Tanuki Trouble

by Ixy

The woodcutter slipped through the tightly spaced trees onto the mossy rocks.  The setting sun sent golden fingers of light through the air and cast a sparkle over the pool that filled nearly the whole clearing.  He hung his backpack on a tree stump and leaned his axe against it.  Then he looked around and loosened the collar of his crudely stitched shirt.  One by one he took off his garments and sat his pipe on top of the neat pile.  

He looked around once again to be sure no one else was around.  The breeze ran through his red hair and beard.  He stretched out his sunburned arms and scratched his pale fleshy belly.  It felt good to feel the air on his bare skin again, if only for a moment.  

Then he suddenly began to shrink.  Fur sprouted all over his body and a stubby tail poked out from between his chubby cheeks.  He felt as if he were letting out a breath held for a long time.  He scratched his pendulous scrotum with his stubby blunt claws and sighed, “Aaaahh…”  

But then a dark shadow fell over him and in a moment he was bowled over.  He landed on his back in the soft moss, a huge paw pressing down on his chest.  “Hello there little tanuki,” a great voice growled.  The huge bear's face blotted out the sky above him.  “You look like a tasty little thing,” she said.  “And I'm feeling hungry right now.”  She licked her muzzle and drool spattered his face.  

“P-p-p-please don't eat me!” he pleaded, “I-I'm too old and t-tough.”  She just laughed at him and dragged a deadly claw along the line of his neck.  

“You're exactly what I'm looking for this evening,” she said with exaggerated calm, “You're perfect.”  

He squirmed but her gigantic paw had him hopelessly pinned.  “J-just eat me then,” he said, turning his head away.  

“Oh, I intend to,” she said, “But tell me something.”  She brought her muzzle close to his cheek.  Her breath smelled of sweet berries and dead things.  “My grandmother once told me that a tanuki could share his ability to change into other things with others.  At least male tanuki can.”  She fondled his scrotum with her claws.  His sack suddenly contracted.  He almost squealed involuntarily.  

“B-but, yes, we can,” he conceded, “But you'd have to… a-and it only lasts about a week. A-ad you'd have to keep me alive unless you want to change right back.”  

“Oh really?” she practically purred, “Is that so?”  She grinned, showing her huge ivory teeth.  “If you're lying to me things won't go so well for you.”  Her breath made his whiskers tremble.  

“I-it's true…” he said.  

“Then,” she said, and lowered her gaze, “We would have to do this on a regular basis, yes?”  He didn't care for the way she was looking at his crotch at all.  

“W-what do you want it for anyway?” he asked, trying to squirm away from her, “Why would a bear want to change into woodsman or a teapot?”  

“A teapot?” she asked derisively, “Surely not.”  “I want to change for love.”

The tanuki blinked.  

“I've fallen in love with a man. I'm a bear and he isn't. I'm sure you can see…”

“L-love?” he asked, “In love with a man?”

“Yes, my chubby little tanuki. Hopelessly in love.”  “I've been watching you,” she continued, “You cut wood and sell it to buy wine and tobacco.”  “I suppose my desire is a bit more noble.”  

Suddenly looking into her eyes he believed her.  “You'd have to…” he looked down.  

“Drink your juice?” she laughed, “I don't mind that. It wouldn't be the first time I've done that for a male.”  She licked her muzzle again.  A string of drool fell onto his belly.  

He winced but before he could even try to get away he felt her warm breath on his crotch.  She grabbed hold of his hips and shoved her cold nose against his scrotum.  She snuffled his furry sack and took in a deep breath then slurped it with her tongue.  At that moment it was the last thing he wanted for a huge female to be licking him but it wasn't entirely unpleasant.  He looked down past his belly and was surprised to see the pink tip of his cock already peeking out of his fuzzy sheath.  

She smiled up at him and started licking down lower.  Her nose burrowed under his scrotum and her tongue lapped against his sensitive anus.  Maybe she had been watching him.  He had a habit of licking his bum as a preliminary to masturbating.  Her tongue lapped and lapped and despite his conscious desire to get the heck away from her he felt himself becoming aroused.  His pink head quickly came out of its sheath and pressed against his belly.  The fading light of the sun glinted off a clear droplet before it soaked into his fur.  

When she looked up again she seemed pleased.  “That didn't take long,” she remarked before lapping at his scrotum again.  As she licked his erection became so hard it was painful.  His chubby little knot was trapped in his sheath.  She suddenly wrapped her muzzle around his cock and shoved back the sheath with her tongue.  He felt himself pop free inside her warm mouth.  

Something inside him started to spasm, sending jets down her throat.  She gently suckled him while stroking his scrotum with one paw.  Her hot breath blasted against his belly as she swallowed all he had to give.  The union seemed to go on forever.  By the time he felt himself finish he lay back feeling relaxed and had really forgotten the strange situation in the blissful afterglow.  

She sucked the last drops from his swollen tip and raised her muzzle.  His sensitive organ slapped against his belly and startled him out of his reverie.  He looked down and saw her dripping muzzle.  She looked up at him seeming to be very pleased and gave his now-floppy erection one last sloppy lick.  

“That wasn't too bad,” she said, “but you came pretty fast.”  He realized that she wasn't holding him down anymore but seemed unable to move.  “Maybe next time we can make this last a little longer.”  

“Uh…” he started, still feeling lethargic.  “Next time…”

“Now,” my little darling, “How do I actually do this thing?”

He looked at her funny for a moment then realized what she was asking.  He screwed up his face for a moment in thought.  “Well, when I want to turn into something I guess I think about it and picture it in every detail. Then I take in a breath and suddenly turn into something else, like a woodcutter or a teapot or a rake.”  

She sat back and looked up for a moment, then closed her eyes.  Her head looked out of proportion, then her belly swelled and shrank but within moments she went back to normal.  Then she stared at him and grinned.  In a moment her whole body shrank.  Her claws shortened and her great face widened.  

She looked down at herself and seemed quite pleased.  Then she looked at him again.  

“Y-you?” he asked, Why?”  

She grinned, this time her expression looking much less sinister.  “Because I have fallen in love.”  She crawled forward and licked his nose.  Her belly pressed against his and for the first time he really met her gaze.  He looked into the familiar dark masked eyes of another tanuki.  The breeze brought her scent to his nose.  It was the delicious honeyed scent of a female looking for a mate.  

“I've fallen in love with a silly little man,” she said, “Who pretends to be a woodcutter.”  

He still couldn't believe it but he felt her paws find his, then her tongue lick under his chin.  

For a long while they lay cuddled up together on the soft moss as the evening faded to twilight.  

Then she licked his nose and got to her paws.  In the dim light he saw her saunter over to his backpack.  Her curves and her wiggling tail were beautiful in the dimness.  She returned with a bottle of wine and his crude wooden cup.  She sat down in front of him.  “I'd like to try some of this. You certainly seem to enjoy it,” she said.  

He looked at her for a moment.  “But why?” he asked, “If you do love me I could've changed into a bear for you I suppose.”  He still looked puzzled.  

She looked back at him, her dark eyes becoming lost in the twilight.  “Silly tanuki,” she replied, “I want to be with you as you are, whether tanuki or man.” “That's something I had in mind if my original plan hadn't worked out.  I think you might like being my big bear once in a while anyway.  But I think I like it this way.”  She filled the cup full of wine.  “For now we can share some of this and share our love.”  

He breathed in her scent and gazed into her eyes in the fading light of the sun.  

