselves, discussed my situation, and though they all agreed I was cuckoo…they wanted to do something about it.

I just kept sobbing.

Then one, old, grizzled Bigfoot, badly in need of a body cut, his whole body was really overgrown and looked like a shag rug, said, “Take to Elvis.”

Elvis. Right. Stupid. I guess they hadn’t heard that he had left the building.

But they gently moved me along. The whole group of us walked down the street. At the end of the street was a normal sized house, for a normal sized human. It had bushes around it, it was freshly painted, and had a small porch.

I stood in front of the steps and cried, and one of the Bigfoots mounted the stairs. Which was actually difficult for it because a normal step is 11 inches wide, and his feet were 18 inches long, if not longer.

He crossed the little porch, hunkering under the normal sized roof, and knocked on the door.

Everybody stood silent, waiting.

“HOLD UP!”

Everybody had been facing Elvis’s house, and now they spun around.

“ONE MOVE AND YOU’RE DEAD!”

The Bigfoots didn’t move, but that voice…that voice was familiar!

I moved. I slipped through the large bodies, reached the back of the crowd, now the front, and…

“CHUCK!”

My man was there! My beautiful, wonderful man. He was wearing one of my dresses, badly ripped and torn, but…he was there!

And he had the collar around his neck, and the high heels locked on his feet! And his hair was long and shaggy, almost like a woman’s, probably because he had been in the wilderness so long.

But it was his lips I liked the best. They were red, plump, and I wondered where he had gotten lipstick in the wilderness!

“Sarah?”

“Chuck!”

I ran towards him.

One of the Bigfoots moved, and Chuck snarled and aimed his Tavor TAR-21 assault rifle at the Bigfoot.

The Bigfoot froze. Yes, they could move fast, and they were strong, and they might even be able to take a bullet or two. But they couldn’t take a lot of bullets, and that was what was in Chucks assault rifle.

I reached Chuck, hugged him, but he didn’t lower the rifle. He held me, hugged me back, but he kept his eyes on the Bigfoots, and he kept that rifle unwavering on them.

“Wait!”

The crowd shifted aside and Fred stepped out. “She make Bigfoot babies!”

“You’ll make a fine corpse,” stated Chuck.

He was so beautiful, standing there in his dress, and I hugged his arm and put my hand on his chest. I felt for the boobs. He needed boobs.

He smiled at me, then turned to the Bigfoots. “We’re leaving now, and…”

The Bigfoots started to growl and a few of them shifted their weight. They were going to charge.

“Hold it!” yelled Chuck.

And, from behind the Bigfoots came another voice, a softer, melodic voice.

“Hold it.”

The crowd turned, and on the porch stood Elvis Presley. He was wearing a gold suit and blue suede shoes. He stood hip cocked and grinning.

I gawked.

Chuck actually lowered his assault rifle for a moment, then snapped it back up.

Elvis started descending the steps. He walked with a sexy gait, his hips giving the hint of gyration just form the act of walking.

He pushed through the crowd, and the Bigfoots all let him through.

Then he came out the front of the crowd and crossed the fifteen steps or so to us.

It really was Elvis. He was older, he had lines on his face, but the shape of his jaw, the tilt of his grin, the twinkle in his eyes…it was Elvis.

He was skinnier, no longer the porker, but a svelte eighteen year old figure.

He stopped in front of us and grinned that Elvis grin. “Hey, baby, like, let’s not get all shook up.”

And Chuck lowered his gun.

“Are you…really…are you…”

“Well, I’m not the devil in disguise.”

“But…but…you’re dead!”

“Don’t,” he said. “I don’t like to hear that.”

“But…what are you doing here?”

“You know, it’s funny, I made all those movies, and I made love to all those girls, but one night I experienced Bigfoot loving…and it was a mighty big hunk a love.”

“But…everybody thinks you’re dead!”

“I told you…don’t be cruel. Now,” he turned to the Bigfoots, “That’s all right, folks. I got the situation in hand!”

The Bigfoots, except for Fred and Barney and Wilma and Betty, dispersed. Some of them came up and touched Elvis, but within a minute only Elvis, me and Chuck and Leslie, and the four Bigfoots were all that were left.

“So what’s the party, eh?” asked Elvis.

Fred explained how they first captured Chuck, then he got away. Then he told how they captured Leslie and I, and how we didn’t get away. He finished up with: “And we captured her so she got to make babies for us!”

Elvis sighed. “Fred, now and then there’s a fool such as you.”

Fred looked down at the ground. The other Bigfoots toed the dirt nervously.

“Now, I guess you remembered to forget, but if a woman says no…it means no. These fine folks, if they don’t want to be here, if they don’t want you or need you or love you, you got to let them go. It’s like, I’m right, your left, and she’s gone.”

While he was talking Elvis was giving little chopping motions in the air, and swiveling his hips. It was amazing, and it told me that this really was the real Elvis.

“I mean, Fred, you don’t want no jailhouse rock around here, do you?”

“I guess not,” Fred sighed.

“Okay. then let me talk to these fine folks for a bit, and why don’t you take this little filly and show her off.”

Fred turned to Leslie, and Leslie looked at me. “I guess I was wrong.” She said.

For a moment I stood there and looked at her. Okay, I could get mad. I could tell her off, but…what good would that do? Elvis had already gotten things straightened out, and I wasn’t likely to ever see her again. I stepped forward and opened my arms.

We hugged, and Elvis grinned and said, “That’s all right, mama.”

And Leslie went away with Fred and Wilma. Barney and Betty thanked Elvis for straightening them out, and they walked up the street. Elvis turned to us.

“Well folks, I gotta say,” and he looked at Chuck, “That’s quite a ring around your neck.”

And then we were all laughing.

We talked with Elvis for quite a while then, and he even invited us into his house for peanut butter and banana sandwiches. Then he broke out his car and sang a few songs for us, and…I got to tell ya, there is only one king! His tones were dulcet, his hips were electric, and he had that rock and roll energy that just totally woke one up to the fact that life is a party, and you better get dancing.

The next day Elvis arranged for us to leave the valley, and he even arranged for a Cadillac, one of his own, personal Cadillacs, to drive us all the way home. Then he shook Chuck’s hand, and hugged me, and whispered in my ear. “That’s a mighty fine piece of jewelry you got hanging between Chuck’s legs. You think you could send me one?”

I agreed to, then Chuck and I were like…gone, man.

We sat in the back of the Cadillac and the miles whizzed by. I was ensconced in Chuck’s arms, and I was never happier.

Then I reached down to squeeze his groin, and got a handful of plastic.

“Oh, uh…about that…”

“Don’t bother,” I said, kissing him. Then I was on his lap, my arms around his neck, kissing him.

I said, “I like your dress. I’ve got a few more you can try out.”

“Really?”

“Really. And maybe you can even clean the house, or something.”

“Oh,” he sounded a little doubtful, but that was okay. I knew what he needed and wanted now.

And we hugged some more.

And I said, “And how did you manage to keep your lips so beautiful?”

A little embarrassed, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a tube of my lipstick.

I laughed, took it and painted my own lips, and handed it back to him. Then I asked, “How come you still have that chastity thing on?”

“Well, uh, I lost the key.”

I grinned. “I found it.”

“Really?”

“Yep. Under the white rock.”

“Well, where is it? I need to get out of this thing! Do you know how horny I am?”

I considered him, and I said, “You know, all that sex the Bigfoots put me through.”

“Yeah?”

He was so horny he didn’t care that I had been fucked by the Bigfoots.

“Well, I am so fucked out…I don’t think I’m going to want to have sex for a long, long time.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

“That’s right. It might be a year or two until I feel like screwing again.

“But…but…”

“But that’s okay. When I do need your penis I know exactly where to find it.”

“But…but…”

I looked at him innocently.

He asked, “But…aren’t you going to unlock me?”

I just smiled.

END


Author’s Note!

My thanks to The King for being the greatest Rock and Roller of all time. I sure hope he doesn’t mind my using him in this little satire. And to all of you…’Long Live The King!’
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Hey guys and gals.

I hope you enjoyed this little tale of Chuck and Sarah.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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of the finest erotica in the world!
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…
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Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Elvis Saved Me from Bigfoot!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. How manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door open.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” He brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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