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    COME INSIDE 
 
    When Steve returns to his little old hometown for his uncle’s wedding, and he decides to venture out to his old childhood tree fort, he doesn’t expect to find it occupied by a beautiful, sun-tanning vixen—nor does he expect her to be quite so flirty and seductive. 
 
    He also doesn’t expect to find a big, long surprise between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about. But who is she really, and how did she know about Steve’s old tree fort? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Have you ever had a moment in your life that was just so surreal, you weren’t entirely sure you were actually awake? One of those moments where the warmth of the sun is so soothing on your skin, where there’s a dreamlike glow in the air, almost like a luminescent mist, and there’s a feeling of peculiar calmness that seems to seep into your bones. I had one of those moments as I walked towards the old fort my friends and I built, way back when we were kids. 
 
    That was many years ago—I hadn’t seen any of those guys in over a decade, since we all graduated high school. Danny, Mark, and Larry—we used to be best friends, inseparable. How long ago was that? Ten years ago now? Maybe even closer to fifteen. I didn’t actually think the fort would even still be there. I wasn’t even completely sure why I was walking out to the old thing, what I was hoping to accomplish. It was probably the boredom, more than anything. I was back in town, visiting my family for a week. My uncle was getting married and I happened to have a few days off of work. It had been a couple of years since I’d been back to town. 
 
    Walking towards that old fort, I tried to think of the last time I was in town—it was for my grandfather’s funeral. Those are the only reasons to venture back to your old home town, right? Weddings and funerals. At least, those were the only reasons to venture back to my old hometown, the small town of Stettler. There was almost literally nothing to do in Stettler, but at least it was pretty. The whole town was surrounded by rolling hills covered in trees. In the fall, the trees were all different colours. It was really a breath-taking sight to behold, unless you’d lived through it a couple dozen times like I had. Then some time away doesn’t hurt. 
 
    It had been a good two decades since I’d last been out to that old fort. It was amazing I still knew how to get there. It wasn’t like we put up markers or any sort of path. I’d just ventured out to it so many times in my youth, it was practically muscle memory making my way there, even twenty years later, as a full-grown adult. There were a few spots that were more difficult to navigate than I remembered—maybe because I wasn’t quite as nimble as I used to be, or maybe because the forest had grown a substantial amount in the past twenty-odd years. 
 
    It was actually kind of nice to be back home, away from the big city, though I would never admit it to anybody. I’d just broken up with my girlfriend of a year and a half. She said “It’s not you… It’s the sex. It’s just not that great. You don’t seem that into it.” It stung, but she was right, I wasn’t that into it. She was a pretty girl, and I liked her quite a bit, but there was just something missing—that spark that everyone’s always talking about. I tried to fake it, hoping it would eventually come along naturally, but it never happened. Maybe I just needed more time, or maybe the split was for the best. 
 
    Talk about a shot to the ego—the woman breaking off the relationship because the sex sucks. Even worse, it wasn’t the first time. My girlfriend before her had an almost identical excuse. She even suggested that I might be gay, which upset me quite a bit, because I was as straight as straight gets. I couldn’t think of anything more repulsive than a man’s hairy chest and thick, muscly arms. The mere thought of stubble rubbing against my face made me cringe. Meanwhile, I couldn’t look at a woman in a bikini for more than ten seconds without turning into a gushy puddle of mush with a throbbing boner. I was straight, there was no question about it. 
 
    Maybe I was just shit in bed. The thought made me cringe. 
 
    In a funny way, travelling back to your hometown is a lot like pressing the reset button or jumping back to ‘Go’ in a board game. It was a fresh start. Sure, other people are still ahead of you, but it’s all relative in the end. Stettler was where I started and it was where I was starting again, with nowhere to go but up. 
 
    When I saw our old fort materializing in the distance, a warm, fuzzy sensation filled my heart. It was still there! I couldn’t believe no one had found it and ripped it down, and by the looks of it, it hadn’t fallen to pieces on its own accord. It was still in fine shape, still standing tall in the trees, all three stories of it.  
 
    It took us three years to build. Four of us would go out, every single day in the summer, each carrying an armful of lumber. We had a big bucket of nails and a few hammers, and that was all we needed. The first floor was the most simple and it was the first floor we built. It was only a few feet off of the ground and it was split into two rooms. The second floor, which we built the next year, was more complex, and probably a hell of a lot more stable. It was the summer after our first year in shop class, so we all had a few new skills to bring to the table. The third level was kind of sketchy, built between two trees. It was amazing it never came crashing down. It was high enough that the fall could have been fatal—or a few broken bones, at the very least. 
 
    Looking up at the third level now, I couldn’t believe how crazy we were back then. We used to all sit up there with our BB guns. We would shoot at targets. 
 
    As I got closer to the old fort, I noticed something move up on the third level. I could see a hint of flesh. There was someone up there! I got a few steps closer and then I stopped. 
 
    She hadn’t noticed me. By the look of it, she was sleeping, sun-tanning, her long, blonde hair cascading down over the edge of the top level. Her bikini was flung over the little barrier wall that surrounded the ladder, and I could see her tits. She had excellent tits that sat just perfectly on her chest. I would probably have been able to see her pussy, too, if it wasn’t for that little ladder barrier. Nude sun-tanning, on my old fort—can you believe it? 
 
    I considered my options: I could call out to her and let her know I was there, I could awkwardly back away and pretend like I never saw anything, or I could continue walking by the fort, also pretending like I didn’t see anything. I decided to go with the latter option, sneaking one last glance at the stranger’s perfect, naked body. As I was looking up at her, her eyes opened and she saw me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She quickly covered her chest up with her arm, and she covered her crotch with her free hand. Her face turned red, but I’m sure mine was redder. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I was just—I was walking by, and I looked up…” It wouldn’t have been so embarrassing if I was able to look away, but for some reason, I couldn’t. My eyes remained glued to her. She was so beautiful. She must have thought I was some freak pervert.  
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, still holding her hands over her private parts. “I shouldn’t have taken off my bikini. I didn’t think anyone ever came through this way.” 
 
    After realizing she was waiting for me to look away so she could put her bikini back on, I was finally able to snap my eyes off of her and turn around. “I’m sorry,” I said again. Then, with my back to her, I said, “You know, it’s probably not very safe up there. That wood is over twenty years old, and it’s not even pressure-treated. I wouldn’t want to fall from way up there.” 
 
    “I don’t mind taking my chances,” she said, “It’s the best spot in town to get a good tan. I’ve been coming out here for years. You can turn around now.” 
 
    I turned around. Now clad, she was sitting with her bare feet dangling over the edge, with hands clasping the very edge. One strong sneeze and she would be plummeting nearly thirty feet to the hard forest floor. “I really wouldn’t sit up there like that,” I said, and I once again found my gaze glued to her body. I never knew Stettler had such beautiful women. Had I known, maybe I wouldn’t have moved away when I turned eighteen.  
 
    “It’s fine. It was built strong.” 
 
    “It was built by me when I was ten,” I said, laughing. 
 
    She stared at me in silence for a moment and then her eyes flashed. “No way, seriously?” she said with a big smile now on her face.  
 
    “Seriously.” My neck was starting to hurt, staring up at her. But the slight pain was worth the incredible sight. She bit her lip as if she was trying not to laugh, as if I’d said something hilarious. “What?” I said.  
 
    “Nothing. This thing must be really old then, huh?” she said, and then she started laughing. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not that old—but yeah, it’s probably a good twenty years old.” She didn’t look to be too much younger than me, maybe just a few years, though it was hard to tell. She had one of those faces that looked like she could be sixteen years old or a really smoking-hot thirty-five. Feeling guilty about staring at her naked body, I decided to ask, “How old are you?” It seemed like a rude question after I asked it. 
 
    “I’m twenty-nine,” she said. I, too, was twenty-nine. She looked good for twenty-nine, and it was comforting to know I was ogling a piece of jail-bait. “So what, are you like a professional carpenter now?” 
 
    I laughed. “I work in real estate.” 
 
    “Come to sell my fort then?” she asked. 
 
    “Your fort, huh?” I couldn’t help but smile. It was nice to know that the fort was being put to good use, rather than rotting away, abandoned and unknown. I wondered how she even found the fort. It was nowhere near any hiking trails, and it wasn’t exactly the easiest place to locate. 
 
    “I think it’s technically mine based on squatter’s rights,” she said with a grin.  
 
    “Squatter’s rights, that’s the law that says you can get possession of a property after something like ten years of squatting there, right?” 
 
    “I’ve been coming out here for at least that,” she said, “so I guess it’s mine. I was thinking of painting it pink, what do you think?” 
 
    I looked at the old fort, which had never been painted or stained or even remotely cared for since it was built. I kind of liked the way it looked, all overgrown with vines, with pieces of wood hanging off of it as if the nails rusted away into nothingness. I was almost kind of jealous of the old fort—in twenty years, out in the middle of nowhere, it managed to get more action than I could out in the big city. There I was, standing single on the cool forest floor, staring up at the old fort with a beautiful siren sitting gracefully on top of it. “White would look good,” I said. Then I noticed the old sign on the front: ‘No Girls Allowed’ “I guess you missed the sign,” I said, laughing. 
 
    “I saw the sign. What of it?” she said, kicking her feet playfully, making them swing back and forth. Her toes were painted white, which made her nice, even tan stand out. 
 
    “You don’t look like a boy to me,” I said. 
 
    “Who says I’m not a boy? Maybe you aren’t looking hard enough.” She started to laugh. “So what brings you by your old fort, huh?” 
 
    “I was in town and was just curious to see if the thing was still standing. I didn’t expect to find anyone using it, especially someone so…” I cut myself off before saying the word ‘beautiful’. I didn’t want to sound like a total creeper.  
 
    “So what? So naked?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    She laughed again. She had a cute laugh. “Well do you want me to give you the tour? Lots has changed in the past couple of decades, you know.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I said. I watched her hop up to her feet and descend the ladder to the second floor. Then I listened as the old planks of wood groaned as she descended the old staircase. The front door opened with a high-pitched shrieking. 
 
    “Come inside!” she said, presenting the doorway as if it was a prize on a game show. She was cute—really cute, even more pretty up close. Maybe I was just on the rebound, but I was infatuated with her. I loved how spunky she was, how carefree she was. I made a point of checking out her hands, and luckily there were no rings. Maybe she left them at home so she wouldn’t get a tan line. It seemed hard to believe that such a perfect specimen was unspoken for. 
 
    The fort looked just the same as the last time I’d seen it, with some expected wear. A tree branch had grown through one of the windows, and one of the floorboards had popped up because of a big, growing root. The thing creaked and groaned like it was a thousand years old. 
 
    This girl must have been crazy to brave the staircase, never mind the ladder above it or the questionable third level. I was afraid of falling through the floorboards of the first level, which only would have been a few feet of a drop, but a few feet can still do a number on the body. “What do you think?” she said. “Like what I’ve done with the place?” 
 
    I laughed. “I’m just glad someone’s using the old thing. But serious, be careful up there. It wouldn’t hurt to get a few pieces of wood to brace it.”  
 
    “Oh, shush. It’s fine. C’mon upstairs.” She went ahead of me, hopping up the stairs with confidence. I watched her perky butt bounce up and down as she went up. God, she was cute. 
 
    Upstairs was the same as below: nothing had changed. The old box where my friend Larry used to keep his porno magazines was even still there. As I looked from the box to her, she smiled teasingly. “That was Larry’s,” I said. My face turned dark red.  
 
    “Sure it was,” she said, giggling. “Got a thing for big, black ladies?” 
 
    I’d forgotten until she said it, but Larry used to subscribe to a porno rag called Big Black Hussies. He always showed us his favourite pictures from it—not my thing. “Really, that wasn’t mine,” I said, and she laughed again.  
 
    Also on the floor was a six-pack of beer, with two cans missing. “Want a drink?” she said, bending over to grab a can before I even answered her. She tossed one over to me. “Sorry, it’s not cold anymore.” She grabbed one for herself. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Steve. What’s your name?” 
 
    “Heather,” she said. “You know, in the years I’ve been coming out here, you’re the first person who’s ever found me.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    She reached her beer out for a cheers. We both drank. She kept her gaze locked on my eyes. She had beautiful eyes, like they belonged on a model or a movie star. They were so stunning, they were even a bit intimidating. And I couldn’t help but feel a familiarity to them—maybe she was a movie star or a model, maybe I had seen her in a magazine before. I couldn’t imagine she could go very far in public without being approached by an agent or some kind of talent scout. She was just so beautiful—too beautiful for Stettler, too beautiful to be randomly out in the middle of nowhere. She was like a dream, a hallucination. Maybe I’d lost my mind. 
 
    “Do you like them?” she asked. 
 
    “The beer?” I said. It was okay. 
 
    “My tits.” She nodded down. “You keep staring at them.” Was I staring at them? My face became hot and my body became tense.  
 
    “I—I’m sorry. Was I? I didn’t get a lot of sleep, I think I was just zoning out.” 
 
    “It’s okay, you can stare,” she said. “You can’t wear a skimpy bikini like this and not expect a guy to keep his head up, you know?” She cupped her tits with her hands and gave them a firm squeeze and a bounce. “They look good, right? They’re not real.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, my face becoming even hotter. “They look great—I mean, not that I was staring. I really wasn’t staring.”  
 
    “Want to feel them?” She took a step closer to me.  
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. I promise I won’t bite, unless you’re into that kind of thing.” She smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. I didn’t believe her, but sure enough, she took my hands and brought them up to her tits. “Give them a squeeze.” I did. They sure felt real to me. “Technology, huh?” 
 
    That was about the moment I became convinced I was dreaming. After letting go of her perfect rack, I pinched my arm. She thought that was pretty funny, so she started to laugh. “Your face is so red! Do you need to sit for a minute?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I said. “I just—I mean—You’re very forward. I’m not really used to that.” 
 
    “What are you used to?” 
 
    “Good question.” I could feel a tingling down, between my legs. I was getting hard. “I should probably get going,” I said, worried I was about to make a fool of myself. Heather was too beautiful, too outgoing, too over-stimulating. Maybe I did need to sit down. Was she coming onto me? Was she flirting with me? Or was she just a bubbly character?  
 
    A part of me wanted to grab her and kiss her and bend her over and fuck her, but what if I made a move and I had the whole thing wrong? Imagine being out in the middle of nowhere, and some guy makes a move on you—how uncomfortable would that be? I didn’t want her to think I was some rapist or murder or anything like that. Why was I so concerned about what she thought of me? I didn’t even know her. 
 
    “Are you married?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Girlfriend?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She smiled. “You’re funny, you know that?” She took another long sip from her beer. “Want to go up to the top?” Before I could tell her no, she was already on her way up. The sane part of me was telling me not to even dare going up on that rickety old thing, but Heather was like a magnet. I was drawn to her. She had some sort of sexual energy that I couldn’t resist. I followed her up the ladder, getting another a nice view of her ass on the way up.  
 
    She walked right out onto the bridge between the two trees. “C’mon,” she said. The sun was making her glow radiantly. Again, I didn’t trust the construction, but I followed her like a trained dog. “Doesn’t the sun feel nice?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. You come out here a lot, then?” 
 
    “I try to come out every day, in the summer anyway. Want to fuck?” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and then was sent aflutter. Did she just ask if I wanted to fuck her? As in, sex? I stared at her with parted lips for a moment as I tried to think of a proper answer. Of course I wanted to fuck her, but was that really a good idea? I didn’t even know who she was. As far as I knew, it was all some setup to make me humiliate myself. “Well?” she said. 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Totally. But you should know one thing first, I have a dick. I don’t want you freaking out or anything when you see it.”  
 
    Now my head was really spinning. She was such a strange character—it was almost impossible to know when she was screwing around and when she was being serious. She always had that same grin on her face, as if it was all a big joke. I looked down at her crotch, but she put her hand over herself before I saw anything. She laughed—she was kidding, she must have been. She was far too beautiful to have a cock. “What? You think I’m kidding?” she said. 
 
    “You’re totally screwing with me.” 
 
    She smiled. “I’ll tell you what, we’ll play a game. It’s obvious you want to fuck me, right? Well, here’s the deal. You have to reach down my bikini bottoms and see whether I have a pussy or a cock. You have to keep your eyes on mine the whole time though, no looking away. If you look away, you lose. If I have a pussy, you can do whatever you want to me. If I have a dick, I get to do whatever I want to you. But you can’t reach down there unless you’re willing to commit either way.” She bit her lip again. She reached up and grabbed her tit and gave it a gentle squeeze, her eyes locked with mine.  
 
    She was a total goddess. There was no way she had a cock—she was just messing with me. But what if she wasn’t? What if I reached down and felt a big dick between her legs? Would I really let her do what she wanted? I looked at her throat. There was no Adam’s apple. I was still convinced her tits were real, and her skin was softer than any man’s ever could be. “Well, what do you say?” The real question was, was it just a setup. Would she swat my hand away the moment I reached down and yelled ‘Pervert!’? Was this just a little game she played with guys because she knew every guy on the face of the earth wanted to fuck her brains out?  
 
    My desire to fuck her outweighed my anxieties. Slowly, I started to reach down. “Eyes up here,” she said, and I brought my eyes up to her intimidating glare. My hand trembled on its way down, and I kept reminding myself it was impossible—I’d seen transgender girls on the television before and you could always tell. Either the Adam’s apple or the voice or the broad shoulders—Heather had none of those issues. She was more feminine than all of my previous girlfriends. She was the definition of a woman. Her body belonged on the cover of every women’s health magazine, every male fantasy magazine. She couldn’t possibly have a cock. 
 
    My fingers slipped through her bottoms, over her soft strip of pubic hair, and onto flesh. It was soft, squishy, and long. It didn’t feel like a cunt. She smiled, keeping her eyes locked with mine, staring into my very soul. I felt the whole length of it, positive it was just some fake rubber thing she was using to screw with me, but it attached to her body, and it wasn’t rubber—it was real, warm skin. I could even feeling it pulsing slightly.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She wasn’t lying to me, she really had a cock. My mind couldn’t comprehend it. It just couldn’t be. It went against every law of nature. She was a man, and most amazingly of all, she didn’t even hide it. One of the first things she said to me was, “Who says I’m not a boy?” She told me straight up, probably multiple times, but I was too overwhelmed by her beauty to even notice. Not only did she have a cock, but my hand was now directly on it, my fingers wrapped around her flesh.  
 
    And she was laughing, as if my reaction was hysterical, as if she’d gotten me good. I looked down—I couldn’t help it. I had to see it with my own eyes to believe it. Sure enough, in my hand was a cock. I pulled my hand away. “Hey, no looking away! You lose.”  
 
    “You’re a—I mean, were—what are you?” I said. I felt a hotness in my chest. I felt tricked. I’d never touched another cock before and I was proud of that fact. Now, I’d been tricked into grabbing one full on, flesh on flesh. But had I been duped? She did straight up tell me she had a dick, I just didn’t believe her. In a way, I’d duped myself. 
 
    My sudden outrage must have been all over my crimson face. “Geez, it’s not like it bit you or anything. It’s just a cock.”  
 
    “But I’m straight,” I said, but I realized as I said it that it was a rather confused statement, and possibly offensive, as if I was calling her a man. Was she a man? At some point in her life she certainly was, but what about now? Was it wrong to call her a man? 
 
    “Me too,” she said with a grin. She put her pointer finger on my chest and slowly ran it down my abs, eliciting a warm buzz in my body. What was most strange of all was the fact that, even after discovering her thick manhood between her legs, I still found her insanely attractive. She still had the most beautiful face I’d ever seen, the most incredible body, the most perfect tits. Everything was perfect except for that one, dangling member. “The real question now is, are you a man of your word?” she asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” My heart stuttered.  
 
    “Well, the deal was, if you reached down and found a cock, I got to have my way with you, remember? I mean, surely you wouldn’t buy a lottery ticket and demand your money back after you lost, right? Or are you a scaredy-cat?” She bit her lip in an unsuccessful attempt to contain the big grin on her face. She was right, it wasn’t right to back out of the deal, even though I was still feeling misled. 
 
    “I guess it depends on what you want me to do,” I said. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t—that wasn’t the deal. The deal was, I get to do whatever I want with you. Consider yourself my slave. That was the deal—you agreed to it. Besides, it’ll be fun. I promise I won’t hurt you, and I promise I won’t tell anyone. It’ll be our little secret.” Her beautiful eyes flashed. 
 
    My heart skipped another beat. “Okay, fine.” 
 
    “Good. Now squeeze my tits,” she said. I followed her command, reaching up and squeezing her tits. They felt nice, soft, and light. I could feel her perky nipples through her top. “You can take my top off, if you want,” she said. I thought for a few seconds about whether I should. I figured it would be a welcomed distraction from her penis, so I took off her top. God, her tits really were perfect. “Suck my nipples.” I did that, too. Her fingers found their way into my hair. “See? I told you this would be fun.” 
 
    It wasn’t bad—I wasn’t going to complain about squeezing and sucking a beautiful woman’s breasts, but was I having fun? Not really. It was hard to remove the thought of her cock from my mind, or the fact that she was born a man, and biologically, she still was a man. Technically speaking, I wasn’t sucking a beautiful woman’s nipples, I was sucking a beautiful man’s nipples. The thought made my spine feel cold. But even though it was a fact, my mind couldn’t make sense of it. She looked and sounded and felt like a woman. Her skin was so soft, her breasts felt so real, and my God, was she beautiful. 
 
    “Keep sucking,” she said. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch. I resisted at first and then I remembered the deal—the deal that I’d agreed to. I let her slip my hand down her bikini bottoms, onto her cock. “Get me hard, pretty boy,” she said. I was slow to wrap my fingers around her cock. My head was spinning. “Massage it. Do it nicely—it’s sensitive, you know.” I carefully rubbed her flesh between my fingers. I could feel it beginning to throb, beginning to grow, thicken, harden. “Just like that,” she said. 
 
    She was well-hung, especially for a woman. Her cock seemed to grow and grow and grow endlessly, until I could hardly touch the tips of my fingers together. “Stroke it,” she said. She reached down and pulled her bottoms to her knees, to get them out of the way. I began to stroke her length. 
 
    I’ll admit, stroking her cock wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. In a way, it didn’t feel real, as if it wasn’t really a cock I was stroking, but something else—I don’t know what. The member in my hand didn’t seem like it belonged to a man, and I suppose it didn’t. I thought it would feel wrong touching her member, but it didn’t—and that scared me the most. Why wasn’t I feeling repulsed? Why had I stopped hesitating?  
 
    “Take your dick out,” she said. 
 
    A cool breeze crossed over me. I felt the need to look around, to make sure no one was there, watching. Of course there was no one—we were a half an hour hike from town, way out in the middle of nowhere. It was already a freak coincidence that two of us found our way there at the same time. 
 
    I unzipped my pants, then I froze. I felt suddenly vulnerable, suddenly exposed, even with her standing naked in front of me. And I didn’t want her to see that I had an erection—it seemed terribly embarrassing, even though we were fooling around sexually—as if my erection was somehow an admission that I liked the fact she had a cock, that maybe I was gay. But I wasn’t gay. I was hard because she was gorgeous, because I’d just spent five minutes squeezing and fondling her tits, sucking her nipples. Her cock had nothing to do with it. “C’mon now, don’t be shy,” she said. After a deep breath, I dropped my pants to the ground. I looked around again to make sure no one had shown up suddenly to watch. 
 
    “Ooh, look at you,” she said, reaching down and carefully running the tip of her pointer finger along my hard cock. “You’re big.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. My cheeks were warm. 
 
    “Mind if I touch it?” she said. 
 
    “Be my guest.” I was standing as stiff as a board, tense in the shoulders. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and gently pulled my foreskin back. Then, she took a half-step forward and pressed her erect cock against mine. My face flushed and I became even more tense. My cock was pressed up against another cock. Again, it seemed like it should have felt so repulsive, so taboo and wrong, but it didn’t feel that way. It actually felt kind of nice, her warm cock snuggled against mine. She stood up on her tippy toes.  
 
    “I think I’m bigger,” she said, and then she giggled. She was just a hair bigger than me, but in my defence, she had a huge cock for her small stature (and considering she was a woman). She took both cocks in her hand and began to stroke them together. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel good?” She looked me in the eyes.  
 
    I couldn’t stare into her eyes for more than a few seconds without feeling totally intimidated by her beauty and her confidence. It seemed so unnatural, so unreal. I still wasn’t convinced I wasn’t stuck in a dream. “Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked. 
 
    My cheeks became even hotter. I didn’t want to admit it, but she was absolutely gorgeous, and I think she knew it (and she knew that I knew it). “Yeah,” I said sheepishly, again feeling like I was somehow admitting to being a homosexual. It almost wasn’t fair, she was just too beautiful to have a strand of male DNA in her body. Surely any man who found out about her secret would have been just as confused as me, if not even more so. 
 
    “I haven’t decided whether I want you to fuck me in the ass or if I want to fuck you in the ass,” she said with a giggle. My heart dropped into my gut. Fucked in the ass? I’d never had so much as a pinkie finger in my asshole, never mind a big, throbbing cock like hers. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass—I was quite proud of my anal virginity. Of course, I had no legal obligation to let her fuck me, if that was what she wanted—maybe a bit of a moral obligation, seeing as I did agree to do anything she wanted.  
 
    And what if she wanted me to fuck her in the ass, could I do it? Again, she was born a man. That asshole hadn’t changed since she went and got breast implants and started taking hormones. 
 
    “Who am I kidding?” she said with another one of her cute giggles. She sunk down to the ground and got on all fours. “I don’t think you could handle it, anyway.” She wiggled her bum in the air, letting her back curve downwards as she stretched her arms forward. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.” 
 
    My heart was racing. I was staring at a beautiful woman on all fours, presenting her asshole for me to fuck—I was practically a dripping mess, any man would have been. But I could see, between her legs, her big ball sack—a little reminder that I wasn’t really being seduced by a biological woman. But what difference did it make? My throbbing dick didn’t know any difference. Once I was inside of her, pressed up against her ass, I wouldn’t be able to see her balls or her cock, just her stunning body and her soft, flowing blonde hair. As far as I was concerned, I would be fucking a woman—right? 
 
    I sunk down to my knees, taking my cock in my hand. I found myself looking around yet again, letting my insecurities seep deeper and deeper into my bones. I wanted to fuck her so badly but my body was screaming at me to resist, to turn away. I couldn’t resist, and she knew it as she gently swayed that perky bum in the air. I pressed the tip of my dick against her tight hole. I took a deep breath. “What are you waiting for, pretty boy?” she said. 
 
    I pushed in. As I sunk in deep, I watched a convulsion flow through her body. She moaned and her head swayed in a warm euphoria. I was deep inside of her, deep inside of a tranny’s butthole. It wasn’t exactly what I anticipated when I decided to walk out to the old fort. I started to thrust in and out of her. She pushed back, making sure to get every inch of my throbbing dick inside of her with every penetration. I looked down and watched her balls swaying back and forth—I couldn’t help it. It was strangely mesmerizing. “Harder,” she said. I came down on her harder, slapping my pelvis against her soft butt cheeks. 
 
    I had my hands firmly on her ass cheeks. I spread them wide, watching my cock sink in and out of her tight hole. She looked over her shoulder at me with a grin—reminding me just how beautiful she was. “Jerk me off and then come inside of me,” she said, biting her lip. She took my cock like a seasoned professional, like it was the greatest sensation in the world. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head as I took hold of her pulsing erection. I began to jerk her off. 
 
    “Oh, fucking shit,” she moaned. Her toes curled against the old wooden floorboards. She strained and I felt her asshole clench my dick. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come. Oh shit, I’m coming,” she said and then her hot load sprayed all over the old floorboards. “Oh fuck—oh God, that feels good—oh shit!” I couldn’t look away from her big dick, blasting shot after shot of sticky, hot cum. It was an incredible sight, completely captivating. 
 
    I thrust myself in as hard as I could and then I came deep inside of her body, my cock fully plunged into her asshole. She screamed as my warm load filled her up. My hands were shaking as I pulled out, watching my creampie billow out and dribble down to her ball sack.  
 
    It was, without question, the greatest sex of my life—and it was with a transgender—a woman who was born a man. What if my exes were right? What if I was gay and I just didn’t realize it? What if I did like cocks and assholes more than I liked tits and pussies? Maybe I was bisexual. But I couldn’t be—I felt absolutely nothing when I thought of a man’s face or a man’s body. If anything, the thought still repulsed me. Yet, the thought of a big, hard cock between a woman’s legs was suddenly the most erotic, tantalizing image I could muster. I couldn’t even tease the thought without my cock becoming instantly rock-hard once again.  
 
    “That was fun,” Heather said with a big grin. She looked at me with her big, glowing eyes almost expectantly, as if she was waiting for me to say something. There was still that strange familiarity to her face that wouldn’t seem to stop bugging me. 
 
    The sun had dipped below the treeline and the air began to cool off. “Totally fun. But I should probably be going,” I said. “It was nice to meet you, Heather.” 
 
    As I turned away to leave, I couldn’t help but notice the puppy-dog look of disappointment on her face, as if I was forgetting something. I had a feeling she was hoping for more, maybe for a phone number and a promise of a date. It’s not like I didn’t think about it, but the reality was, I couldn’t date a transgender. I couldn’t get involved with a chick with a dick—regardless of whether or not she planned to eventually make the full transition.  
 
    Something about it still seemed wrong and unnatural. What would I tell people? What would I tell my parents, who were already upset that things ended with me and my ex, who were desperately hoping for grandchildren before they kicked the bucket (even though I really didn’t want kids, but I was willing to compromise). Heather could go through all of the treatment and surgery in the world, and she still wouldn’t be able to have children, she still wouldn’t be a biological woman. 
 
    Sure, she was insanely beautiful and a lot of fun, but I felt I needed to stick to my principals. I couldn’t let my fickle infatuation get the better of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I struggled to fall asleep that night, unable to get the memory of my time with Heather to leave me alone. I could still see her piercing eyes, gazing into my soul, torturing me with her beauty. It really was torture, too. I wanted so desperately to convince myself that I didn’t enjoy my time with her, that what we did was wrong and I shouldn’t have gone through with it, but I could only fantasize about finding her and doing it again and again and again. 
 
    I woke up in the middle of the night, only a few hours after I finally fell asleep, plagued by a peculiar feeling of guilt. Those piercing eyes were still staring into my soul, but now it was the eyes she showed me as I turned to leave—the hurt eyes. It didn’t look like she’d been hurt for the first time. It looked like she’d been through it time and time again. Those eyes screamed loneliness, they screamed constant rejection. It probably wasn’t easy, being in her position, having men like me reject her over and over because she was born with one appendage instead of the other. 
 
    She didn’t deserve that—she was a nice, fun, beautiful, happy girl. She didn’t do any wrong to me, and I couldn’t imagine she’d ever done any wrong to anyone else. But I couldn’t be with her, given her situation, and I’m sure other men felt the same way. At least she disclosed she was born a man before engaging in sex. I’d heard some horror stories of transgender women waiting until the third or fourth date—or not telling the man at all. And to think I was feeling duped before… 
 
    I tried to think of other things, to give my racing mind a break. On my old bedroom dresser was a picture of me and my three childhood buddies, the guys who built the fort with me all those summers ago—Danny, Larry, and Mark. Unable to fall back asleep, I decided to look them up on the internet, and see what they were up to. It had been so long since I’d heard from any of them. 
 
    Larry was apparently working at a law firm in New York City. He didn’t have many pictures up, but it looked like he was happy. He was married and he had at least one little kid, as far as I could tell from his photos.  
 
    Mark was working construction, also married, also with kids. In the older photos of him and his wife, his wife was pretty sexy, though in more recent ones she had let herself go in a pretty big way. She stopped wearing makeup and she cut her hair short. Mark was looking a bit thick himself. 
 
    I couldn’t find any pictures of our other buddy, Danny. I couldn’t even find an account for Danny, as if he didn’t exist at all. Googling his name brought up no results whatsoever. I hoped he was okay, and nothing bad had happened. Maybe he just wasn’t the social media type. Maybe he preferred to stay off of the internet. He had an older brother, so I looked him up to try and find some clues.  
 
    On his older brother’s page, under siblings, it said he had a sister. A sister? Danny never had a sister, just his one older brother. I scrolled further down and then my heart sank into my gut. His sister’s name was Heather. Suddenly, that peculiar familiarity made sense. Danny was Heather. Heather used to be Danny.  
 
    My head was spinning. I rubbed cocks with Danny, I stroked Danny’s cock—I fucked Danny in the ass and jerked him off until he came. I felt sick. 
 
    Suddenly, I had what I wanted—I had the guilt and that overwhelming feeling as though I’d done something terribly wrong. Heather wasn’t just some random t-girl looking for some fun, she was my old best friend, and surely she knew who I was. I hadn’t done anything wrong, she was the one who was wrong, right?  
 
    It suddenly made so much sense, the way she was looking at me with those flashing eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to get me to recognize her, she was trying to tell me with her eyes. But why didn’t she just come out and say it? Why did she keep it a secret? Because she knew I wouldn’t fuck her if I knew she was Danny?  
 
    I was conflicted. I didn’t know whether to feel angry, betrayed, used, or if I should feel bad for her. I couldn’t help but feel like she tried to tell me, like she wanted me to find out but she was too afraid to tell me, too afraid of the embarrassment—not just her own embarrassment, but my embarrassment, too. It must be hard, revealing yourself to someone, especially someone you knew and were close with growing up. I never suspected a thing. Danny always seemed like such a normal kid. Had someone told me he was transitioning, I would have laughed. I wouldn’t have believed it. I still had a hard time believing it, still not sure I wasn’t just remembering things incorrectly. Maybe Danny did have a sister and I was forgetting. Or maybe I had his brother’s name wrong and I was looking up complete strangers. Or maybe I really had come deep inside of Danny’s asshole. 
 
    The next day, I found myself going for a walk to kill the time, yet again. I thought about hiking back out to the old fort—it was a pleasant, scenic hike, after all—but it was a bright, sunny day and I figured that meant Heather was probably there, soaking in the sun. I thought it would be best to avoid her. I thought about confronting her, telling her I knew who she was, but what good would it have done? It wasn’t like she broke the law, and it wasn’t like I was going to beat her up over it. I just had to let it go and pretend like it never happened, otherwise it would continue to bother me more and more. 
 
    Stettler wasn’t a very big town. You could walk down every street in less than two hours, and that afternoon, I did just that. Near the end of my walk, I even ended up out front of Danny’s old house, which looked the same as if did twenty years earlier—just like the rest of the town. 
 
    Seeing the old house brought back a lot of old memories—meeting up to go for bike rides, building snowmen in the winter, and then there were some not so nice memories. Danny’s father used to hit him. I remember pulling up on my bike one afternoon and his dad was in the middle of a serious beating. I kept on biking, and it was a week before I saw Danny again, all bruised up. He never did anything wrong, the poor kid, his father just needed a convenient punching bag and Danny was there. 
 
    His mother was very religious and I could still remember her snapping once when she overheard us talking about girls. She pulled Danny into the house by his ear, and again, it was a week before we saw him again. After that, he never talked about girls again. As far as I knew, he never dated. He was always so quiet around women, probably in part thanks to his mother. His older brother didn’t have it much better. He moved out when he was sixteen, and then Danny’s parents split up shortly after that. 
 
    I remember Danny going from quiet and shy to completely silent, almost never saying a thing. You could always tell there was something on his mind—I’d always just thought it was his dysfunctional family situation. Apparently it was a lot deeper than that. 
 
    In fact, I couldn’t remember Danny ever laughing, or even smiling. Hell, that’s probably why I didn’t recognize Danny as a woman—as Heather. Heather was always smiling, always laughing. It seemed like Heather was having the time of her life. In a weird way, it filled me with a warm fuzziness knowing Danny was, for once in his life, happy—even if he wasn’t completely satisfied. After years of abuse and what was probably a very confusing childhood, he was able to smile and laugh and be comfortable with himself—Heather was quite possibly the most confident person I’d ever met! A huge leap from the shy, introverted Danny.  
 
    I found myself at the edge of the woods, considering going back in, going to face Heather one more time. I felt like I needed to make things right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    My heart started to race as the old fort came into view. Sure enough, I could see a smooth leg dangling over the edge of the top story, and that bikini was once again flung over the little containing wall. There were her perfect tits, floating beautifully on her chest as she absorbed the sun’s warmth. Within seconds of seeing her, I began to doubt she was really Danny, or that she was ever a man. It must have been some sort of prosthetic piece, right? I remembered the feeling of it throbbing in my tight grip. It was no prosthetic piece. It was the real deal. She was Danny. 
 
    “Hey there,” I called out after giving my heart a second to calm down (which it did not).  
 
    She looked over and smiled. She sat up. Her eyes glowed. “You came back,” she said. This time she didn’t bother to cover her tits with her arm. I’d already seen everything before so what was the point? “Back for more or are you here to take your fort back from me?” 
 
    “Just out for a walk,” I said. Now that I knew she was once Danny, I could see it in her eyes and the shape of her nose. She really hadn’t changed much—she grew her hair long, she put on some makeup, and of course there were the fake tits and probably some hormone treatment, but it wasn’t like she’d undergone some dramatic transformation. I guess it just turned out she looked a hell of a lot better as a woman than she did a man. “Mind if I come up?” I said. 
 
    “Didn’t you see the sign?” 
 
    I looked down at the front door. Over the ‘No Girls Allowed’ sign was a new sign: ‘No Boys Allowed’. She smiled.  
 
    “The best part is, I get in either way,” she said, and then she laughed.  
 
    “So do you plan on—you know—going all the way?” I asked. 
 
    “You mean getting my dick chopped off? No way,” she said. “Have you seen those fake pussies. Those aren’t fooling anyone. Besides, I like my cock. Don’t you?” She grabbed her package and lifted it up.  
 
    “Can I come up?” I asked. 
 
    “Only if you promise to suck my dick. I’ll suck yours, too, if you want.” She laughed. Once again, I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. But I knew that once I got down to business, there probably wouldn’t be much in the way of joking. I entered the fort and I made my way up to the top floor, hearing the stairs groan as I ascended. She was waiting for me at the top, laying on her side with her big, flaccid cock hanging over her thigh. She was grinning as if she got a real kick out of it. “Me first or you first?” 
 
    I stared at her body, finding myself once again completely in awe of her beauty. It was still so hard to believe. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I said. 
 
    “Tell you what?” 
 
    “Who you are.” 
 
    Her eyes became wide and her face flushed. That grin disappeared quickly, and she suddenly sat up, covering herself with her hands. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with glazed over eyes. 
 
    “You don’t need me to say it, do you?” I said. 
 
    Her lip quivered. “Are you mad?” Her cheeks were red. 
 
    I thought for a moment. “Mad?” I said. “I’m not mad as much as I am feeling deceived. You let me touch you—down there. You let me stick it in your ass.” 
 
    “So what? You knew I what I was,” she said, her whole face suddenly red with anger. She stood up and grabbed her bikini bottoms, slipping them on while keeping her tits covered with her spare forearm.  
 
    “But I didn’t know who you were.” 
 
    “What difference does it make?” She turned away from me and put on her top.  
 
    “You knew who I was.” 
 
    “Did you come here to get some revenge? You want to beat me up? Go ahead, just get it over with. I’m used to it. I’m sorry I deceived you. Well? What are you waiting for? You can even throw me off—no one will ever find my body way out here.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
    “Then why’d you come? Just to humiliate me?” 
 
    “I don’t know why I came. I guess—I guess I just didn’t believe it and I had to know for sure. I don’t even know why I had to know, I just did. It was bugging me. I can’t explain everything I do. I can’t even explain what drove me to walk out here yesterday in the first place. I suppose it’s just curiosity doing it’s thing.” 
 
    Her eyes began to water. “I wanted to tell you, I just—I couldn’t do it. At first I wouldn’t tell people about, you know, but then when one guy found out, I got my ass kicked. He broke my arm and two of my ribs. Since then I tell people right away, and it’s miserable. Everyone looks at me like I’m some circus freak, like I deserve to be beaten and broken, like I’m some kind of shame. But then you came along and you didn’t look at me like that, and it was nice for a change. I didn’t want to ruin that. Even after you found out about my little situation, you still looked at me with those eyes. For once, there was someone interested in me who wasn’t just indulging in some freaky fetish… 
 
    “Do you know that, besides you, I’ve had sex with two other guys? Both of them only wanted to be with me in secret, they demanded that I keep my mouth shut and not tell anyone. We would meet in the middle of the night. The first guy turned out to be married, and he was a closet gay. The other guy always wanted to film us together. He ended up putting the videos up on some fucked up fetish website. Do you have any idea what that’s like? To be either a freak of nature or nothing more than a fetish?” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. 
 
    “Are you, though? Or are you just sorry you had sex with me?” I certainly wasn’t sorry I’d had sex with her. Sex with her was the best sex of my life. It was the most intimate, most passionate, and most fun moment that I could remember. I loved staring into her eyes as she rubbed our cocks together. I loved the feeling of her tight butthole clenching my dick. I loved the feeling of her soft skin and the feeling of her hands exploring my body. It was all I could think about ever since the moment it was all over.  
 
    I tried to think of something to say back, something that would make her know that she was wrong about me, that I really wasn’t there to shame or humiliate her. I couldn’t think of any words. Words are just words, anyone can say anything—it means nothing at the end of the day. I stepped forward and I kissed her. It took a moment for her to kiss back, but when she did, her body melted into me. She threw her arms around me and held me tightly. I didn’t need any words in order to tell her I was obsessed with her for her, and not for the cock between her legs.  
 
    Would it have been better if there was a tight, wet pussy between her legs instead? Not necessarily. It certainly would have been easier to come to terms with the fact that I was in love with her. It would have been easier to build up the courage to invite her to be part of my life, to eventually meet my friends and my family and my coworkers. Easier, sure—but the fact I was willing to make her mine regardless was proof to me that she wasn’t just some fun fling, that what we had was real and powerful.  
 
    “You know you’re breaking the rules,” she said, smiling. Her cheeks and eyes were still red but she was happy.  
 
    “What rules?” 
 
    “You were only allowed up here if you promised to suck my dick. So get sucking,” she said with a giggle, and then she pushed me down to my knees. I pulled down her bottoms and then took her semi-erect cock in my hand. I gave it a few strokes, feeling it throbbing warmly in my grip before sinking it into my mouth. 
 
    It didn’t feel wrong, it felt right—righter than right. It felt perfect: her soft, feminine hands in my hair, my hands against her smooth thighs, her slick cock against my tongue. I got her so hard, so big. I could taste her sweet pre-cum dribbling out from her dick. “Do you want to fuck me again?” she asked. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I said, and then I turned around. She giggled playfully and then she pulled down my pants. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Just do your best to relax. If it hurts, just let me know and I’ll fuck you harder, okay?” She laughed and then I felt her throbbing, wet tip press up between my cheeks. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t nervous. I was excited, ready to start this new chapter of my life with Heather. She began to push in. My mind flashed and my body became warm and fuzzy. It felt amazing, her thick, rigid girth sliding in deep. “Oh God, you’re so tight,” she said. 
 
    “Fuck me.” 
 
    She started to thrust in and out of me. And just like I did for her the day before, she reached around and grabbed my cock. “I bet I can make you come before I come,” she said, jerking me off.  
 
    “You’re on,” I said. 
 
    I revelled in the sound of her pelvis slapping against my ass. Every thrust felt somehow even better than the last. Best of all, I could feel her big tits pressed against my back and I could hear her gently moaning in my ear. “Shit,” she said in a strained voice.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to come first,” she said, half-laughing and half-moaning. “Want me to pull out?” 
 
    “No, come inside of me,” I said. “I want to feel you coming inside of me.” 
 
    My body gave me no warning. I came in her clenched fist—before she came in me. That got a laugh out of her, but she wasn’t too far behind. “Oh fuck,” she said, and then I felt it, and it felt amazing—I couldn’t wait to feel it over and over and over again for the rest of our lives.  
 
    THE END 
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