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Chapter One


Winter had been a difficult time for the tribe, as several of our beloved apes had perished battling Bigfoot hunters. The persistence of the intruders was breathtaking, their boldness astounding, and the damage they inflicted permanent. Archie and Tate were dead, and Leonard had been injured. His wounds were slow to heal, leaving him cranky and in pain for months.
As the snow thawed and spring became summer, we had settled south, following a traditional Sasquatch pattern. Mike had been with us for weeks, but he had returned home to start work and take care of the house. I would see him again in a month. Daisy had stayed with me. The toddler walked and babbled, while her brothers Lendal and Bubba Jr. entertained and watched over her. They also corralled Wolfie, who was a fuzzy mess of a baby ape, and so curious, he got himself into trouble nearly every day. He had recently climbed a western hemlock, following a squirrel, and gotten stuck at the top. Lendal had to retrieve him, and we had been terrified that they would both fall to their deaths.
My sister, Lena, had returned home to sign up for her second semester of college. The time she had spent in the mountains seemed to have matured her dramatically. She had been through quite an ordeal, from the initial shock of the kidnapping, the Sasquatch seduction, and the fight for survival.
Her appreciation for indoor plumbing, restaurants, and shopping malls had led to an attitude of gratitude, and the realization that although school was annoying, nothing could be as bad as roughing it in the woods with a bunch of prehistoric creatures.
I had forgiven the fact that she had slept with Leonard. It was to be expected after all. Being blonde and gorgeous, my lover had taken to her like a bee to honey, indulging in an all time favorite activity: sex. The tribe shared its women at orgies, and jealousy was useless, seeing that we were all treated equally and lusted after regularly.
Once Leonard’s wounds had healed, we had fallen into a familiar pattern, living as we had before.
However, the fear was that the media would overrun us, but the government had quieted the entire affair, effectively silencing those who knew of the Sasquatches’ existence. How they had done this was a mystery, but it had kept the incident out of the headlines, and, for that, I was grateful.
We had settled in a lowland valley, peppered with maples, red alders, and pretty rhododendrons.
Zelda and Leslie had taken the boys to a lake, with Daisy, while I picked blackberries, enjoying the lazy afternoon in peace and quiet. Being the mountain woman I had become, I wore sturdy hiking shoes that gripped the terrain and sandy-colored shorts, which held various pockets for things like a small knife, a flashlight, and mini binoculars. The elder apes were hunting deer, as we planned a feast tonight to celebrate Bubba’s birthday. The leader of the Sasquatches had been feeling slightly under the weather, and he had slowed down considerably, but he appeared to be on the mend.
The snapping of a branch caught my attention, and I crouched, hiding behind a bush. This was an involuntary reflex, safety having been programed into my consciousness over the years. I was careful not to make too much noise on my walks, for fear of other tribes or predatory creatures. Movement turned my attention in another direction, seeing an ape striding towards me. It was Pooky.
I straightened, smiling. “Hey.”
“Porsche,” he rasped. His grin was lopsided and nearly comical. He grasped me, slinging me over his shoulders.
“Stop that, you moron!” I held the basket of fruit; worried it would turn upside down.
“Gggrrrrr…”
I smacked his back, while his chest rumbled with laughter. “Put me down right now!” He fulfilled the request several strides later, setting me on my feet.
He eyed the basket. “You find food?”
“Some berries. Where is everybody?”
“Hunting.” His pink tongue flicked out, as his eyes roamed over my face. “You pretty, Porsche.”
I knew that look all too well. “Thanks.” These apes were crafty, and any opportunity to catch a girl alone usually ended with a sweaty romp in the woods. I had to diffuse the situation. “I’m heading back.” He was hot on my heels, and I could practically feel the steam of his breath on the back of my neck.
Someone had prepared the fire, placing wood in an enormous pile, while a metal tripod held a large pot. It would be filled with venison as soon as the Sasquatches returned with their kill. I was slightly dismayed by the fact that the camp was empty, save for several shelters, which had been erected around the perimeter.
“Where is everyone?”
Pooky’s eyes glinted in a secretive light, and a second later, I found myself in his arms, pressed to the slightly pungent length of his furry body. “No, you stupid ape!” I pushed against him, but it was like trying to dislodge a tree. He grunted happily, clearly thrilled that he had caught me alone. “Oh, crap.”
“Gggrrooaarrr…”
There I was again, slung over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. He stalked into the forest, his feet thumping against the ground, while my long, blonde hair fell in my face. It was useless to protest, and I would enjoy it all the same, knowing how well versed these creatures were in the pleasurable business of sex.
“Oh, Pooky, for God’s sakes. I’m supposed to be getting berries.”
He snorted repeatedly, clearly amused by these events. From this angle, I could see his phallus jutting from his fur. Snatching me had excited him. He’d found a small clearing, filled with a thick patch of Sweetgrass. I was lowered to the ground a second later and taken into his arms, while his wet nose grazed my neck, sniffing and nibbling. I kicked my shoes off, sending them tumbling away. His thick, impatient fingers fumbled with the buttons on my shorts.
“I’ll do that.” Although I hadn’t anticipated an afternoon romp, now that it was upon me, my panties had dampened, and a telltale tingling buzzed distractingly in my nether regions.
“Pretty Porsche,” he rasped.
I gave him a look. “You’re a horndog. If Leonard finds out you’ve been messing around with me, he’ll be pissed.”
This warning had little effect on him. “You look like Lena. I miss Lena. When she coming back?”
That was a surprise. “She’s busy right now.” My sister had finished her second semester of school, and she had gotten a job for the summer at an organic grocery store. She was supposed to visit for a few weeks before classes started again, but her new boyfriend had taken up all of her free time. “She misses you too, Pooky.” I wasn’t exactly sure if this was true or not.
I unclasped the bra, letting it fall to the grass. I was tanned all over from wandering around naked near rivers and swimming in lakes. We had camped by several natural wonders, which had renewed my appreciation for the beauty of the Cascades. Fully undressed, I sat next to Pooky, noting the eagerness in his eyes, as his tongue flicked out of the corner of his mouth.
I touched his furry face. “Well, you got me alone now. What do you want to do?” He lifted his eyebrows repeatedly, which made him look ridiculous. I giggled helplessly.
“I suck some boobies.” The raspy quality of his voice sent a thrilling shiver down my spine.
I was no longer producing milk, as Daisy now drunk from a sippy cup. My breasts weren’t as large anymore, but the Sasquatches hardly noticed. “Be my guest.”
Strong arms went around me, while he pressed his face to my chest. “Ummm…you smell nice.”
I hadn’t had a proper bath in weeks. “You’re gross.”
“Yummy boobies. Yummy smell.”
A nipple was suddenly trapped between his lips and compressed. “Oh, Pooky.” I didn’t want to enjoy these creatures so much, but I had been thoroughly Sasquatched, and there would be no going back now. He held my breasts, pressing them together and laving one nipple and then the other. Little shots of pleasure darted down my spine, as a result of this treatment. I found myself on my back a moment later with an eager Bigfoot leaning over me.
“Pretty Porsche.”
“What will you do now?” I sounded breathless.
“I eat pussy.”
“Is that so?” He nodded vigorously. “Well, then. I won’t stop you.”
He dove between my thighs, grasping my hips, while his tongue slid across my labia. He left a wet path from my clit all the way to my opening, and he had only just begun to pleasure me. I gazed up at the sky, which filled my vision along with fluffy clouds that remained nearly stationary. The sensation of heated wetness had me sighing with delight, while he explored further, driving in deep and retreating. While he performed this task, his thumb moved over the bulging nub of my clit, inflaming the little organ. I surrendered to him completely, my chest rising and falling with every breath.
“Oh…Pooky.”
Saliva dribbled down my buttcrack to the grass. Pooky wasn’t in any rush, settling in on his stomach to further his sensual assault. His tongue was long, more than six inches, and wide enough to open me completely. As if this weren’t enough to send me over the edge, it was also strong, twisting and turning inside of me. I squirmed beneath him, my fingers drifting to the top of his head, grasping at thick, silky strands of fur. I lifted my hips, driving his tongue even deeper.
“Ooohhh…you…dirty…ape!” A ragged moan tore from my throat, as the edges of orgasm
threatened. I drowned in the pleasure of having something so incredibly talented inside of me. He sensed that my release was near, thereby doubling his efforts. “Oh, shit! Oh, God!” I flung my head against the grass, as the first wave hit, leaving me in the grip of violent shudders and incoherent thoughts. “Ooohhh…”
“Nice pussy, Porsche.”
“Oh, you know it, you naughty Sasquatch.” I was utterly exhausted; my body was like an overcooked noodle. “Wow.”
“You suck Pooky now.”
I could barely sit up, let alone perform oral sex, but I had to make some sort of an effort. “Fine.
Gimme that big cock.” I reached for it, feeling wetness.
He grunted enthusiastically, his eyes glinting with desire. “Good, Porsche. You suck Pooky good.”
My lips closed around the spongy tip, tasting his salty tang. “Yes! Good!”
The crown was so large; I nibbled around the edges gently, eliciting a series of primal groans from him that echoed into the forest. Any nearby Sasquatch would know exactly what we were doing.
Pooky collapsed to the grass; his cock was firmly in my hands, while I massaged its pinkness. Hairless and riddled with hidden veins, the organ was an instrument of pleasure. Although extraordinarily long, their phalluses were surprisingly soft and malleable. It felt marvelous seated deeply in naughty places, but today, I would perform oral sex, and perhaps tonight, it would thrill me intimately.
“Is this nice?” I glanced at him, smiling, but he was too far gone to care. His eyes were closed, while his mouth fell slack. “I guess that’s a yes.”
I worked aggressively, sucking and massaging, while gagging on the length, as it slid to the back of my throat. For long minutes I pleasured the beast, until my jaw ached. When I thought I wouldn’t be able to go on another second, he held himself, groaning.
“Soooo…good…”
The tip erupted in a spray of white, which shot nearly four feet out. His ragged breathing filled the air around us, while he continued to expel semen in measured spurts. As the geyser died down, I sucked him, eliciting even more groans from deep within his burly chest.
“You so nice, Porsche.”
“I try my best.” A roar from the distance spun my head in that direction. Standing beneath the trees was a Sasquatch, who stood with his hands on his hips. “Oh, crap.” It was Leonard, and he was pissed off.



Chapter Two


“Gggrrooaarrr…”
Pooky jumped to his feet, sprinting into the trees, as Leonard stomped towards us with a ferocious expression. His teeth were bared, and spittle dripped from the corners of his mouth. I remained seated with my arms across my knees, struggling not to smile. Leonard was not pleased that Pooky had taken advantage of me.
The angry ape glared at me. “Porsche.”

“Yes, Leonard?”
“Put your clothes on.”
“Yes, Leonard.” I reached for my shorts. “I don’t know why you’re so steamed. It’s not like he’s never had sex with me before.” I clasped the bra, bringing the straps over my shoulders. The t-shirt went over my head. “Where is everybody?”
“At the lake.”
The sound of a branch snapping echoed. Pooky was in the woods, and, from the noise, he was being incredibly loud. “Help me up.” I thrust my hand in the air, and he grabbed it, lifting me to my feet. Then he drew me to him, sniffing me.
“You mine, Porsche. Mine.”
“I know that. I’m sorry. He was pretty insistent about it.”
“Ggggrrrr…”
“Oh, stop it. Let’s go find the boys and Daisy. Did you get a deer?” He grunted in reply, showing his continued irritation, but he would get over it soon enough.
We walked together through the trees, in the direction of the camp. The smell of onions drifted on the breeze. Dinner preparations had begun. I glimpsed Zelda with Daisy in her arms, while Leslie tended to the cooking pot over the fire.
“So how was the berry picking?” Leslie eyed me. “Looks like Leonard found you.”
“Yeah. He found Pooky too.” I gave her a look.
“Oh, I just bet he did,” she laughed. “You don’t have to say anything else. So that was what that racket was all about.”
Bubba sat on a rock, his huge stomach rising and falling with his breathing. Dale and Kat were in conversation by a tree. She was heavily pregnant and due to give birth any day now. Lendal and Bubba Jr. were in the woods. The sounds of their grunts and laughter gave them away.
“I can take her, if you want.” I held out my arms. Daisy had what looked like chocolate on her face. “What did she eat?”
“M amp;M’S,” said Zelda. “That was the last of the chocolate. It was the only stuff that hadn’t melted.” She gave me the baby. “Here ya go.”
“Thanks.” I smiled at the cute blonde in my arms. “You’re so dirty.”
“Da..da..da…da…”
“That’s exactly how I feel.” Leonard caught sight of Pooky in the distance, and he grunted. He burst into a run, his body moving at surprising speed. He flung himself into the trees, breaking branches as he went. “Oh, no. Come on. Leave him alone.” Pooky had disappeared again, and moments later, the sound of angry Sasquatches arguing resounded in the forest. “Those idiots.” I sat on a blanket, crossing my legs before me. “Do you guys need any help?” Daisy crawled from my lap, snatching the basket of berries. “Don’t touch those, honey.” I retrieved the basket. “Can you put that away?”
“Sure.” Leslie took the item. “We have it under control. You should go wash up. You’ve got dirt on your face.”
“I do? Great.” I got to my feet, picking Daisy up. I balanced her on my hip.
“Ma…ma…ma…”
The smell of the stew had made my mouth water. It was surprising how delicious venison tasted, once it had been fried with onions and boiled.
“I’ll be back in a bit.” As Daisy and I headed for the river, branches snapped noisily behind us.
Someone was following. I stopped to see who was coming, and Wolfie stumbled out of the trees, looking bedraggled and slightly dazed. His nostrils flared.

“Hey, you. Does your mamma know where you are?” I stepped from my shoes, leaving them on the sandy shore.
“Gggrrrrr…” His voice was high-pitched and gravelly. He hadn’t said one coherent word yet, but it was bound to happen soon.
“Let’s wash up.” I entered the water, wading in up to my knees. “You too, Wolfie. You got somethin’ stuck to your face. What is that?”
He splashed into the river, his little legs lifting and disappearing beneath the surface. “Grrr…
grrr…grrr…grrrr…”
I snatched his arm, bringing him to me. “Let me see. It looks sticky. You get into some honey today?”
“Grrr…grrrr…gggrrrrr…”
“It’s been great having this conversation with you.” He was so cute; I had to smile at him.
I held them both in my arms, but Wolfie hardly needed assistance. Sasquatches were natural swimmers, climbers, hunters, and gatherers. They seemed to have a sixth sense about the forest and an uncanny ability to survive in nearly all types of conditions. Wolfie squirmed out of my grasp, dunking under. Daisy wasn’t thrilled to be wet, as the water was cold. She began to fuss.
“Hold still so I can get your face.” I wiped away the chocolate, but she struggled, moving her head from side to side. “I know. I’m almost done.” Wolfie emerged in a shallow part of the river, holding something slick and black. The fish flapped wildly, but his grip was firm. “Well, look at that.”
“Grrr…grrrr…ggrrrr…”
I pointed in the other direction. “Go to your mommy. Give the fish to Leslie.”
His black eyes glinted, as water poured from his fur. “Grrr…ggrrrooaarrr…”
I stepped over rocks that dug into my feet. “Let’s head back.” Wolfie shook himself out, as water flew around him. This was a common Sasquatch maneuver, but he nearly fell over, because his tiny body wasn’t strong enough yet to support him. “Come on, squirt.” He ran on ahead.
As with most nights at the shelter, each tribe member was responsible for their own children, firstly, and then lending a hand with the dinner preparations. The stew had simmered for hours; the smell was delicious. Campfire biscuits had been made, and the berries were rinsed and ready to be eaten. We settled in around a blazing fire, while the air chilled slightly, even in the middle of summer.
Daisy ate solid foods now, but I had to cut everything into small pieces. Wolfie’s fish had been grilled, and he shared it with us. Lendal and Bubba Jr. were as rambunctious as always, kicking a soccer ball and squealing and laughing.
Leonard sat nearby, while Pooky was across camp, looking sheepishly contrite. He’d received a pounding in the woods earlier from my angry lover. I doubted the chastisement would stop him from seducing me in the future. Daisy began to fuss after dinner, and I picked her up, heading for the tent.
Wolfie followed me, grunting with each step.
“You’re so tired.” I placed her on a blanket, and Wolfie scooted in, his nose in her neck.
“Goodnight you two.”
“Ggrrr…grrrr…grrr…”
“You take care of Daisy.” My daughter giggled and cooed, her fist closing around a handful of fur.
They would play for a while before sleeping. I zipped the tent closed behind me.
The noxious smell of cannabis lingered in the air; the festivities had already begun. Lendal and Bubba Jr. had gone to their shelter. Dale and Kat had left to enjoy one another in the woods, which they did most nights. Their bond had strengthened after Archie’s death. Losing her son had devastated Kat, and Dale had been with her every second to offer comfort and support. They were so in love, that, at times, I was nearly jealous of the affection they shared. There wasn’t a waking moment when they weren’t together, engaged in mundane activities, yet always within inches of the other. The imminent birth of her baby would bond them forever.
I moved by Leonard, and he grabbed me, dragging me onto his lap. “Porsche,” he rasped.
“Yes?” I wrapped an arm around his neck. He flicked his tongue out, licking the side of my face.
“Stop that.”
“Puurrrr…purrrr…” His chest vibrated softly. I kissed him, while his cock twitched beneath me.
The vibe had begun to morph into something carnal, as was typical after a meal. The adults sat by the fire, watching the flames, but the undercurrent of arousal hummed in the air, gaining strength.
From the sultry gleam in Leonard’s eye, it would be just a matter of seconds before I found myself without my clothes on.
Leslie glanced at me. “I wonder what’s on the agenda?”
“That’s a tough one.” She grinned teasingly.
Bubba puffed from a lengthy pipe, as smoke drifted above his head. He wasn’t the most talkative Sasquatch, but when he spoke the tribe scrambled to do his bidding. Being the leader and the oldest ape gave him seniority, and his word was law.
He patted the pelt before him. “Leslie,” he said gruffly. “Come here.”
She slung long, brown hair over her shoulder. “Yes, sir.”
I’d heard them talking often, and I knew that they communicated in private. Bubba’s vocabulary was extensive, but, for some reason, he chose to keep this knowledge to himself. With the group, he preferred to grunt and gesture.
His cock had stiffened, pushing through matted hair. “Suck Bubba.” His voice was deep and raspy.
“It wouldn’t be a campfire without fellatio.”
“Not with these guys,” I giggled.
Leonard’s hand was on my back, rubbing gently. “Show me your boobies, Porsche.”
I asked teasingly, “Haven’t you seen them before?” He nodded, grinning slightly. Pooky dared to scoot closer, his eagerness evident. “Are you going to play nice with Pooky?”
“Gggrrrooaarrr…”
“Leonard?”
He grimaced. “I play nice. We both play with Porsche.”
That thought sent a rush through me. Tonight was going to be fun.



Chapter Three


As Leslie and I began to remove our clothes, pink phalluses emerged, rising like skyscrapers from the centers of their bodies. The children were in bed, the fire had been stoked, and an evening of carnal enjoyment was about to begin, starting with Bubba’s blowjob, which Leslie performed to perfection.
Leonard and Pooky’s hands roamed over my body, feeling the sides of my breasts and the curves of my hips. Someone’s finger slipped between my thighs, stroking a shocking wetness. I gripped Leonard’s shoulder, while stifling a moan. “Ooommm…”
“Oh, Bubba’s a happy boy now,” murmured Leslie. She rolled his cock between her hands, as if he were a chunk of Playdough. From the hooded look of his eyes, he thoroughly enjoyed the treatment.

Here was an ape in the grips of extreme pleasure.
I had gotten to my knees, leaning over Leonard, with his cock in my mouth. I slurped and sucked noisily, while the length slid to the back of my throat. Pooky was behind me, his heated breath toying with my pussy. The feeling of something hot and slinky in an area so sensitive left me tensing with expectation. He drove deep, laving me thoroughly.
“Omigod!”
While I pleasured Leonard, I struggled to stay focused; my body trembled, as enjoyable sensations left me on the brink of release. I closed my lips around the musky-smelling tip of Leonard’s cock and drew from the end vigorously.
“Gggrrooarrr…good.”
The fire crackled and popped, shooting cinders into the air. This was accompanied by the moans, grunts, and sighs of the orgy participants. Pooky’s tongue drove into the tight muscles in my anus, opening me slowly, pleasurably. A thick, long finger slid into my velvety sheath. It speared me fully and retreated, over and over. Then it lodged deeply wiggling and rubbing something wicked. The combination nearly sent me over the edge, and, as I held Leonard’s cock in my mouth, I gagged, trembling, while an enormous orgasm ripped through me.
“Oooommmmm…”
I was far too susceptible to this particular technique, and these lusty beasts knew it. I grabbed both shafts, licking one and then the other, until they were drenched in saliva. Clear-like fluid ran in tiny rivers from a small slit on each tip. My tongue wiped these away.
“Yes, Bubba! Yes!”
Tonight our leader had decided he would ride his lady from behind, thrusting deeply into her willing orifice. I hardly noticed, because I was busy with my boys. Bubba’s labored breathing sounded raspier than usual. A pair of hands grasped my hips, and I was lifted over Leonard, who held himself rigid. I found myself impaled on him, the hardness driving deep.
“Oh!”
I was so thoroughly aroused, that the contact was sloshy-wet. A firm finger toyed with my bottom.
Pooky used his pre-cum to lubricate the tiny hole, moving in and out, opening me gradually. I knew what these naughty apes intended, and I waited breathlessly, anticipating to be taken at the same time.
“Good, Porsche,” groaned Leonard. “Good.”
“Oh, my God, Bubba! What’s gotten into you tonight?” He reamed Leslie, working her vigorously, while grunting and wheezing deep in his chest. “You’re on fire, big boy!”
“Whooaaarrr…”
I hardly noticed, as I was about to be impaled by two hard cocks. Leonard sat up to kiss me, moving his soft, black lips over mine. Our tongues met and battled, while he lifted his hips, filling my silken portal with his slick, hard cock. I hadn’t had my period in two months, and I strongly suspected I was pregnant again. Mike and I had been careful, and, if I were pregnant, it would be a Sasquatch baby. The species rarely produced females, and human women were needed to continue the bloodline or else the creatures would face extinction. That was why I had been kidnapped to begin with.
“Oh, God! Fuck me harder, you dirty ape,” cried Leslie.
Bubba usually wasn’t as active at our orgies, but, this evening, he seemed to want to participate, giving his lady exactly what she needed: his massive cock. It was mildly alarming seeing him thus engaged, mostly because he was nearly twice the size of the other Sasquatches.
I braced myself for discomfort, as Pooky pressed the globular tip of his penis to my opening. He entered and retreated, sinking further with each push. I leaned into Leonard, his lips meeting mine, while monster cocks blissfully ravaged me. When the tip finally embedded, I groaned against my ape, engulfed in a pleasure-filled pain so intense, I sucked in a sharp breath. When Leonard pushed, Pooky withdrew, and vise versa, as they took turns working me. The pressure was such that I began to buzz in my core; the tingling was distracting and wonderful.
“Ooohhh…shit…oh, wow…”
“That’s it, Bubba. You can do it. Come for me, baby. Cum!”
Hands held my hips, while the grunting and moans of my lovers filled my ears. I wasn’t quiet either, gasping and moaning, while my body began to hum with the arrival of a shattering climax.
“Ooohh…God…fuck me!”
Pooky plunged repeatedly, his balls slapping against my pussy. He’d managed to get his entire shaft inside of me, buried to the hilt. I shuddered then, collapsing on Leonard’s chest, while dozens of convulsions left me trembling and exhausted. Pooky wheezed and groaned, sliding free and splashing wetness onto my bottom.
“Ggrrrooaaarrr…” he roared, dousing me with semen, the heated fluid turning cold quickly, as it poured down my thighs.
Leonard was iron hard inside of me. “Get up, Porsche.” I lifted myself from him. He rolled to his knees behind me, his hands on my hips. “Pretty ass.” He drove deep with a solid thrust, pounding on the door of my cervix. “Good,” he rasped. “Good. My Porsche. My girl.”
“Oh, yes, Bubba! I’m so close. Fuck me, you big ape. Fuck me!”
I grasped the pelt beneath me for stability, while Leonard worked himself to bliss, sliding in and out fluidly, until he groaned, stiffening. “Porsche!” He grunted, while finding release. Heated milk ran down my thighs in a musky river.
“Yes! Ooohh…yes!” Leslie moaned, while Bubba rasped, sounding strained.
Leonard fell to the ground spent, while Pooky lay on his back staring at the stars. A strange choking sound had us looking in Bubba’s direction. He had taken Leslie quite aggressively, driving himself inside of her, pleasuring them both, but his face had contorted, twisting unnaturally. As semen poured from her, he clutched his chest; his mouth was open, yet no sound came out.
“That was so nice, Bubba.”
I glanced at Leonard, who gazed at his leader with a questioning expression. Bubba was on his knees, but he seemed to sway then, his phallus separating from Leslie, releasing a torrent of sperm. He leaned precariously, tumbling onto his back, while his eyes remained open, staring at nothing in particular.
“Bubba?” Leslie leaned over him. “What’s wrong? What the fuck’s the matter with him?” She shook him. “Bubba? Honey, what’s wrong?”
Leonard and Pooky sprang to action. Pooky pressed his ear to his chest, but his expression was grave. The Sasquatches gestured and grunted, while staring at their leader. Their black eyes flashed with horror and sadness.
“Omigod!” Leslie got to her feet. “Do CPR or something! Holy fuck! Somebody do something!”
I wasn’t capable of performing the procedure on him, because I lacked the strength. I stared at Leslie, feeling horrible for her. “Oh, God, Leslie. I don’t know what we can do.”
“What’s going on?” Zelda approached. “What’s happened?”
“Please help him! He’s had a heart attack or something. Please.” Tears were in her eyes. “He needs help.”
“Stand back, guys. We gotta try CPR. He’s an awfully big ape.” She straddled him, pushing on his chest. “Someone breathe in his mouth!”
Leslie held his head back, and when Zelda compressed his ribcage, she blew air into his lungs. The two of them worked for long minutes, his chest rising and falling with oxygen, but he failed to regain consciousness. Zelda pressed her fingers to his neck. Leonard and Pooky watched; their eyes glistened with wetness.
“I’m so sorry, honey, but I think he’s gone.”
“This can’t be!” Leslie cried. “What happened?” She hugged her lover, as grief overtook her. He remained motionless, his blank eyes staring at the sky unseeing.
Zelda closed his eyelids. “He was a good ape. The best I’ve ever known.”
I placed a blanket around Leslie’s shoulders. “He must’ve had a heart attack.” Leonard and Pooky were oddly silent. This event had shocked everyone.
“I can’t believe this,” cried Leslie. “Bubba Jr. and Wolfie lost their daddy. How am I gonna explain that to them?” She rocked back and forth, the blanket falling from her shoulders. “What am I gonna tell them?”
“You can figure something out by morning,” said Zelda. “Let the boys sleep.”
“What happens now?” Leonard and Pooky began to walk away. “Where are they going?” I stared after them.
Zelda glanced at me. “They gotta dig a grave. He was a damn important ape. He was the leader of our group. Some changes are comin’. I don’t know exactly what this means for us. We sure lost a lot of members lately.”
“Leonard’s next in line,” I said. “Isn’t he?”
“I guess. I don’t know what’s gonna happen. It’s something those boys will have to work out.”
Leslie wept over the fallen corpse of her lover. I hugged her from behind. “I’m so sorry.”
“I can’t believe this. What am I gonna do now? What’ll happen to my kids?”
“The apes take care of their own, honey,” said Zelda. “You’re a part of the tribe. Your boys are Sasquatch royalty. You’ll be taken care of. Don’t worry about that at all.”
I rubbed her shoulders, as tears pricked the back of my eyes. “It’s gonna be okay.”
“Nothing will ever be the same again,” she mumbled. “Nothing.”



Chapter Four


I woke early the next morning realizing that I was alone in the tent, save for Daisy who slept soundly. Wolfie had gotten up already, and Lendal shared a tent with Bubba Jr. I slid into shoes, unzipping the flap, and stepped out into the stark light of morning. The smell of smoke filled the air, the lingering effects of the campfire, and a cacophony of birds chirped in the trees overhead.
My feet carried me to the fire, where Bubba’s body had been laid out, surrounded by round, white rocks. He had been decorated with dozens of flowers: wild flowers, tall-bluebells, fuchsias, and geraniums. Leslie sat off at a distance, staring unseeing at the ground before her. The Sasquatches were nearby, because I could hear grunting and twigs snapping. I followed the sound, coming upon them a moment later. They were having some sort of meeting. Lendal and Bubba Jr. sat on the ground; their shoulders were slumped, and their eyes were shiny with tears. Wolfie was in Pooky’s arms; the little ape wasn’t able to comprehend that his father had died. Kat sat with Dale.
I stood watching them, wondering what was being discussed. Leonard knew I had arrived, but he remained seated, ignoring me. The sound of Daisy crying turned my attention from them, and I headed back to camp. The tribe had important things to consider, and, although I was a member, this was Sasquatch business.
I sat with Zelda, who had begun the fire. “What’s happening?”
“They have to choose a new leader.”
“I thought that was obvious. Isn’t Leonard next in line?”
“That’s what I was thinking too.” She used a stick to better position a few logs. “Who knows what these apes are up to?” Leaning back on the balls of her feet, she stared at me. “We’ve had a lot of unrest lately. Things never used to be this crazy.”
“What does that mean?”
“Probably nothing.”
“Is this my fault?”
“No, honey. It’s not your fault. It’s just been one thing after another.”
“We have scientists following our every move. Then George sold us out to the Bigfoot hunters.
Maybe if I went back home, you guys could live in peace?”
“Don’t do this, Porsche. There’ve been hunters out here for years. The fact that nobody knows about the Sasquatches is more luck than anything. They’ve killed everyone who could talk. Things are changing. The tribe’s evolving. It’s nobody’s fault.”
“I feel lousy.”
“We’ve had an unexpected death. That ape was far too large anyhow. He was old, Porsche. They don’t live forever. None of us do.”
“I guess.”
Lendal approached with Bubba Jr. who held Wolfie. I’d set Daisy on the ground, and she had gotten up and toddled towards them. Lendal took her hand, and the youngsters headed into the woods.
“Don’t go too far.”
“We won’t, mamma,” said Lendal.
Daisy wore sturdy shoes, but she was quickly growing out of them. I needed to call Dr. Haynes to have him drop more supplies soon. Mike would be here in weeks, but I doubted I could wait that long.
I watched Zelda place a heavy metal pan on the fire. “Do you need help?”
“Gotta clean some fish.”
“When are they burying Bubba?”
“I have no idea.”
“This sucks.”
“It’s life. Shit happens.”
“Poor Leslie.”
“Yeah, she’s in shock right now. My partner died years ago. I never did find another ape I liked as much.” She stared into the forest. “I thought about leaving, but…I never got along with my family all that much. They were the reason I ran away. I got kidnapped when I was hitchhiking. That ape snatched me right off the road. I’ve nothing to go back to.”
“Leslie has her family. I wonder if she’ll go home now?”
“Things will be clearer tomorrow.”
“Do you miss your boys?” She’d had several children, but they were no longer with her.
“It’s how it goes. They gotta leave the tribe to mate. Inbreeding’s not a good idea. Your boy will leave some day too, Porsche. They find other tribes and have babies.”
“Maybe when that happens I’ll go home. I can’t see being an old lady out here.”
“Leonard’s mom and sister were here for a long time. They’re both gone now. I know you had a beef with Maggy, but she was a good woman. I’m not gonna say she was perfect, but she loved Leonard. She protected him. He was a lot hornier in his younger days. He’s mellowed with age.”
There was movement in the trees. “Looks like the meeting’s over.”
We watched as Leonard, Pooky, and Dale began to dig a large hole some distance away. They used shovels, throwing out an enormous pile of earth. Kat gathered flowers, which would be placed in the grave over Bubba. Leslie sat on a rock, staring blankly at nothing in particular. Luckily, the boys took care of their siblings, playing with Daisy and Wolfie, keeping them busy. They sensed something major was about to occur, especially Lendal and Bubba Jr., who glanced at the adults often.
Once Bubba had been lowered into his final resting place, Kat tossed the flowers over his body.
Leslie, and Zelda and I went over to pay our final respects. He looked peaceful with his eyes closed.
His hands had been crossed over his chest. The apes began to beat rocks together, creating a strange, primitive sound. This was some sort of ceremony, and rocks and sticks were used as musical instruments. I settled on a pelt with Daisy in my arms and listened. The boys loitered, sometimes smashing their own rocks, but mostly they sat with sad expressions. Zelda puffed from a pipe, preferring to get stoned. I contemplated doing the same thing, if only to feel better for a short while.
Kat and Dale held hands, while watching Leonard and Pooky, who continued with their music, as if in some strange trance-like state.
When the sounds ceased, the apes got up and to stomp their feet, Dale joining them. They circled Bubba’s grave, chanting gutturally and stomping. This went on for more than an hour, and, when I had put Daisy down for bed, things began to amplify. Leonard and Pooky were nearly foaming at the mouth and behaving so strangely, I began to worry over their welfare.
“What’s going on?”
“Damned if I know.” Zelda held the pipe to her mouth; her eyes were glazed over. “They might be at it for hours.”
Leslie came over, sitting with us. Wolfie was in her arms. “I’m so tired. How the hell am I gonna sleep with all this noise?”
“Go to bed. I’ll put Wolfie down with Daisy.” I reached for the little ape. She handed him over, and he yawned, flashing sharp-looking teeth.
“Thanks. I’m waiting for them to quiet down before I even try to sleep.”
“Hopefully, that happens soon.” I left them, heading to the tent. After settling the babies, I returned, but the Sasquatches had disappeared, save for Kat, who sat staring into the woods.
“What happened now?” I heard growling in the distance, followed by several primal roars. “What are they doing?”
The aroma of cannabis lingered in the air. “They’re freaking out, honey. I’d let ‘em.”
I sat next to Zelda. “Gimme that thing. Fuck this.” I sucked on the end, as smoke entered my lungs.
“You should have some, Leslie.”
“Kat, what are they doing?” she asked.
“They mourn the leader,” she said in a high-pitched, raspy voice. “They choose a new leader soon.”
“Oh.”
I handed the pipe to Leslie. “Here. It’s gonna be a long night.”
She took it from me. “Poor Bubba. This one’s for you. I’ll miss you.”
I eyed her, seeing a woman with long, thick brown hair and a flawless complexion. Being out in the wilderness agreed with Leslie, and all the hiking had kept her fit and lean. She was my age, and now a widow, which was bizarre to think about. “Will you leave?” She knew what I was asking.
“I don’t know. I…there’s Wolfie and Bubba Jr. I can’t abandon them. Maybe when they’re older or something and they don’t need me anymore.” She shrugged. “It sucks. I’ll be alone now.”

“Oh no you won’t,” said Zelda. “Some horny ape will be all over you in no time.”
Leslie looked less than thrilled. “That’s okay. I’m so not into it right now.” She picked up a small rock and flung it into the trees. “Just think, I killed my lover during sex. Wonderful.”
“That’s not true.” I rubbed her back. “He was too damn fat. Let’s blame Dr. Haynes for sending all that chocolate. He wouldn’t stop eating that stuff.”
“He was an old ape, honey.” Zelda looked stern, her forehead wrinkling. “He was gettin’ up there in years. They typically don’t live all that long. I’ve never met a Sasquatch older than fifty. It’s a short, crazy life.”
The noise in the forest had our attention. Several loud roars echoed. “Holy shit,” I said. “Every Bigfoot in a fifty mile radius just heard that.”
“They call them,” said Kat.
This was news. “Who are they calling?” I glanced at the female ape, seeing a heavily pregnant creature.
“It’s a custom. They gather, and the new leader will be chosen soon.”
“Isn’t that Leonard? He’s the oldest now.”
Zelda nodded. “I’m assuming he’ll be next.”
“Then why do they need to gather?”
“It’s just the way they do it.”
The cannabis had begun to affect me, leaving me slightly fuzzyheaded and utterly relaxed. I leaned into Leslie, who put her arm around my shoulders. “Let’s smoke this stuff and fuck it all,” she said. “If they want to rampage, let them. Stupid apes.”
I giggled in response.
An hour later, as the fire had begun to die down, there was movement in the trees, and the shadows of creatures emerged. There were multiple shapes, dark and tall, the fluorescence of their eyes gleaming.
I sat up, slightly alarmed. “Oh, hell. Look at that.”
Leslie was on her back on a blanket. “What?”
“A shitload of apes are coming.”
She rolled to a sitting position. “Where?”
“The tree line.”
Kat had perked up, her nose sniffing the air. “They come.”
“Who are they?” asked Leslie.
“Other tribes.”
“Are we safe?” The thought that a dozen or more Sasquatches would be upon us in a matter of minutes had me mildly concerned. “I’m not fucking all those apes.” I didn’t mean to, but I began to laugh.
Leslie giggled; the cannabis had made us both loopy. “Oh, hell no!” She stumbled to her feet. “I ain’t no Sasquatch whore!”
“All right,” said Zelda. “Not so loud. Calm down now. I’d sit and be quiet, if I were you. Don’t draw attention to yourself.”
Zelda’s warning worried me. “Great,” I muttered. “Sit, Leslie.” I grabbed her ankle. “Get down here now!”
“Fine.”
The creatures approached, led by Leonard and Pooky, who were followed by Dale. There were others behind them who eyed us with interest, their nostrils flaring, our human scent filling their lungs.
The newcomers looked far too hearty, as the outlines of muscles moved beneath their pelts. Their grizzled faces were eager…lustful.
Oh, crap.



Chapter Five


One of the newcomers had a drum under his arm, which was a carved piece of wood with a calfskin head. Two others carried similar items.
Leslie grasped my hand; her expression was cautious, yet interested. “These boys came to party.”
Leonard waved to us. “Make us food. We hungry.”
Zelda got to her feet. “There’s plenty of venison left over. Let’s get a pan out.”
It was late at night, and I was groggy from the cannabis, but we had been summoned to work, all under many sets of watchful black eyes. I didn’t want to have to provide a feast for a bunch of horny apes, but it seemed as if I did not have a choice in the matter. While we began the preparations, the Bigfoots lingered near Bubba’s grave, staring at the once great Sasquatch. The drums began to sound.
There was talking and gesturing, punctuated by grunts.
We cut up the meat and fried it with garlic and onions, to reduce the gamey quality. Leslie prepared a stew, but it wasn’t clear how soon the creatures wanted to eat. The stew would take hours.
Zelda worked on the campfire biscuits. The aroma was delicious, but I wasn’t hungry in the least, having already had dinner. When we were done, we sat together on a pelt with a blanket around us, listening to the drums and the strange, archaic speech of the Sasquatches. They were far more interested in tribal matters than an orgy, which was a relief.
“I’m going to bed.” I got to my feet. “Will they be able to serve themselves?” There were wooden bowls and spoons stacked neatly nearby.
“I got it, hon. Go to sleep.”
“How about you?”
Leslie yawned. “I guess that’s it. Exciting party.” She joined me. “See ya in the morning.”
Our departure was noted, as several interested eyes glanced in our direction, but their discussion was more important, as they huddled together in a circle on the grass. It shouldn’t have surprised me that they were peaceful and orderly.
Leonard glanced at me, nodding. I waved to him. After I had brushed my teeth and relieved myself in the woods, I unzipped the tent and crawled inside, lying close to Daisy, who was sound asleep.
Wolfie had his arm around her. I closed my eyes, listening to the gentle refrains of his snores.
“Wake up, sleepyhead.” Leslie had poked her head inside the tent.
“Aw…go away.”
“They buried Bubba. Leonard is our new leader.”
“Fantastic.” I reached out to touch Daisy, finding nothing but air. “Where’s my kid?” I sat up, suddenly panicked. “Where’s Wolfie?”
“Relax. They’re by the fire.”
“How long did I sleep?”
“A while. Quit freaking out. Everything’s fine.”
“Are all those apes still here?”

“Yeah. They went hunting. They ate everything last night.”
“Are they staying with us?”
“I don’t think so. They’re just here for the funeral.”
“Are you okay?”
“I’m fine.”
“You still thinking of leaving?”
“I don’t know. It’s too early to worry about that now.”
“I gotta pee.”
“I wouldn’t do it here.” She smiled.
“No kidding.” I slid my shoes on. “Is there any coffee?”
“Yep.”
“Thank God.”
The camp was oddly deserted. Wolfie and Daisy played by the fire on a blanket. They had an assortment of toys: wooden building blocks, dolls, cars, and odds and ends. Daisy’s room at home was filled with toys. I missed Mike in that instant, wondering what he was doing. He’d gotten a job working as a park ranger for the summer season. In the off-season we subsisted off several significant pieces of gold that Leonard had given me. The Sasquatches cared little for the precious material, and there was more hidden in various places. We sold the nuggets to cover expenses, but we lied about the origins. The last thing we needed was a gold rush with a stampede of greedy miners. The Bigfoot hunters had been bad enough.
As I drank coffee and stared at the little ones, several apes neared, and none of them looked familiar. They eyed me, noting the long, blonde hair hanging down my back. They smelled a bit of wet dog, as they had been in the river and their fur had yet to dry. A tall, thinner-looking Sasquatch sat near me, and I thought to move, but I didn’t want to appear frightened. I wasn’t frightened, was I? He reached out, touching my hair. He appraised my face, his nostrils flaring. Daisy cooed then, distracting him. His expression softened when he stared at her. The toddler was slightly pudgy, with fair hair and pale features. Wolfie was nearly always by her side, as they were the same age and the best of friends.
“That’s my daughter.” Would he understand me?
“She pretty,” he rasped.
I hadn’t expected him to talk. “You speak English?”
“A little.”
“You speak it really well.” This praise pleased him, and he grinned, flashing strong-looking teeth.
“Did you have a human mother?” He nodded. “Where is she?”
“She died.”
“I’m sorry.”
“It was long ago.”
“What’s your name?”
“Harry.”
“How appropriate,” I giggled. It was always mildly astounding to meet a Bigfoot who I could communicate with. “Are you the leader of your tribe?”
“No. Thoron is.”
“Which one is he?”
He glanced in the distance, pointing. “Him.” The ape in question was tall and broad with a thick, unruly pelt.
“Where do you live?”
“North.”

“You heard our Bigfoots calling?”
He nodded. “We were close.”
Leslie strolled over carrying several dishes. She set them down and began to organize the cooking utensils. “Hey, come meet Harry.”
Her hands went to her hips. “Harry?”
“It’s a great name, isn’t it?”
She had on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. Her hair was in a ponytail. “Hi, Harry.”
His nostrils flared. “Leslie,” he rasped. “Sorry you lost Bubba.”
“Th-thanks.” She seemed taken aback by the polite offer of condolence. She eyed him peculiarly.
Something furry and small bounded over, latching on to her leg. “Hey, squirt.” Wolfie grunted and snorted. “You smell weird. What did you get into?” She picked him up, sniffing him. “Ugh. It’s like wild ginger or something. Yuck.” Harry eyed Wolfie, a slight smile lingering around his mouth. He struggled in her arms, extending his hands towards the friendly newcomer. She gave the child over to him, albeit reluctantly. “Do you have any kids, Harry?”
“No.”
“Your tribe didn’t kidnap women?”
“Sometimes.”
Wolfie clung to him, grunting while jumping up and down on his knees. He swatted his butt, and the youngster stilled instantly. “Hey! Don’t hit my kid.”
“Not good to jump on people.”
Her hands went to her hips. “We manage our children just fine here, mister. I don’t need you abusing my kid.”
The pat hadn’t affected Wolfie in the least. He settled easily, licking his lips, while staring at his mother. “He learn manners. Now he’s a good boy.” He petted Wolfie, who purred instantly.
I enjoyed this interaction, finding it amusing how upset Leslie had become, staring down her nose at the strange Sasquatch.
“Okay, give me my kid back.” She held out her arms. “Come here, honey.” Wolfie wasn’t
interested in leaving Harry’s lap. He ignored his mother’s entreaty, preferring to purr, while being petted. She pointed her finger in Harry’s face. “Don’t hit my kid again.”
“Don’t you think you might be overreacting a bit?”
She glared at me. “Stay out of it.”
Harry’s eyes glinted. “Mommy needs her butt spanked too.”
Leslie’s mouth fell open. “You got some nerve.”
Oh, boy. This was more fun than watching Zelda scolding Pooky for dragging feces into camp on the bottom of his feet. Leslie glared at Harry, while Wolfie snorted happily, unaware that a battle of the wills was occurring.
“Don’t think you can just show up here and throw your weight around. You’re in our camp.”
“What’s goin’ on?” Zelda approached, carrying several gutted fish. “We got cooking to start. You finished arguing over there?”
Harry wouldn’t break eye contact, daring her to say or do something else.
“Shit!” Leslie turned on her heel. “Bastard. Can’t wait till they leave. I’m tired of running a goddamn hotel.”
“You’re doin’ real good, honey.” Zelda nodded towards her. “Just hang in there.”
“Yeah, whatever.”
Zelda gave me a look. “It’s gonna be a long day.”



Chapter Six


Later that evening, after I had put Daisy down for bed, I found Leonard by the fire with a pipe in his mouth. Plumes of grey smoke swirled over his head. I hadn’t had a moment alone with him in more than a day, and I wanted to ask him some questions. He eyed me with interest, as I approached.
“I have to talk to you.” He grunted in reply. “Are you free or do I have to make a damn appointment?” He’d understood me perfectly because his belly heaved with a suppressed laugh. I slid onto his lap, and he drew me close. “What the hell is going on?”
“I’m leader now,” he rasped.
“I know that. But why are all these Sasquatches still here?”
“They tell others that I’m leader now.”
“Oh.” I leaned in closer; his pungent fur reeked of marijuana smoke. “When are they leaving?” Kat eyed us, while Dale rubbed her huge belly. They were listening to our conversation.
“Tomorrow.”
“Thank God.” It was like being surrounded by strangers, not knowing their habits or proclivities. I had no desire to engage in an orgy with all these apes. I had felt the vibe earlier, and they would certainly enjoy such an event, but I would not participate. “Good. I want it to be just us again.”
“Some might stay.”
“What?” My spirits sank. “What do you mean some are staying?”
“We need more for the tribe. Not enough Bigfoots now.”
“How many are staying?”
“One or two.”
I sighed. “Okay. That’s not so bad. I snuggled into his fur. “I’m tired.”
“You good Porsche.” He licked the side of my face.
“Stop that.” Something hard pressed into my bottom. “Stop that too.”
“Ggrrrrr…”
“Shush.”
“I want my Porsche.”
“Not now. We have company.”
“Ggrrrrr…”
I pushed against him. “Oh, behave yourself.”
He grinned, flashing strong, white teeth. “I love my Porsche.”
I met his gaze. “I love you too.”
I turned in his arms, using him as a chair. Zelda stoked the fire, adding branches. Several apes played drums; the sound was beautiful, but primitive, yet relaxing. We had eaten salmon and huckleberries for dinner. The Bigfoots had provided wild asparagus, which we boiled with mushrooms. I’d become accustomed to simple, organic food.
Leslie had yet to put Wolfie down for bed, and the baby had fallen asleep in her arms. She sat on a camp chair, watching us. Several Sasquatches ate, picking meat off the spindly ribs of the remaining fish. They had consumed an enormous quantity of food today. We had nearly depleted our flour stores, and we were out of rice. Harry watched Leslie, while chewing on the end of a stick which he used to clean his teeth.
“You put the baby to bed,” he murmured.
“Don’t tell me what to do.” They had been arguing all day, with no end in sight.
“Baby’s tired.”
“Go blow yourself.”
He hadn’t understood that, but he must have suspected it was a putdown. “You’re a stubborn woman.”
She got to her feet, ignoring him. “I’ll be back.” Wolfie was like a comatose sack of potatoes over her shoulder.
When she returned, Leonard grunted and gestured at Harry, who returned the favor. I glanced between them catching bits and pieces of the conversation. Being with the tribe as long as I had, I could understand some Sasquatch. They wanted to take us away and enjoy alone time.
Oh, Leslie would just love that.
Leslie stalked towards me. “He’s out. I’m bushed. I’m gonna pee and go to sleep.” The camp was littered with Bigfoots, who lounged on their backs, some snoring. She stepped over a hairy leg to get to me. “What’s going on?”
“Um…nothing.” Leonard shifted, getting to his feet and bringing me with him.
“Where are you going?”
“I might’ve heard the word hot spring.”
“Well, have a good time.” Her expression betrayed irritation.
“I’m sure we will,” I giggled.
Harry had come up behind her, picking her up and slinging her over his shoulders. “What the fuck are you doing?”
“I think he wants you to join us.”
She smacked his back, pounding on him with all her might and kicking. “Put me down, you fucking ape!”
Zelda waved to us, grinning. “Have fun, ladies. I’ll keep the home fires burning. Don’t you worry about a thing.”
“Oh, shit! Put me down, you jackass!”
We were whisked into the forest, leaving behind the tribe, who didn’t seem to care that we had abandoned them. Even Pooky looked resigned to be left out of whatever entertainment Leonard and Harry had planned. The walk to the hot spring was short, the slightly rancid smell of sulfur lingering in the air. It was an aroma that didn’t bother me as much anymore, and, luckily, it would not linger on my skin, either that or I had grown immune to it.
Leonard set me on my feet near the edge. “I can walk, you know. You didn’t have to drag me out here.”
“Get in.”
“You first.”
He threw his leg over an embankment of rocks, sinking into the water. Turning, he held out his arms. “Come.”
I stepped out of my shorts and t-shirt, leaving them on a rock. “Okey-dokey.” I glanced at Leslie.
She looked less than pleased. “Let’s have a swim. No harm in a swim, is there?”
“Don’t touch me.” Harry had brushed against her on his way into the water. The pink tip of his cock poked through matted clumps of fur. She put her hands on her hips, glaring at him. “I see where this is going. You’re not romancing me off my feet, Casanova. Forget it.” Leslie lifted the t-shirt over her head. “I’ll swim, but that’s it.”

I waded towards Leonard. “It’s nice in here.”
“Yeah, I bet.”
Leonard caught me, dragging me to him. His heated breath fanned my face, while his hands roamed over my body, squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples. Slinky waves of arousal created pleasurable tingles in my belly. He knew exactly where to touch me to set off an internal firestorm. A firm, thick finger slid over my pussy.
“Oh, Leonard.”
“Gggrrrr…”
The only source of light was the moon overhead, which gave off a soft glow, but it was hardly efficient. Shrouded in darkness, crickets and other strange noises came from the surrounding trees.
The dull, thudding resonance of drums echoed in the distance. It was a nearly perfect night, with stars twinkling between the branches. Being with Leonard like this was why I longed for the woods whenever I went home.
Leslie waded past Harry, but he grabbed her, snatching her in his arms. “Stop!” She struggled for a moment, but he overpowered her, drawing her near.
“Pretty woman,” he rasped.
“Dumb ape.”
I wrapped my arms around Leonard’s neck. “They don’t like each other very much.”
“They good couple.”
I wished I could see his face better. The fur blended in with the darkness, making him look like a thick, black shadow. “You’re crazy.”
“They crazy. Watch them.” He nudged my cheek with his nose. “They good together.”
“If you say so.”
“Ouf! God! I hate these apes. I should pack up and head home. You’d take care of Wolfie, right?”
“He’s too young to be alone. He needs his mother.”
“You’re not helping, Porsche.”
“Sorry.”
She was in Harry’s arms, being held in the water, while he nibbled on her neck. “Don’t.”
“Gggrrrr…”
“Moron.”
He was persistent in licking and nibbling on her. She struggled in his arms, and he grasped her face, pressing his lips to hers. Most Bigfoots would never thrust their entire tongues into a woman’s mouth, as they were far too long and thick. A small portion was more than enough. Leslie’s resolve seemed to weaken, as she succumbed to his seduction. The kiss intensified, the ape groaning noisily in response.
“See,” murmured Leonard. “They good.”
“I guess so.” His finger had entered me, twisting and moving inside. “Oh, Leonard.”
“You good too.” His purring filled my ears. “You my good Porsche.”
I wrapped my hand around his cock, feeling it swell from the touch, expanding even further.
“Whatcha gonna do with this, big boy?” He growled in response, lifting me out of the water. “Oh!” I found myself on a rock, which was slightly flattened and ideal to sit on. Water poured from Leonard, as his hands rested on my knees. I leaned on my elbows, eyeing him. “What’s your plan?” My grin was saucy.
“Me eat pretty Porsche,” he growled throatily.
I lay back, while he neared, his hot breath lingering on my mound. Leslie and Harry were in the water kissing still, but I could hardly focus on them after a thick tongue dipped into my silken orifice.

My fingers drove through his fur, feeling the heat of his scalp.
“Oh, Leonard.”
His nose pressed against my clitoris, sending spasms of pleasure through me. I’d begun to tingle everywhere; even my toes had curled under. I glanced at the stars above my head, marveling at how numerous they were. It was eerily quiet now, save for the crickets. Even the drums had ceased. I detected the sound of water lapping against the stones enclosing the pool.
The persistent, invasive seeking of Leonard’s tongue felt utterly delicious, creating shivers of pleasure that centered in my womanhood. I had been thoroughly primed, sodden by my own juices and his, and ready for more of what he offered.
I reached for him. “Oh, Leonard…please.”



Chapter Seven


“Whoooaaarrr…”
I glanced at Leslie, who was in Harry’s grips, being thoroughly kissed. They didn’t seem to want to take it further at the moment, enjoying the slow path to seduction. But…I needed something more from Leonard, and he was just the Sasquatch to give it to me. He rose out of the water, exposing the jutting hardness of his cock. I grabbed for it, feeling a solid thickness. My back was to a rock, which wasn’t ideal, but my desire for him overcame these considerations.
He rubbed himself against me, sinking inwards slightly with each pass. I savored every second of the treatment, anticipating the moment when his huge shaft entered me completely. Leonard’s grunting indicated that he was not unaffected by the contact. Copious amounts of pre-cum saturated my velvety folds, dripping to the rock beneath my butt. With a guttural, animalistic grunt, he drove inwards, opening me considerably, as I took several inches worth of him. The feeling of fullness was indescribable, and always shocking, but I stretched to accommodate him, my legs closing around his sides. He was too large for my feet to meet, but I clung to him nonetheless, lifting my buttocks upwards to drive him in even further. His look was impassioned, as his eyes glinted with lust.
“Oh, my…God!”
“Ggggrrrr…”
The sounds of our union echoed into the forest. Movement caught my eye among some branches, and I detected a Bigfoot standing in the shadows watching. Another set of eyes glinted and then another. The other tribe had descended upon us, but they remained at a distance. It was mildly awkward knowing I had an audience, but this was typical of the apes, who enjoyed the art of the orgy and often. It was easy to ignore them, because Leonard stroked me expertly, sliding his cock in and out with ease.
“Ooohhh…Leonard…yes…yes!” I shuddered then, because he had pushed his finger over my nub, drawing over it in tiny circles. A rush of sensation gripped me, bringing forward the climax that had been teasing me for long minutes. “Oh! God! God! Fuck me!”
I smacked the back of my head against the rock with a crack, pain flaring, but none of it mattered, because I floated on a wave of pleasure. Dazzling bursts of light flashed behind my eyelids; the sensuous energies of the universe had gathered in my core, shaking loose erotic vibrations that left me satiated and spent.
“Oh…wow.”
Leonard withdrew from me, holding himself. He climbed out of the pool, sitting on the edge with his jutting member standing at attention. I glanced over at Leslie, who had left Harry to swim in our direction. I joined her in the water.
“Should we work him together?”
“Looks like there’s more than enough to go around.” Her humor had returned.
Poor Harry was left behind, watching us, as we waded over to Leonard, who looked eager and hopeful. I grasped him, feeling wetness. He leaked profusely, the tiny slit at the top opening to discharge clear fluid. I massaged him, rubbing vigorously.
“Someone’s ready to pop soon.”
“Ggggrrrr…”
Leslie seized his balls, pulling the hairless, pink sacs away from his body. “Let’s milk this bad boy, Porsche.”
Leonard’s tongue fell from his mouth, hanging limply on the side of his face. “I’d say that’s a yes,” I giggled. Poor Leonard was incapable of thinking at the moment. His baser instincts had taken over, and the only solution was to bring him to a mind-blowing orgasm.
While Leslie licked and sucked on the enormous sacs, I worked his crown, nibbling around the edges. I took him into my mouth, where I drew heartily on the flesh that seemed to swell even more, if that were possible.
“Ggggrrr…good…good…gggrrroooaarrrr…”
His groans drifted far and wide, filling the otherwise silent forest with primitive, guttural sounds that were unmistakable in nature. Harry seemed content to masturbate himself, watching us intently, yet making no move to join in the festivities. Leslie and I worked in tandem, alternating between sucking and licking, sometimes taking turns nibbling on the tip. Leonard’s excitement was exacerbated by this treatment, his breathing forcing his ribcage to rise and fall rhythmically.
“Whhooaarrrr…” He jetted then, as white streams of semen tore from the tiny slit at the tip of his phallus. “Gggrrrooaarrr…” The milky-white residue landed in the hot spring, floating on the surface of the water. He continued to pour his pleasure into the pool, his groans echoing around us.
“That was highly successful.” Leslie grinned.
“Poor Harry. He looks jealous.”
She eyed him with consideration. “He has potential.”
My gaze rested on his cock. “Um…yeah.”
“I guess we could…do something for him.”
“We should. It would be unfair to leave him out.” I eyed her. “You haven’t had an orgasm yet.”
“Nope.”
“What are we gonna do about that?”
She shrugged. “I’m not sure.”
Harry watched us eagerly, his expression hopeful. He waded over, coming up behind Leslie. His thick, furry hand closed around Leslie’s throat, drawing her head back and exposing her neck. He growled, kissing her, while she clung to him.
“Oh…this one’s a seducer all right. He knows what he’s doing,” she breathed.
“You might want to just let him do whatever he wants to you.”
“Maybe…but Bubba died.”
“It’s sex, Leslie. No one would think any less of you for enjoying him.”
Harry, who could understand us perfectly, held Leslie, his mouth attached to her throat, sucking and leaving bruises. He grasped her, dragging her with him to the water’s edge, where she found herself facing a rock. The horny ape lifted her slightly, exposing the curves of her buttocks. She looked like a pale goddess with long, wet hair hanging down her back. The sexy form of her body, the luscious breasts, trim hips, and slender legs were his to do with as he pleased, and he took advantage of this by rubbing the tip of his cock against her.
“Oh, my!”
Leonard slid into the water, wading towards me. He drew me into his arms, and I rested my chin upon his shoulder. “See. They make good couple.”
“I guess you’re right about that.” He grunted in reply.
Harry took Leslie from behind, driving into her while holding onto her hips. She took as many inches as she could, grasping the rock for support, while he pleasured them both.
“Omigod!”
I knew sex with Bubba typically consisted of blowjobs, seeing that the older ape hadn’t been in the best physical shape. When we had defended ourselves from the Bigfoot hunters, he had fought admirably, and, perhaps, the exertion had been too much. It had taken him weeks to recover, and then he had died of a heart attack. Harry was younger, agile, and strong. He could give Leslie everything she needed and then some.
His raspy breathing filled the air, while he drove deeply, smacking his balls against her pussy.
Leonard and I floated in the center of the pool while they carried on. The members of Harry’s tribe watched us from a distance. I was grateful that they hadn’t intruded. Leslie wasn’t ready for an all out orgy. Giving in to Harry had taken a lot of persuasion and a healthy dose of Sasquatch seduction.
“Ooohh…ooohhh…”
The younger ape was determined, yet patient, thrusting quickly for a few strokes and then slowing for several more. This combination sent Leslie over the edge, as her moans indicated. She mumbled something incoherent, and, while she shuddered, her orgasm had arrived full force. She’d collapsed against the rock, while Harry continued to use her, the long, wet shaft plundering thoroughly. He paused then, buried halfway, and groaned. A deluge of semen poured from her, like rivers running down her inner thighs. The slightly sulfur smell of the hot spring now held the musky underpinnings of Sasquatch spunk.
“That was pretty darn successful.”
Leslie groaned in reply. Her wet hair had fallen across the rock. Harry smacked her butt, grinning.
“Ouch.”
He grabbed her, drawing her into his arms. “I like you,” he rasped. “I think I stay with this tribe. I want you to be my woman.”
“You sure have some nerve manhandling me, bubby.”
“Gggrrooaarrr…”
I glanced at Leonard, who seemed to be smiling without moving his mouth. “Good solution.” He grunted his approval. “Good match.”
Leslie gave him the evil eye. “We’ll see about that.”
We swam for a short while longer, and then got out. It was the middle of the night and the children would be awake early. I followed Leonard and Harry on a path that only the Bigfoots recognized.
Their sense of direction was as keen as their sense of smell. I glanced at Leslie, who was busy threading fingers through her hair, trying to untangle the worst of the knots.
“He isn’t too bad.”
“He’s all right.”
I nudged her with an elbow. “He’s better than all right. He’s even cute, all things considered. He’s not as grizzled as Bubba was.”
“Don’t talk about Bubba.”
“Sorry.”
“I have to take things slow. I still don’t know what I’m doing. Maybe I’ve been out here too long.”
“You’ve gone through a rough time, Leslie. It’ll take a while to get over him.”
“So much shit’s gone down this year. It’s been one thing after another. I miss the days when it was just orgies and food.” She smiled slightly.
“Things will settle now.”
“Everything changed again.”
“Sorta, but I’m still here. Leonard and Dale and Pooky are still here.”
“Yeah.”
I hugged her. “There’s potential in that ape.”
She eyed Harry, who seemed to know we were talking about him. He glanced at her over his shoulder.
“Perhaps.”



Chapter Eight


Something encouraging happened that night after we arrived back at camp. Leslie crawled into the tent, and Harry followed a moment later. I waited for her to scream and send him out, but silence ensued.
Leonard had come up behind me. “They’re good,” he rasped.
“I guess so.”
Most of the visiting apes were still by the fire, lying on blankets and pelts. Dale and Kat were together at the edge of the camp. Dale had seduced me years ago, and Leonard had been jealous. I hadn’t been intimate with Dale in a long time, as he chose not to participate in orgies, preferring to lavish attention on Kat only. They were an adorable couple, and their baby would hopefully be the first of many purebred Sasquatches.
As Leonard disappeared into our tent, I took a moment, staring at my surroundings and
appreciating the fact that a lot had indeed changed over the years. Sasquatches who had been near and dear to us were no longer alive, and others had moved on. We had been through one ordeal after another since winter, and yet, here we were. I patted my belly, knowing I was pregnant. If I could get through the first trimester and not miscarry, the outcome was hopeful. Lendal needed a brother. Daisy would love a hairy little plaything. With Wolfie in the mix, the next generation of Sasquatches was well on the way. We had endured, despite it all.
I joined Leonard in our tent with Daisy cocooned between us. I lay next to my family, covering myself with a blanket, and closed my eyes. The sound of clanging pots and pans woke me. Someone had left the opening undone, and streams of light fell upon my face. I glanced around, finding myself alone. Sliding on my shoes, I crawled out, facing the bright sun that shone down through the branches.
Leonard held Daisy on his lap, as the baby drank from a sippy cup. Zelda had made pancakes, and the other apes loitered, looking as if they were getting ready to depart. Kat and Dale were missing, as were Harry and Leslie. The boys, Lendal and Bubba Jr. were in the forest. I could hear Lendal snorting from the bushes.
“What’s going on?” I approached Zelda.
“They’re leaving soon.”
“Where’s Leslie?”
“She’s with Harry.”
“Really?”
She handed me a cup of coffee. “Yep.” Her smile was contagious. “Those two get on like a house on fire.”
“Hopefully.” I glanced at Leonard, who lifted his chin, acknowledging me. “We need to do laundry.”
“We’re moving camp,” he rasped.
“What? Ah, no. Come on.” This meant that we would be hiking for hours today. “God, can’t we stay a little longer?”
“We hunt further south.”
“Great.”
After breakfast, Harry’s tribe left…without him. He would be staying, and, from the looks of it, he had endeared himself to Leslie and Wolfie. The baby ape clung to Harry, especially after we had begun the journey through the woods.
I caught up with Leslie. “So, it looks like things are going well.”
“I guess.” Her hair was in a ponytail, and a baseball cap shielded her face.
“He’s got Wolfie’s stamp of approval.”
“Wolfie loves everybody, even the bad guys.”
“Well, maybe Harry will grow on you?”
“I’m not worried about it right now. It he wants to give my kid a ride, then whatever.”
She’d been in a lousy mood since Bubba’s death. I decided to change the subject. “How long do you think we’re hiking?”
“A couple of hours.”
“Yay.” She gave me a look.
By lunchtime, I was exhausted. I was almost certain I was pregnant, and, after having a snack, I suddenly felt queasy. I stood by a tree, using it as something to cling to, while I watched everyone from a distance. Dale and Kat shared grilled fish, while Lendal and Bubba Jr. ate berries. Daisy was in Leonard’s arms. Harry watched Leslie, his eyes glinting in what I would term the look of Sasquatch love. Leslie pretended not to notice, but, by her covert glances, she was well aware she was being appreciated from afar.
“You all right, honey?” Zelda had come up behind me.
“I’m tired.”
“You pregnant?”
“Probably.”
“You should’ve said somethin’. We can slow down. We’re in no rush.”
“I’ll be fine. I’m just pooped.”
“Come on over, and have some fish. You need protein.”
My stomach flipped. “Um…I’m gonna skip food right now.”
“You feel sick?”
“A little.”
“I’ll make some tea. That’ll settle your tummy.”

“Thanks.”
I strode towards Leonard, kneeling before him. He stared at me with interest; a possessive gleam was in his eye. Reaching out, he pulled me to him, and I settled in his lap, resting my head against his chest. Daisy got up and toddled over to the boys, who were joined by Wolfie. Although we had marched for hours, these moments of tribal domesticity were sweet. It was sad that Bubba was no longer with us. He had taken on the burdens and responsibilities of leader for many years, and he had ruled with diplomacy. Those duties now fell to Leonard, and I knew he would be a fair and able alpha.
Daisy and I and Lendal were essentially the first family, the newest members of Bigfoot royalty.
“You good, Porsche?” he rasped near my ear.
“I might be pregnant.”
“Huh?”
“I’m pregnant.” I glanced at him to see his response. He licked my face and purred. “Leonard.”
His arms closed around me. “My baby. Not Mike’s, right?”
“It’s not Mike’s. It’ll be just as hairy as Wolfie when it comes out.”
“Good.”
“Who wants more fish?” Zelda held a wooden plate. “One of y-”
Dale had sprung to his feet, growling. Leonard was next, as was Pooky. They had perceived someone in the woods. Their sense of smell was extraordinary. “Gggrrrrrr…”
“What is it?”
“You stay here,” rasped Leonard. Harry joined them, as they rushed into the trees.
“It’s not an animal,” said Leslie. “There must be a hiker. Let’s hope they wander in another direction.”
We had encountered hikers before, and the Bigfoots were always careful not to draw their attention. People who were out in the Cascades for recreational purposes were left alone. However, if the apes perceived someone as a threat, all bets were off. It seemed like ten minutes before there was movement up ahead. To my astonishment, the tribe had returned with men! Who were these people?
I got to my feet, with my hands on my hips. “What’s going on?”
“Well, they must know our guys. There’s no way they would let strangers get this close.”
As they approached, I took in their appearance. They looked like grizzled mountain men, much like those I had seen in the early days of my kidnapping. There were locals who knew of the creatures and protected them. Leonard neared, followed by Dale and the men. Pooky and Harry brought up the rear.
“What’s going on?” I glanced at Leonard. He picked up Daisy, cradling her in his arms. It was always mildly shocking seeing a Sasquatch holding a baby. The men eyed him and then Daisy. Their interest transferred to Leslie and I. My skin crawled at their appraisal. They needed to bathe; they reeked of body odor. “Who are these people?”
“We know them,” murmured Pooky.
“I’m Doug,” said the taller of the two. “This is Carter. We’re friends of the Ts’emekwes.” He smiled.
The queasy feeling that had threatened before returned. “Hi. Porsche.” I wasn’t going to give him my hand. “This is Leslie and Zelda.”
“We got some leftover fish, if you want it.” Zelda held out the plate. “It’s a little cold now, but it’s been fully cooked.”
“That’s hospitable of you,” said Carter. “Thanks.”
Leonard had taken Daisy and returned to the spot before the tree. The other Sasquatches sat as well. I glanced at the men, noting that they carried rifles and knives. “It’s crowded in the woods today,” I mumbled, joining Leonard and Daisy. Wolfie ambled over, sitting in my lap. Daisy reached for him, grabbing a tuft of fur. He licked her arm, which made her giggle. I’d seen him once licking her entire face, until she was dripping wet, but she loved every second of it.
“You got a nice-looking family, Leonard,” said Doug.
Leonard grunted in reply.
“We’ve had some changes recently,” said Zelda. “Our elder died a few days ago. Leonard’s in charge now.”
“I always knew the time would come when that would happen,” said Carter. “This old boy’ll make a great leader. He’s got the fortitude for it.”
I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was something that struck me odd about this situation. My intuition had sprung to life, needling me. There seemed to be tension in them, their postures were slightly rigid, and they appeared wary. If they were such good friends with the Ts’emekwes; why the unease? I glanced at Leslie. She was devoid of expression, staring at the men blankly.
The conversation continued, albeit stiltedly, with Leonard grunting more than speaking. I found out they had been hiking to a new camp, and, to my consternation, Leonard invited them to join us, seeing that we were heading in the same direction. I wanted to object, but things were packed up before I could say anything, and we took to the trail several minutes later. My unsettled stomach began to lessen, and, as the day wore on, we walked and talked, the mountain men discussing things such as hunting techniques, moose kills, and finding a decaying corpse in a valley.
As the sun set and the forest grew dimmer, I knew we would stop for the night. I hated the fact that outsiders were with us. I had accepted Harry into our group because he had been so friendly and open.
For a Sasquatch, he was incredibly talkative and articulate. His humor was formidable, and he made fun of little things, knowing it would irritate Leslie and garner a response from her. These moments were teasing and endearing. But, there was something suspicious about Doug and Carter. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I didn’t trust the mountain men one bit.



Chapter Nine


That evening, as the fire blazed, I snuggled into Leonard, enjoying the feel of his sturdy stomach at my back. His arms encircled me, while his nose nudged my cheek. The mountain men had shot a doe, and they had prepared the meat, which was boiled in a stew, while the fillets were grilled. Being a young animal, it wasn’t nearly as gamey as older deer.
From the gist of their conversation, the men lived off the land, scavenging from tribe to tribe. They seemed welcome wherever they went, and this led me to reassess my initial impression of them.
Perhaps, I had been paranoid, but then again, the tribe had been attacked by Bigfoot hunters not that long ago. My sister, Lena, had been with them through the ordeal. She could have been killed, as the hunters were far too aggressive in their tactics.
The conversation began to bore me; the discussion was one-sided, as the Sasquatches mostly listened and grunted. Leonard sucked on a pipe, while smoke drifted over his head. I was so tired; I struggled to keep my eyes open. It wasn’t long before I put Daisy down. She slept with Wolfie tonight, and Lendal and Bubba Jr. would join them once they were ready for bed. The toddlers cuddled together, as she grasped his fur, holding him close. He purred, the nasal quality filling the tent.
“You guys are too cute.”
When she was with Wolfie, she never fussed. She would be asleep within minutes. I left them to join Leonard, but I was tired, and I hoped he was ready for bed. He was in discussion with Harry; the two had their heads together, grunting and gesturing. The mountain men had settled on flimsy looking sleeping bags. I snatched my toothbrush and headed for a small creek. When I returned, Leonard had disappeared. I found him a moment later in our tent.
“Oh, thank God.” I crawled to him. He was on his back, his belly rising and falling with his breathing. “I don’t know about those men. They’re…weird. Do you trust them?”
“I trust no one.” He touched my face. “Only you.”
“Well, that’s good to know.”
“You my pretty Porsche.”
I snuggled against him, smelling the slightly pungent quality of his hide. “I don’t know about those guys. They seem crafty. Maybe I’m just being paranoid.”
“They wild men. They go away tomorrow. Nothing to worry over.” He yawned. “You having a baby.”
“Not for a long time.”
He squeezed me. “You pretty fat.”
“Leonard!” I pushed him.
“Big, fat belly.”
I giggled, “Oh, jeez. Well, it’s your fault.”
“Pretty fat, Porsche.”
“Okay, just go to sleep now.”
He purred in my ear. “I love my Porsche.”
“I love you too.” I sighed happily, closing my eyes.
Before dawn, there was a strange noise. I lay on my back and listened, until I understood what it was. Leslie and Harry were making love. His grunts echoed in the still air. It was too early for the birds even, but things were heating up several tents over. I rolled into Leonard, falling asleep instantly.
“Ma…ma…ma…moomy!”
Daisy sat on the blankets, in the spot where Leonard had been. I squinted at her. “Hey, sweetie.”
She smelled suspiciously of a dirty diaper. “Ugh, great. You made a stinky.”
“Ma…ma…ma…ba…ba…”
Her face had dirt smeared over one cheek. “Someone needs a bath too.”
“Porsche?” It was Zelda. “You up?”
“Yeah.”
“Got coffee on. We’re hittin’ the road soon.”
“Okay. Thanks for the warning.”
The sounds of a camp coming to life filled my ears. There were men talking, apes grunting, and Lendal and Bubba Jr. screeching, as they stomped through the woods. I snatched a cloth diaper for Daisy, and, after she had been changed, I joined everyone by the fire, watching as a metal container brewed coffee. It was stiflingly hot today, with a high humidity index. I was dripping sweat already, and we hadn’t even begun to walk.
“Here ya go, hon.” Zelda handed me a cup.
“Thanks.”
“You feeling better? Feeling sick?”
“I’m okay now. My morning sickness is more like all day sickness.”

“I hear ya.”
I eyed the mountain men. They sat together talking, but they seemed to be well aware of what was happening around them and where each Bigfoot was. Pooky urinated against a bush, and Dale and Kat shared food. Leonard had disappeared, and the boys continued to play. Daisy had gotten to her feet.
She picked up a pink ball and toddled around with it in her hands.
“Can you watch Daisy for a minute?”
“Sure.”
I left the cup on the ground and headed for the creek, where I suspected I would find Leonard. The forest was lush here, dominated by western hemlocks and Douglas-firs. The trees were so high; I had to throw my head back to follow their trunks to towering peaks. Water trickled over stones and boulders, creating a smallish waterfall. At the base sat a Bigfoot, partially submerged. He tossed water into his face, washing himself. His ears perked up, and his nostrils flared, because he knew I had arrived.
“Hey.”
“Ggggrrrr…”
“It’s hot today.”
“You good?”
I took my shoes off, stepping into the cold water, which felt wonderful. “Yeah.”
“Not sick feeling?”
“Not yet.” I washed my arms, splashing them to the elbows. Then I flung water on my face.
“Where are we going?”
“A valley with a good river. Many fish.”
“Will we stay there for a while?”
He nodded. “We stay.”
I approached him, catching a whiff of wet dog smell. “I just want our tribe to be like it was…
without visitors.” I ran my fingers through the fur on his face. He tilted his head back, staring at me with black, predatory eyes. Something warm flared in them. “When are those men leaving? They give me the creeps.”
“Soon,” he rasped.
“Can’t be soon enough.”
“They good. They trustworthy.”
“Er…if you say so.”
He grasped me, pressing his face into my chest. “You smell good.” The word good had sounded raspy, husky, and endearing.
“Thanks.”
“You my favorite smell.”
“Aw…that’s sweet. You could use about four bottles of shampoo. Then you’d be my favorite smell.” A shot rang out at that moment, startling me. “What the hell?”
Leonard sprang to his feet, as water poured off him. His instincts had taken over, his body hurtling towards the rocky shore and the forest after. He disappeared within seconds. I waded to the edge, grabbing my shoes. Another shot reverberated, shattering the peace. Daisy! I had left her at camp!
Panic swept through me like an out of control fever. Why were the men shooting?
I burst through the trees moments later, finding the camp in disarray. The mountain men held their weapons, pointing them at the Sasquatches who growled their displeasure, teeth bared, and the hair standing up on top of their heads. Zelda held Daisy, Leslie had Wolfie, and the boys stood together looking bewildered.

“What’s going on?”
Carter glared at me. “You hold up there, Missy.” He pointed the end of the shotgun at me. “Stay there.”
“What the fuck are you doing?”
Dale and Kat growled, the sound rumbling in their chests. Leonard and Pooky, who looked ferocious with their teeth bared, joined them. It wasn’t wise to anger a Sasquatch. I had seen firsthand what they were capable of, and the horror of it lived in my memory to this day. I glanced at Leslie. She held Wolfie who grunted happily, unaware of the danger.
“The bastards want gold,” she said. “So much for being a friend to the Ts’emekwes. They’re just thieves and liars.”
“Shut up!” snapped Doug. “You go on and get that gold then. We’ll be on our way shortly.”
“What makes you think we have it?” I asked.
“That don’t matter. Go grab it then. You know where it is.”
Leonard and Dale continued to growl, the sound rumbling in their chests. It dawned on me then that Harry was missing. Something snapped in the forest at that moment, distracting the men. A round and grey object hurtled through the air, striking Carter in the head. He fell to his knees in an instant, as a bright blotch of blood began to pour from his head.
Leslie screamed and dropped to the ground, clutching Wolfie protectively. Zelda and I crouched as well, but my knees shook so badly, I worried I might land on my stomach. Another rock crashed through the branches, hitting Doug in the arm. He’d begun firing, the sound ringing in my ears. The tribe sprang to action, grabbing him, tearing the weapon from his hands, as Pooky bit into his throat with a loud crunch. I was thankful that Zelda had turned her back to them, shielding Daisy from the violence. The skirmish was over in a matter of seconds; the mountain men had met their end at the hands of creatures they had sworn to protect.
“I’ll say it again,” murmured Zelda. “It ain’t too smart to go messin’ with Sasquatch.”



Chapter Ten


The bodies were dragged into the trees, where the Bigfoots dug out graves and buried them. Zelda and I poured dirt over the bloodstains, while Leslie began the task of packing up camp. When the boys returned, I witnessed Harry drawing Leslie into his arms, hugging her. The moment was so sweet, so unexpected, that I felt tears prick the back of my eyes. I was really starting to like that ape.
Leonard strode towards me; his look was bleak. “You good, Porsche?”
“I’m fine.”
“We walk now. Don’t like this place.”
“Me either.”
The mood shifted to something easier and pleasant, despite the fact that we had been forced to defend ourselves. The Sasquatches grunted and gestured, as we hiked, and, from what I could understand, they were agreeing that what had happened was the right course of action. They had saved the tribe from a threat, even if they had known those men for years. Pooky had summarized it nicely.
Sometimes good men turn bad. That had indeed been the case.

We stopped for lunch in a lovely spot on the edge of a swiftly moving river. I would have to watch the little ones here, because the rapids looked treacherous. This lowland valley teamed with wildlife, as we encountered numerous deer, several skunks, and the boys chased a chipmunk, until it vanished.
As we began to make a fire, Pooky rubbed his belly, grunting. “We stay here. This good place.”
“Really?” I was thrilled by the prospect of not having to walk further today.
Leonard nodded. “We rest now.”
This announcement spurred me on to assemble the tent. Daisy was becoming cranky, and a nap was in her future. As I began the chore, Lendal approached and helped me. He did a good job of pushing the stakes into the ground to anchor the structure. Once the task was complete, I placed our things inside and put Daisy down for a nap. Wolfie, sensing something was happening, crawled inside, joining her.
“You too?”
“Grrrr….grrrrr…”
“Well, okay. No playing. She’s tired.”
“Grrrr…”
Daisy yawned, flashing a mouthful of gums and two small teeth. Wolfie rolled onto his back with his feet in the air. I scratched his tummy, and he began to purr. “You’re a good boy.” He loved attention, as his little chest rumbled and his foot kicked rhythmically. “Now take a nap. I gotta chill out.”
I left them, joining the rest of the tribe by the fire, where Zelda had begun to grill fish. There was never a shortage of food when a river was nearby. Leonard sat with Harry and Pooky, while Dale and Kat snoozed under a tree. The boys had disappeared, but they hadn’t gone far, as the noises in the forest indicated.
Leonard drew me into his lap; his nose was in my neck. “Gggrrooaarrrr…”
I could finally relax, not having to worry about the creepy mountain men or strangers from other tribes. As I leant against Leonard, his arms went around me. Pooky touched my leg, tracing an invisible line all the way up my thigh.
“Stop that.”
Harry watched his hand carefully, as a peculiar light shone in his eye. Leonard rubbed my tummy, his hand grazing the bottoms of my breasts. These apes seemed to have something carnal in mind, and my body had begun to respond to the stimulation, although I tried to think of something else.
“Here ya go.” Zelda handed us a plate full of fish. “I found the garlic seasoning. It’s not bad.” The apes grunted in satisfaction, grabbing at the meat and eating it quickly. “For the love of God! Leave some for Porsche, you pigs.”
Harry handed me a piece. “Thanks.” His look brought a renewed bought of tingles to my nether regions. I had the distinct feeling that sex would be following lunch. Pooky continued to touch my thigh; his fingers were on an exploratory mission, covering a larger portion of the real estate. “Oh, you naughty apes.”
“Grrrooaarrr…”
It was hard to say who had uttered that growl, as all three seemed to be entirely focused on me. I glanced around, wondering where Leslie had gone, but she had disappeared with Wolfie. Pooky seemed determined to explore me further, his fingers grazing my inner thighs, drawing dangerously close to my pussy. Harry watched, licking his lips. Leonard’s cock pressed into my back, his heated breath near my ear.
“Porsche.”
That utterance sent seductive chills down my back. “Oh, you boys are in rare form.” Pooky had taken hold of my shorts, pulling them down my legs. “Pooky!”
“Ggrrrrrr…”
Leonard lifted me from his lap, holding me over his cock, which prodded my entrance. I’d hardly been prepared for sex, yet, as he slid into me, I opened to accommodate him quite easily. He lifted and lowered me, driving his shaft with persistence.
“Oh, my God.”
Not to be left out, Pooky held his penis, rubbing the engorged length while flicking his tongue against my clit. The feeling was outrageous, and sensations shot through me, heady and seductive.
Dale and Kat were oblivious to what was happening, Zelda had disappeared, and Leslie and Wolfie were gone. I was at the mercy of three amorous Sasquatches.
“Oooohhh…wow…God…”
Harry’s gaze was on where Leonard and I were joined. For having experienced little foreplay, my body hummed the steady tune of arousal, as my belly tensed with pleasure. I was lifted again, until Leonard fell from me. He turned me around facing him, and I sat on his cock, a good portion of it entering me. This position left me open for even naughtier things. Pooky, seeing an advantage, laved my little hole, leaving me dripping with wetness. He toyed at the entrance, running his finger over me.
“You guys are dirty today.” There was something exciting about a midday quickie, and these boys were more than ready for it. A hot, slinky tongue slid over me. “Oh!”
Harry, eager-eyed with enthusiasm, drew near, holding his impressive-looking member, which appeared succulent and wet. As I moved up and down on Leonard, I took him into my mouth, tasting the muskiness of his pre-cum. Leonard’s nose was in my neck, while his lips nibbled on my sensitive skin.
As Pooky entered me, I gasped in agony, while clinging to Leonard. The unpleasant feelings slowly diminished, replaced by a wild and heady rush. I felt outrageously full now; my entire pelvic region had been stretched to its limits. I tried my best to suck on Harry’s cock, although I continued to be bounced around, while Leonard’s hands spanned my waist, lifting and lowering me. The sounds of beastly grunting and groaning filled my ears.
“Oh, shit! You…dirty apes!”
Leonard was the first to find release, grunting and thrusting, while discharging a torrent of fluid, wetting himself. His cock remained rigid, lodged deeply and throbbing wickedly. Pooky nibbled on the back of my neck, his raspy breathing was harsh and shallow. The slow softening of Leonard allowed him further access, and he drove sharply, slapping his balls against my pussy. He’d reached around me, rubbing his finger over my clit.
“Oh!” The stimulation tossed me over the edge, my body convulsing with the climax that tore through me. I grasped Leonard’s fur, gripping him while I shuddered. “Shit! Ooohhh…”
“Good,” rasped Pooky. He sounded winded and ragged. “Good!”
Then he stiffened, jetting his seed into my anal cavity. This also began to gush from me, wetting Leonard further. The smell of hot, dirty sex lingered, along with the aroma of wet fur.
I was now able to concentrate on Harry, sucking on the engorged end of his cock, as if he were a lollipop. He grimaced, his eyes flashing with pleasure. Pooky and Leonard were lodged within me; neither phallus had fully diminished. They seemed in no rush to pull free, and I wasn’t going to demand that they do so. I was trapped in their sensual web, a hostage to my beastly lovers.
“Gggrrooaaarrr…”
Harry pulled from my grasp, massaging himself. He pointed the end at my face, and, a second later, a stream of whitish fluid discharged. I had to close my eyes. He groaned, while my t-shirt became sodden with musky-smelling Sasquatch semen. I collapsed against Leonard, who held me closely.
His nose was in my neck. “You good, Porsche.”
“I’m so messy now.”
“Good, sticky Porsche.”
“Oh, Leonard.”
Pooky smacked my butt. “We go find hot water.” Harry grunted in agreement.
I glimpsed Leslie out of the corner of my eye. She had her hands on her hips. “Uh-oh.”
“Really? In the middle of the day? The boys could’ve seen you.”
The Bigfoots grinned sheepishly. As Leonard got to his feet, he held me to him, lifting me in his arms. “We find water.”
“All of you are already in hot water.”
“They’re just blowin’ off steam, Leslie.”
She glanced at Harry, giving him the evil eye. “Uh-huh.” He looked contrite. “What do you have to say for yourself, buddy?” He shifted his feet, appearing younger than his years. He’d been caught doing something he wasn’t supposed to, but I doubted he would apologize.
Zelda appeared, holding a bucket. “You go clean up, boys. Then I need you to get more firewood.”
“Can you believe this? In the middle of the day!”
“Aw, hon. It’s to be expected. Don’t pay it no mind. You would’ve joined them, if you’d been around.”
Leslie glared at Harry. “You’ve got some explaining to do.” He stared at his feet, avoiding her angry expression.
Leonard held me close. “We go swim.”
“Yeah, let’s get outta here,” I giggled.
I was taken into the forest at astonishing speed. Leonard’s feet pounded the ground, as flashes of green flew near my face. From the sound of it, Pooky was behind us. Once we had reached the spring, Leonard put me down, and, as I began to wade into the water, two figures emerged from the forest.
Lendal and Bubba Jr. jumped into the water, creating an enormous splash. They swam to the other side, laughing and grunting.
I glanced at Leonard, and he winked. “We good, Porsche.”
“I think we are.”

“My day has suddenly improved.” His voice was heavily accented. He looked exhausted, yet his bleary eyes held a hint of surprised pleasure. Blood had dried on his chainmail, and there were remnants of blood on his face. He began to remove these encumbrances, shouting, “Gretter! Food!”
Then his gaze rested on me. “I think I know why you’re here.”
“The Abbots have reclaimed their manor. Where’s Lord Vapnfjord?”
“On a raid.”
“He’s been gone for days.”
His sleeved jerkin was spotted with blood. “We’re moving camps today. They’re reclaiming the village. We’re going to let them have it. There’s nothing left here anyway.”
Gretter returned with a tray of food. The smell of meat made my mouth water. “What about Finn?”
“It’s a bad sign that he’s not returned, Lora.” His look was stark. “He would’ve come back for you.
Or he’s gone on ahead without you.”
I refused to believe he had left me. “Do you think he’s dead?”
“I’ve heard nothing, but I’ll ask around.” He sat, crossing his legs before him. He spoke to Gretter in a language I could not understand. Then his attention was on me. “And here I thought you’d missed me. You mean this isn’t a social visit?”
“Ouf! Don’t flatter yourself, Viking.”
“Most English run from us, but not you.” He poured mead into a cup, handing it to me. “But you’ve grown fond of Norse cock, eh?”
“Must you be so boorish?”
He grasped a chicken leg, tearing meat from the bone with healthy-looking teeth. “It’s in our nature,” he mumbled with a full mouth.
“What will I do now?” I stared at the fire, seeing flames of orange and yellow. “There’s nothing left for me here.”
“Then it’s a good thing you’ve come.”
“Why?”
“You can accompany me to the new camp. Lord Vapnfjord will bring his men there, if he hasn’t met with some foul end.”
This was clearly the best option. “Is it safe?”
“You mean will you be raped by a contingent of warriors?” He grinned with a mouthful of food.
My expression was sour. “I’m trying to avoid that fate.”
He handed me a chunk of bread. “Eat, woman. I’ll not bed a corpse.”
I gasped. “I won’t be sharing your bed, heathen.”
He gulped down a cupful of mead, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “The nights are cold on the road. We’ll have to keep each other warm.” There was a teasing glimmer in his eye.
I crossed my arms over my chest. “I’m not yours anymore. I belong to Finn.”
He was about to disagree with me when the tent opened, revealing two men I had never seen before. They spoke briskly in Old Norse, and their discourse sounded urgent. Bram glanced at me. “Be quick. Eat. We leave within ten minutes.”
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