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COME WITH ME

During school, Dan and Max always dreamed about driving up to Alaska on an epic photography road trip. Those dreams fluttered away when Dan met Jennie and Max moved away to San Francisco.

But now, Dan is single after a messy breakup, and Max is back in town, looking to reconnect with Dan—they haven’t seen each other in years. Over e-mail, they agree that it’s finally time to make that epic road trip. But things have changed, and Max isn’t the same person he used to be…


CHAPTER I

I arrived at that little gas station early—almost thirty minutes early. That was the meeting spot that we’d agreed upon, and to be honest, it was surprising that I was there at all.

I caught myself smiling in the reflection of my car window, the Jeep we would be taking all the way from Portland, Oregon to Alaska. I would have used that thirty minutes to gas the car up to full, but the gas station wasn’t open yet. The attendant still hadn’t shown up for work.

It’s better to be early than to not show up at all—an option that I’d truly considered when I woke up that morning. It had been five years since I’d left home for more than a night. I never liked leaving my home and my dog and my girlfriend. But now that I didn’t have two of those things, I figured I might as well step out from my bubble.

My girlfriend left me. We’d been together for six years, lived together for five. I thought things were going great. In fact, the few months before she left, things were going better than ever. She seemed happier, livelier, always doing nice little things for me, like baking me cookies, coming down to my office to rub my shoulders while I worked. I thought it had something to do with the yoga classes she’d started taking.

I wasn’t too far off the mark. She was fucking her yoga instructor. I found out one afternoon when I went to her yoga class to surprise her. I was going to take her from class to a fancy little restaurant, where I planned to propose to her. The timing was painful, but I guess I dodged a bullet. I saw my girlfriend of many years bent over, taking a big, sweaty cock from behind. She looked at me and apologized, but her instructor kept pumping her. It was awful.

I went out to a nearby park and I sat on the park bench. I was too afraid to go home. I ended up sleeping on that bench. And for the first time in about five years, I spent a night away from Jennie, my girlfriend. When I finally built up the courage to return home, she was gone, and so was my dog, and our couch and television and bedframe and coffee maker. I can only assume she went to live with her yoga instructor, or maybe her sister—I never bothered to reach out. There was no point. The relationship was over. The dog was technically hers anyway.

To be honest, I wasn’t really interested in making that road trip up to Alaska. I hadn’t been interested in years, since I was still in photography school. When I first started dating Jennie, I tried to convince her to make the trip with me, but she convinced me it was a stupid idea. “What’s the point?” she asked.

“To take pictures,” I said.

“Why? All those pictures have already been taken a thousand times.” It seemed like a fair-enough argument. It was a popular route for photographers, along the ocean, through the mountains. Every inch of that route had been photographed by photographers much more talented than I. So I forgot about the dream trip the way all young students forget about their frivolous dreams.

It wasn’t until a week after Jennie left me that the trip came back onto my radar. I got an e-mail from an old friend, one of my classmates in photography school: Max. He just wanted to check in and see how I was doing, what I’d been up to, that kind of thing. We e-mailed back and forth a little bit, and soon enough that trip came up. Max was the one who had originally put the idea in my head, showing me pictures of the famous route. Now, he was asking if I wanted to tag along. He was going regardless of whether I was interested or not. “We’re not getting any younger. It’s five days to Alaska, five days back,” he said in his e-mail. “We can split gas and share lenses. Come with me—it’ll be fun.”

I wasn’t as interested in the trip as the distraction. I was looking forward to spending ten days away from that house Jennie and I bought together, away from that mattress we’d slept on every night for five years, away from that yard where we would watch our puppy chase butterflies. “Sure, I’ll come along,” I said on a whim. It was only a few hours later that I started to regret the acceptance.

“Great! Meet at the gas station past the Lewis River on Friday, before sunrise,” Max wrote to me. “Six o’clock. We can get some nice dawn shots of our starting point.”

“Deal,” I wrote back. But I had no idea what I was getting myself into.

I showed up at that gas station. The streets were desolate. It had just snowed a few days before and people from Oregon couldn’t handle the snow. Businesses shut down and people stayed at home, even though the snow hardly stuck to the roads. I was born and raised in Canada, so the snow didn’t bother me at all.

I paced the gas station parking lot while I waited for Max.

Max and I were close during school. We sat next to one another during orientation, did every project together during the three-year course, and we drank together every weekend. Max was the only friend I ever had that always had my back, no matter the situation. And during school, I managed to get myself into some bad situations—bar fights and whatnot. Max once took a punch straight to the face when he stepped in front of me during a fight—even though I was the one who started the fight, and I was the one who deserved the broken nose. I still got my ass kicked after Max went down. But he came to the hospital with me and waited for six hours with me so I could get my X-rays and stitches and the rest of it.

And then, during my last month of school, I met Jennie. And Jennie didn’t like Max—she thought he was a bad influence. I saw Max from time to time over the next year, but as Jennie and I got more serious, Max disappeared from the picture. After I moved in with Jennie, I heard from another friend that Max moved away. He deleted his Facebook page and seemed to just drop off of the map. “It’s for the best,” Jennie told me.

So it was a pleasant surprise when he reached out after my big breakup.

I was excited to see him, excited to catch up, excited to rekindle our friendship—apologize for putting my relationship with Jennie before our friendship. And I couldn’t wait to find out what he’d been up to.

I heard the rumbling of an approaching engine. Headlights were approaching. Our big ten-day road trip was about to begin.


CHAPTER II

I looked at my watch. It was exactly six o’clock in the morning, and I had a good feeling it was Max pulling up, especially when the car’s blinker turned on and the car began to slow. It was turning into the gas station parking lot. I perked up, feeling suddenly nervous. I hadn’t seen Max in years. What if we didn’t get along like we used to? What if he was the same guy, but I wasn’t? What if I’d become boring after spending years with Jennie?

The car rolled up into a nearby parking stall. The windows were tinted. It was a nice car—a new Lexus that looked like it rolled right off the lot. It would have been a nice car to do the road trip in, if it wasn’t for the poor road conditions we were expecting once we were closer to Alaska. My old Jeep, though it wasn’t nearly as luxury, was probably the more reliable choice.

I watched as the car turned off. But the door didn’t open right away. Was he waiting for me to go up to the window? Or was it not him at all—just someone who came to buy something from the gas station, and now they were sitting in their car waiting for the creepy dude to stop staring before they left their car. Maybe it was the gas station owner, there to open up for the morning.

I looked over at the front door of the gas station. According to the hours, the place should have been open for a few minutes already.

That car door finally opened. I cleared my throat and stood up straight. Then, a leg stepped out, clad in black tights and tan-coloured Uggs. The leg belonged to a woman, and so did the body that was attached to it—a pretty woman, as a matter of fact. She had long blonde hair—straightened, extending to her midsection. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses, even though the sun wasn’t awake just yet. Her fingers and wrists were shiny with accessories. She looked at me and smiled.

I smiled back before saying, “They aren’t open yet. I guess they’re running behind—probably because of the snow.” I gave the woman a friendly nod and then I looked away.

But I could still see her in the reflection of my Jeep. She was tall—only an inch shorter than me, and I was six feet tall. She had a nice figure, a nice bust when she was standing profile to her reflection. Her ass wasn’t so bad, either. I was careful while watching her—I didn’t want her to know that I was admiring her. I didn’t want to be a creep.

And while I was admiring her nice figure, I realized something that made a shiver crawl through my bones: she was the first girl I’d admired since my big breakup with Jennie. She was the first girl I’d been able to look at without feeling some strange guilt, as if I was cheating on a girl I wasn’t even with anymore. It was the first real sign that I was getting over Jennie, that there was still hope for my love life and me. Maybe I wouldn’t spend the rest of my life with a broken heart and a lonely bed.

I looked back at her. She was standing by her car, looking at me. She was vaguely familiar, as if I’d seen her somewhere before. Maybe in magazines—she had a model kind of look about her. And now, she had a curious smile—the kind of smile a shy toddler might make as she sidles behind her mother’s legs. “You know there’s a gas station about two miles south of here that’s open—I passed it on my way here,” I said.

She smiled. “Thanks,” she said, and then she kept on looking at me. I looked away. I’d been afraid of making her feel uncomfortable, but now she was the one making me feel uncomfortable. Why was she staring at me like that? What was the deal with that smirk? It was like she’d made some joke and now she was waiting for me to clue in and get it. But she hadn’t said anything. She hadn’t done anything. She was just standing there, smiling. Maybe she thought she was being sexy and flirtatious. I mean—she was sexy; I’ll give her that. She had a killer body and a nice face, from what I could see despite her sunglasses.

“How’s your morning going?” I asked, breaking the awkward silence, trying to get an idea of what this stranger wanted.

“It’s going. How’s your morning going?” she asked. She crossed her legs as she leaned back on her car. Her legs were nice and long and she pointed her feet cutely as she pressed her back against her little Lexus.

“It’s going,” I said. “Just waiting for an old friend. I like your boots.”

She looked down at her feet with a smile. “Thanks. They’re really comfy.”

“They look comfy.”

“And they’re warm. I plan on wearing them all the way up to Alaska,” she said.

“You’re heading up to Alaska? No way—we are, too.”

She just stared at me with that smile—that smile that was in on the joke that I was apparently oblivious to. What was I missing? What did it mean?

“Why are you heading up to Alaska?” I asked.

“To take photos.”

“No way—that’s why we’re going, too.”

She shook her head, still with that smile on her face. “You really don’t know who I am?” she said.

I just stared at her, feeling perplexed. I knew she took pictures, so she must have been one of my classmates from school. But school was so long ago—I could hardly remember half the people from my class. There weren’t many women—maybe five. I don’t think there were any blondes, and no one nearly as sexy as—

My heart sank into my gut. I finally clued in. I felt my lips part as my skin became cold. I wasn’t staring at a woman. I was staring at Max.


CHAPTER III

She laughed. She covered her mouth while she laughed. She took off her big sunglasses, revealing her whole face. I hardly recognized her, but there was no mistaking it—she was Max. He was just dressed up to get a rise out of me—classic Max. I should have expected him to start the trip off with a bang.

I still remember our first day of our second year at school. He’d been gone all summer on a family vacation. He thought it would be funny to show up as an old man, so no one would recognize him, so everyone would think that some strange old guy wandered in off the street. He got a friend of his to apply some film makeup and a fake beard. I’ll never forget that moment when he sat down next to me in class, dressed in that old brown sweater vest. “Sorry sir, but I think you have the wrong classroom,” I said. He turned to me and brought his finger to his lips and said, “Shh!” And I knew it was him.

The teachers were all too afraid to kick him out, thinking he was just senile with nowhere else to be.

That was Max—he always found a way to make everyone laugh. “Damn dude, that’s quite the disguise,” I said, walking towards him.

He laughed. “It really has been a long time, huh?” he said, still in that girl voice. He was still playing along with the character, which didn’t surprise me. He’d put that much effort into the getup, of course he was going to make the most of it.

That voice was convincing, as if he’d been practising for quite some time. I don’t remember him being very good at doing voices. In fact, it was his fake old man voice that finally spoiled his disguise, seven years before. But maybe a girl voice came more naturally to him—who knows.

“How much did the wig cost? And those boots don’t look cheap, either. You raid your girlfriend’s closet or something?” I said.

He just smiled, his cheeks turning red. “I don’t have a girlfriend,” he said.

“Don’t tell me you went out and bought all this stuff just for this gag,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s not gag, Dan. I thought you knew.”

I stopped and stared at him. Thought I knew? Thought I knew what? I laughed, assuming it was just an extension of the joke. Now he was going to try and convince me that he got a sex change or something—squeeze a little bit more out of the joke before he’s bored with it. “Knew what?” I said, playing along.

“I started transitioning a year after school. I’m a woman now,” he said.

I tried not to smile. “A woman, huh?”

“Yeah,” he said. But he wasn’t smiling now. His face was serious as he stared into my eyes. Maybe he’d been taking acting classes. Maybe he was trying out some new acting techniques on me, trying to see how gullible I was before we started our trip.

I forced a laugh. “Alright, man. It’s a good disguise. But what’s really been happening? What have you been up to for the past half-a-decade?”

He just stared at me. “I’m really not kidding, Dan. I transitioned. I actually thought you knew. Surely you’ve seen my Facebook page at least once in the last five years.”

My heart stuttered. “You deleted your Facebook page.”

“No I didn’t. I just changed my name from Max to Maxine. You can still call me Max though, if you want. Some of my friends call me Maxi but you don’t have to call me that. You seriously didn’t know about this?”

I felt a lump forming in my throat. Come to think of it, that is where I recognized her from: my Facebook feed. I’d seen pictures of her with her long hair. But she hardly looked like Max—you had to look so closely to see it in her eyes and in her bone structure. Not to mention, I had over a thousand Facebook friends and I hardly ever used the site—almost never after I started dating Jennie. She thought Facebook was bad. “It’s for cheaters,” she always said. “A glorified dating website.” So I only ever went on when I needed to remember the date of someone’s birthday.

So wait—it was true then? Max really was a woman now? Or I should say, a transgender—she wasn’t a woman per se, in the biological sense. She sure looked like a woman though. I mean—I had admired her when she first arrived at that gas station. But I hadn’t gotten a good close look. I was distracted by the long blonde hair and the perky bust and the long, smooth legs. It’s not like I was suddenly gay or anything, because I’d admired a transgender from afar for a couple of minutes. It was an honest mistake that anyone could have made.

“We should get going, though if we want to reach our first check point during golden hour,” she said as she brushed by me. She smelled like flowers and freshly baked cookies—like a woman. My heart stuttered again when she opened my back door and tossed her suitcase in.

What was I getting into? Was I really about to go on a ten day road trip with a transgender? Well, she was still my friend, right? She was still technically the same person I went to photography school with, who I spent almost every day with for three years. What difference did it make whether she dressed like a girl or a boy? “Come on,” she said. “What are you waiting for?”

I looked at her for a few seconds before I had to look away. She was my best friend, but I felt like I hardly knew her. I bit down on my tongue. Had we been taking her car, I would have gone home—I would have told her I wasn’t feeling well and that we should just reschedule. But now she was already in my car, and I couldn’t build up the nerve to kick her out. I guess I was going on a ten-day-long road trip with my trans friend.


CHAPTER IV

That first day on the road was quiet. I spent the first few hours trying to decide whether it was really true, or if I was falling for some big prank. It was at lunch when I realized Max really had transitioned. I came outside after paying the bill and I saw her as she was adjusting her top, before putting her coat back on. She had real cleavage—breasts that were attached to her body, which moved and jiggled like real breasts. And I don’t think Max was so committed to some prank that he was willing to pay for high-quality breast implants.

So I had to accept it—my old best friend was now a woman.

We didn’t say much to one another. Long periods of silence were broken up by short conversations about camera gear. “Have you seen the new Panasonic mirrorless cameras?” I would ask, and then she would give a short answer before returning to silence.

She had a map with all of the stopping points between Portland and Anchorage. We hit five of them that day, and we were only supposed to hit up three. But we weren’t spending nearly as long as planned at each destination. We thought we would take at least an hour at each. Instead, we were there and gone within fifteen minutes. Maybe we thought we would spend more time chatting and taking in the sights. Instead we were just looking for excuses to talk about anything else—anything but Max’s transition.

It was three in the afternoon when I drove by the motel that we planned on staying the night, just outside of Vancouver, British Columbia. But it was too early to stop. I didn’t want to be stuck in a motel with nothing to talk about for the next six hours while we waited to get sleepy.

And did we still plan on sharing a motel room? Was it proper to share a room, now that Max was a woman? If Max was a woman, did that mean she liked men? Was she attracted to me?

So we kept driving, past Whistler, past Pemberton. We stopped to take photos at a beautiful lake just north of Pemberton. Max came up to me and asked if she could borrow my Sigma lens for a shot she wanted to get. As I handed it to her, she said, “This is going to be a long trip if we don’t talk this out.”

“Talk what out?” I said, but I knew exactly what she was talking about.

“You don’t have a problem with me being a woman, do you?”

“No, of course not. You can do whatever you want.”

“Then why have you been so quiet?”

“I don’t know—you’ve been just as quiet,” I said.

“Only because you’re being so quiet.”

“Well I’ve just been quiet because you’ve been quiet,” I said.

“So let’s just stop being quiet then,” she said with a smile.

“Sure,” I said, but then we became quiet all over again. I didn’t know what to say. I’d already asked her what she’d been up to, she asked me about what I’d been up to. What else was there to talk about? I suppose there was a lot, but something about every topic just felt uncomfortable. Every time we started talking, I could only think about her transition—why she did it, whether she was happy like this, whether people really treated her like a woman—that sort of thing. But I didn’t want to ask any of those questions, worried they were off limits. So instead I just asked questions like, “What are you doing for work these days?” And then I would wonder whether her transgender status affects her work at all.

And I wondered other things, too—like whether she really had the full surgery. I could obviously see that she’d gotten breast implants, but was she taking the hormones, too? Did they snip off her cock?

And was this something she always wanted, even when we were best friends back in photography school? Why did she never tell me? Why did she keep it a secret for so long, and now she was just flaunting it like it meant nothing?

Despite our agreement to look past it and just act like everything was normal, we remained silent. I was already counting down the days until the end of the trip in my head. How many were left? Technically nine, but we were moving about forty-percent faster than anticipated, so maybe more like six or seven. I could endure six or seven days, right? Maybe we would get to Anchorage and feel satisfied, and then we could just drive straight home, taking turns—be back in a couple of days, instead of stopping along the way like planned.

We arrived at a little motel outside of Pemberton around nine. “I’ll get this one, you get the next one?” Max said before stepping out from the car.

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to ask her if she was going to rent us separate rooms. It would have been more expensive, but it would have made the trip more tolerable. While she was in the reception house, I tried to think of ways to get home early. Maybe I could fake a sickness in the morning. How good was my acting? I could say that I got it from that lunch we ate at that truck stop. Hell, my food was questionable enough—maybe I would get lucky and really wake up with food poisoning.

I could see her through the window, talking to the man behind the counter. She was leaning against the counter, standing on the tips of her toes, perking her butt out as if she was flirting with the guy, trying to get us a better deal. I could see that his cheeks were red, as if he was really falling for it. It made me feel a little bit better about swooning over her at the gas station.

I have to admit—not that I was staring—that she had a nice butt. If you took a photo of her from behind and showed it to one thousand people, not one of them would have known that she was really a man. I don’t know if that had anything to do with hormones or surgeries or what, but give credit where credit is due, as they say.

When she walked out of the reception area, she walked like model, one foot in front of the other, standing upright, her chest prominent and her butt perky. The motel owner ogled her with glowing eyes. She looked at me with a smile as she raised one hand—a single key dangling off of her finger. So I guess we were sharing a room.


CHAPTER V

My heart calmed down a little bit when I saw that we at least had separate beds. I took the bed closest to the window and Max took the one closest to the door. The room wasn’t much—your standard motel room with carpets from the 60s and wallpaper from the 70s—but it was what we expected.

I’d shared rooms with Max before, during college. He was evicted from his apartment during our second year, so he came and stayed with me for almost a month while he searched for a new place. We also went on a little trip with some other classmates to Cancun, where we split a room. It wasn’t weird then. Now, it was weird.

I wondered if we should put up some sort of privacy curtain. There was a folded up cot in one of the closets—we could have stood it upright between the beds so that it felt like we were in separate rooms. But if I went and put it up, would that be rude? If I asked Max if she wanted it up, would that be rude?

I kept my mouth shut, hoping she would make the suggestion, but I couldn’t see her making it. She seemed like she wanted everything to be normal, as if she was the same Max I knew back in photography school, but she wasn’t the same person. Now she had smooth skin and a bust and a pretty face… But did that make her a different person?

The room was quiet as we settled in. I lay on my bed and stared up at the ceiling. I wasn’t tired but I pretended to be, to avoid conversation. I still wasn’t sure how to talk to her, as silly as it sounds. So instead I stared at the yellowish stains on the drop ceiling and wondered where they came from.

“I think the heater is broken,” she said as she pressed buttons on the thermostat on the wall. “It’s cold in here, too.”

I could feel a light breeze tinge my skin. I looked over to see that the window was slightly opened. I got up and went over to close it, but it wouldn’t close. It was stuck open, jammed awkwardly, probably by some tyrant kid or belligerent drunk. “It’s not closing,” I said.

“Alright, I’m going to warm up in the shower,” she said, so she got up and went to the bathroom. I was just happy to get five minutes to myself. “Oh man, the door’s broken,” she said. “It won’t close.” Every time she closed it, it popped back open. The hinges were loose and nothing lined up. The room was practically falling apart. “You aren’t going to walk in on me, right?” she said with a little smile.

“Uh, no, do your thing,” I said, reclaiming my spot on my bed, staring back at that yellow-stained ceiling and counting down the minutes until the end of that increasingly dreadful trip.

Max was right. The room was cold. I thought about crawling under the covers, but it seemed too early. I didn’t want to be rude and have Max emerge from the shower to see me in bed. I didn’t want it to be totally obvious that I was hating every second of that trip that we’d been dreaming about for years.

There was a knock at the door. At first I thought Max had dropped something in the bathroom, but then I heard the knock again. I got up and went to check it out. The front door of the motel room was right next to the bathroom door, which was hung slightly ajar, steam lightly billowing out. I opened the door a crack and poked my head out.

It was the hotel owner. He had a big smile, but it disappeared as soon as he looked at me. Then, his brow lowered. “Oh, uh, hi,” he said. “Who are you?”

“My name’s Dan,” I said. “What’s up?”

“Are you, uh, Maxine’s husband?” he said.

“Just a friend.”

He stared at me for a second, his eyes narrowing further. “Wait a second. Maxine isn’t using the room for, uh, business, is she?”

I laughed and shook my head. “We’re driving up to Alaska together, to take photos. We used to be classmates.”

He looked strangely relieved. “Oh, okay. Well, uh, I was just seeing if she was in. I guess you can let her know I popped by. Tell her that I’m having a drink over in the reception area, if she, uh, wants to join.” His face was a shade of red, beads of sweat glimmering on his forehead.

I forced a smile and said, “I’ll let her know.” It wasn’t until he was walking away that I noticed he’d changed out from his t-shirt and he was now wearing a dress shirt that was a bit too small for his body—buttons ready to pop if he leaned back far enough. There was a strip of sweat down the centre of his back.

I closed the door, which made the bathroom door swing open slightly. I froze, my heart stuttering. I didn’t want Max to think that I was letting myself into the bathroom. I stood still for a moment until I could hear her humming gently. I looked over carefully to see her figure through the semi-sheer shower curtain.

She had a nice figure. Her tits were small but perky and her ass had a fantastic curve to it. I was actually quite surprised by how nice her body was, considering it belonged to a man just a few years before. Had he always had that kind of figure, or was that something he’d been working on? How can someone even work on something like that? There’s no surgery to create curves—though I suppose there are surgeries to enhance butts and breasts. But Max didn’t look like one of those surgery chicks. Her tits looked soft, with a nice bounce to them, unlike the bolt-ons you see in Miami.

She turned off the water, springing my heart back into action. I jogged carefully back over to my bed and I threw myself down. But I left that door hung slightly open—enough that I could see into the bathroom through the full-length mirror that hung across from the bathroom door.

I could see a sliver of her stepping out from the shower. I could see one of her soft, smooth legs. I could see one of her breasts. Her nipple was perky. As she stepped up to the bathroom mirror, I could see half of her face. I looked away—if I could see her face, she could see mine, if she looked in the right direction. But she wasn’t looking in the right direction—not yet, anyway.

Very carefully, without turning my head, I looked back at her. I was staring at the left half of her naked body. I could just make out her dark pubic hair, but I couldn’t make out what was beneath it. The mirror was too steamed up. But after squinting, and waiting to catch her at the right angle, I could see the smooth shaft of a long cock.

I watched her as she squirted some product into her hand and rubbed it into her hair. I watched her as she bent over slightly to inspect for blemishes on her face. And then I watched her as she squirted yet another product into her hand—this time rubbing it all over her skin. She lifted up her breasts to get underneath. She ran her hands down her arms, down her sides, down her abdomen, and then she ran one hand down and up her big cock. She made sure to get under her shaft and under her balls, until she was nicely lubricated.

And then she turned her head and looked towards me. I was slow to react. I turned my head back towards the ceiling. My heart was racing. Did she see me staring? Did I just make this whole trip even more uncomfortable? I didn’t have the nerve to look back.

It was a couple of minutes later when she emerged from the bathroom and said, “At least the water stays warm.”

“Maybe I’ll take a shower,” I said, forcing a smile. I looked at her for just a few seconds—to try and decide whether she caught me staring or not. It was impossible to tell. At least she didn’t seem too put off if she did catch me.

I went to take a shower of my own. I used the pile of my clothes to hold the door shut. And while I was in the shower, the image of her naked body came into my mind. And I gave into the strangest urge—to jerk off quickly to the thought of her rubbing lotion all over her soft skin. I came quickly, my heart racing the whole time. I don’t know where the urge came from, but I was glad that it was gone as soon as my warm load was swirling down the drain.


CHAPTER VI

The next day started off about as expected. We were still quiet when we woke up, still not chatting the way we used to. Man, I still remember our long conversations, back when we were in school. We would go out to pubs just to chat about life and ambitions and girls and the masters. We were at those pubs until the lights came on and the managers told us to scram. And sometimes we would go find somewhere else to continue talking. And sometimes we would just end up crashing at my place, just to get an extra twenty minutes of conversation in.

Now, I couldn’t think of a thing to say, except for, “Do you want to just grab some McDonalds breakfast on the way out of town?”

“Sure,” she said. “That sounds fine.”

Back when we were e-mailing and planning out the trip—back before I knew Max had become a woman—we’d planned to go out for breakfast, to make a point of trying out the best food the west coast small towns had to offer. But the idea of being stuck at a small two-person table for close to an hour wasn’t much different than the thought of torture. And I think she thought the same thing. So we went through the McDonalds drive-thru and ate while we drove to the next location, which was an hour and a half away—a lake known for its stunning views.

Not much was said during that hour and a half, which turned out to be more like an hour and ten minutes with my heavy foot and desire to be home sooner rather than later.

Though I must say, the lake was beautiful. The fog was still clinging to the nearby mountains, and there was a thin layer of mist floating on the lake. The sun was just teasing the lake when we got our cameras set up. I ended up taking some of the best photos I’ve ever taken in my life. In one shot, I managed to frame up the lake and the mountains, just as an eagle soared through my line of sight. Luckily, I had my shutter speed set to a quick setting, so I captured the eagle without any motion blurring. When I looked at the picture after snapping it, I noticed the eagle was holding a fish in his talons. I showed it to Max and her eyes lit up. “Jealous!” she said as she admired the photo.

I had a smile on my face for the rest of our stop at the lake.

I got one more picture at that lake—one that was arguably better than my shot of the eagle. It was one of the first shots I took, while we were setting up our equipment. I did a couple of test shots, to test out the exposure—just firing from my hip. But it wasn’t until we were packing up to leave that I noticed the shot.

It was of Max, sitting on a rock near the edge of the lake. The wind had picked up just as I snapped the shot, lifting up her hair and blowing the branches of a nearby tree. But she was so still and calm, despite the wind. And she looked so pleasant, so precious, so cute, and so harmless. Her feet were pointed cutely towards each other, and her knees were resting on her thighs. One perfect strand of hair was hanging in front of her face. She was beautiful in the shot—absolutely stunning.

She would have loved the shot, too, but I didn’t show it to her. I didn’t want her to think that I was snapping creepy photos of her. It wasn’t an intentional shot, anyway. But what was I going to do with it? It was one of the nicest shots I’d ever taken, but I couldn’t put it in my online portfolio without her finding out about it. So I guess it would just stay hidden on my computer. At least I got the shot of the eagle.

We continued our journey north, reaching William’s Lake by noon. I felt energized and happy. Maybe this trip wasn’t a wash after all. Maybe we really were going to get some amazing shots for our portfolios. We stopped for lunch at a little restaurant that put Canadian bacon on everything. The food was amazing. And it wasn’t until I had to get up to pay the bill that I realized we’d been chatting the whole time—from the moment we left that lake. It was the first moment that we’d been separated just briefly, since leaving the lake. And my abdomen was sore from laughing so much.

And while I was paying the bill, I looked out the window and saw Max standing by the car, getting a good stretch in before we continued on our journey. We still had a few more stops to make that day, and then we planned on stopping in Prince George.

She was cute when she was stretching, reaching her arms up, making her breasts perk up. When she stood up on her toes, her back curved like you would see in a pin-up magazine. I noticed a few of the guys around me sneaking a peek, watching the beauty run through her little stretch routine.

And as I stared, I forgot for a moment that I was staring at a biological man. Max wasn’t born a woman, and she hadn’t been a woman for long. I’d known her for half a decade as a man. I could still remember the three-month stretch that he tried to grow a beard. It was a patchy mess, but he just kept trying. I could remember the year that he went to the gym every day. During class he would drink a big bottle of protein powder mixed into milk. He cringed as he poured the mixture down his throat—it must have tasted so awful.

And she really was the same person still. We’d been chatting for the last two hours just like we would have five years before. She even cracked some of the same jokes. Nothing had changed, other than her appearance.

I hopped into the passenger seat. It was her turn to drive, while I offloaded my memory card onto my laptop. I watched as my pictures flicked by every two seconds, as each picture loaded onto my hard drive. My heart stopped for the two seconds that she was on my screen—that photo I took of her by the lake. She just had to look over to see it. Luckily she didn’t.

When we made our next stop, at a river stream that was partially frozen over, I decided to get a few more shots of Max. I felt creepy taking the photos, while she wasn’t looking. I even set my shutter to silent mode, so she wouldn’t hear the snap when I had the camera pointed towards her. I got shots of her crouched near the edge of the river. She was wearing a red coat that perfectly stood out on the snowy backdrop. The wind was just perfect, lifting up her scarf and her hair, making each shot the perfect mix of surreal and beautiful. I took many of the best shots of my life at that river—shots I would never be able to share with anyone, because they were all of my oblivious transgender friend. But my God, was she beautiful in each of those shots.

I found myself staring at them when Max was in the shower that night. There was one where she was looking over her shoulder at me with the cutest smile on her face. That shot made my heart melt, and it also made my spine tingle cold. I was swooning over Max—my old best friend, a person who was a man the last time I saw her…


CHAPTER VII

We’d already finished breakfast and were about two hours out of town when Max realized she’d forgotten her laptop at the motel. We pulled over and I was ready to turn around when she said, “Just hold on for one second.” She pulled out her cellphone and called the motel. It took a minute before anyone answered. “Could you go and check our room for a laptop?” she asked.

While she was on the phone, I stepped out of the car and snapped a few photos of the highway. We were out in the middle of nowhere. The trees were massive and incredible. The tiniest bit of wind made them sway in large motions, groaning as their thick trunks held their enormous weight. I got a few cool shots looking up at the trees as they swayed in different directions. I also got a nice shot of a little red bird, hopping from tree to tree. The bird reminded me of Max in her red coat, sitting by the water. I couldn’t wait to look that that shot again.

Max stepped out from the car. “They’re going to hold it at the front desk—we can pick it up on our way home,” she said. “You don’t mind if I offload my cards on your computer until then, do you?”

“Not at all,” I said.

So we carried on. It was another hour before we stopped to take more photos. The weather was starting to get cold—much colder than I was used to. I had a pair of fingerless gloves that I wore while taking photos, but they didn’t stop my fingertips from turning dark red and hurting with every little breeze.

Every stop we made, I snuck in a few shots of Max. I just couldn’t help it. She kept catching my eye, and she kept finding herself in the most aesthetically pleasing compositions. It also helped that she was beautiful.

I even put on a super-long lens to take a close-up shot of her as she snapped photos of the incredible snowy mountains that surrounded us. I got a perfect shot of her face, her eyes glowing as she smiled. I got one shot as a snowflake landed on her nose. My heart pounded mercilessly every time she looked in my direction. “Getting some good shots?” she asked.

I smiled. “Great shots,” I said.

With each stop, my photos became more and more about her, and less and less about the environments we were there to shoot. But the photos were better—they were more unique, more valuable, more worthy of being in galleries. Those shots would have made my mentors proud. By the end of that day, I could have filled a whole gallery full of candid shots of Max looking beautiful. I ended up filling up all three of my cards. I had to go in and delete flubbed shots so I could get more before having to offload.

While she was driving, I did my offload. I carefully turned the screen away from her and dimmed the brightness to its lowest setting. I even closed the screen to a near-shut position while the photos started to display on the screen. “Aren’t those mountains amazing?” I would say, pointing at the scenery whenever a particularly damning shot was on the screen. She was pretty when she leaned over the steering wheel to admire the mountains.

The smell of her perfume was starting to drive me nuts. I loved that smell—I loved it too much. I just wanted to cuddle up next to her and squeeze her and take in that glorious smell all day long. Was I losing my mind? Was I falling for my trans friend?

I think that was obvious at this point—I was definitely falling for her. The question was, was it real? Or was I just rebounding? I hadn’t been with a woman since Jennie left me. I hadn’t even talked to a woman since she left. Maybe my brain was just desperate to latch on to something new, to forget about the something old. And it was working. It had been days since I last thought about Jennie. And now that I was thinking about her while sitting in the passenger seat of the car we bought together, I couldn’t even bring myself to care that she was gone.

Instead of imagining the times we spent together, I found myself fantasizing about Max. I pictured us sitting at home together, watching a movie, snuggled up on the couch, my arm around her. I could imagine how soft her skin was as she lets me gently push the strap of her tank top over her shoulder. That tantalizing smell of her perfume wafts up my nostrils. When we kiss, her lips are amazingly soft. Her tongue slips between my lips and her hands start exploring my body. She lets me slip my hands up her shirt, to feel her breasts—

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking over at me. I looked over at her. I’d zoned out. I’d let myself get lost in my imagination. I looked at my computer screen, which was still downloading my pictures. On the screen was a shot of her—a close up of her face. I closed the screen quickly, before she noticed.

“I’m fine. Just tired. I don’t think I slept much last night,” I said, my heart stuttering. It was a close call. I looked at her and forced a smile, and then I found myself getting lost in her shining eyes. Those were the same eyes she had back when we were in school, back when she was a man. So why were they suddenly so alluring now? What was different? Did the dark eyeliner around them really make that much of a difference?

I took a deep breath and recomposed myself. We still had a long trip ahead of us—still lots of time to come to my senses.


CHAPTER VIII

I got to take the first shower that night, in our motel on the border of British Columbia and the Yukon. The motel wasn’t much better than the ones before it, but at least the heater worked properly and the doors all closed, as doors should. There were questionable stains on the carpets though, which I made a point of walking around. They’d probably been there since the 60s.

I took an extra long shower, letting the hot water fall on my face. And during that time, I tried to clear my mind. I tried to talk some sense into myself. Every time the image of Max appeared in my head, I pushed it out. She was just a friend, nothing more. I couldn’t let her become anything more. It just seemed wrong.

But my brain desperately wanted to think about her. Before getting into the shower, I saw into her suitcase, which was propped open against the wall. There was a pair of red lacy panties in that suitcase, and now, I just wanted to picture her in those panties. But I stopped those images by thinking about Jennie, about my dog, about anything I could possibly fill my mind with that wasn’t Max.

At one point I caught myself reaching down and stroking my shaft. I got myself hard after just a moment of weakness. It’s a lot of work, trying not to think about something. But I managed to get through that shower without too many impure thoughts, and I even managed to convince myself that I needed to smarten the hell up and realize that Max was off limits for too many reasons.

When I emerged from the bathroom, I saw her sitting on the edge of my bed, on my laptop. She was slow to look up at me. Her cheeks were rosy. I knew right away that she’d seen the pictures I’d taken. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“You said I could use your computer to offload my camera,” she said with a sheepish voice. “When were you taking these photos?”

My heart stammered. I didn’t have an answer. I tried so hard to think of an excuse, but nothing came to mind. “I’m sorry,” I managed to say. “I was just shooting whatever, and you were there.”

“But… they’re all of me. You didn’t even get any pictures of the Harrison River. We were there for forty-five minutes.”

I shrugged my shoulders as my heart plunged into my gut. I was caught, humiliated. “I didn’t feel like taking photos of the river,” I said.

“What? Why not? That’s the whole reason we came on this trip—to shoot the scenery.” She stared at me with a look that could have been shock or it could have been betrayal.

A cold chill ran up my spine. “Those shots were just better,” I said. “I saw a better shot and I took it.”

“Yeah, and you took it over and over and over. Why?” Her face was pale. She almost looked afraid, as if I was some sort of stalker or serial killer. And I didn’t blame her. There must have been two hundred shots of her on my computer, including close-ups of her face.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I didn’t ask if you were sorry. I asked why you took these photos,” she said, still staring at me.

I could think of no answer except for the truth. “Because you’re beautiful, and it seemed like a shame not to take the photo. Isn’t that what all of our instructors told us in school? To take advantage of every photo opportunity? That’s what I did. What’s the big deal?”

She sat there silently, staring at me, letting the humiliation burn deep in my bones. Was this the end of the trip? Was I going to have to pay for her to get on a plane home while I drove my car back in complete silence, stooping in my own embarrassment. Why did I even take those photos? What did I plan on doing with them? I really was just a giant creep…

“You think I’m beautiful?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged. “Yeah,” I said.

She cracked a smile. I have to admit, the smile was relieving. At least if she was smiling, it meant she didn’t want me dead. I couldn’t help but smile myself. There was something relieving about getting the truth out into the open—and maybe the real relief was in admitting it to myself. Max was beautiful—so what? So what if she was born a man. It was just a fact that she was beautiful. She had a perfect body, a stunning face, amazing eyes, and she was fun to be around. What difference did it make what she was hiding in her red lacy panties?

“This is probably the best picture anyone’s ever taken of me,” she said, motioning to the computer screen.

I walked up next to her and took a seat on the edge of the bed, to see the shot. It was the one where the snowflake was landing on her nose. “Yeah,” I said. “That shot is one-in-a-million.”

“You really did make me look pretty. What f-stop are you shooting at here?”

“2.8,” I said. “But you’re pretty in every shot. You could be a model, to be honest.” As I looked over at her, she kissed me. Our lips locked suddenly, and I found myself kissing back before my brain even registered what was happening. I was kissing Max—I was kissing my best friend who happened to be born a man, but I didn’t care. I slipped my hands around her and pulled her in close. She was warm, and her body was just as soft as I’d imagined.

I had to wonder for a moment if this was just another daydream I’d slipped into, if we still were just bumping down the road on our way to Alaska. But it was real. I really had Max in my arms, her lips pressed against mine, our noses snuggled together.

Carefully, I laid her down and slipped myself on top of her. Her knees rose us to enclose my body. I ran my hand up and down her thigh. I could feel her bulge against my abdomen. Then I leaned back and I looked at her. “What is it?” she asked, looking up at me, bands of red on her cheekbones.

“I just wish I had my camera right now,” I said.

“Go get it,” she said.

I hesitated, trying to figure out if she was being serious. Then, I sprung to action, bolting across the room and snatching my camera rig. I got my zoom lens on as quickly as I could and I plucked in the first battery I could get my hands on. Then, I was back on the bed. She hadn’t moved. I pointed the camera down and snapped a few photos, as her cheeks became redder and redder. “God, you’re beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said.

I snapped a few more and then I looked at her. “Take off your shirt,” I said.

She bit the corner of her bottom lip before looking down and grabbing the base of her shirt. She was slow to lift it up, giving me lots of time to frame her up to snap another bundle of photos. She pulled she shirt over her head, revealing her small, perky breasts. I reached down with one hand and squeezed one. She put her hand over mine, pressing it firmly. “Tell me what shots you want,” she said softly.

“I want one of you holding your breasts,” I said. My hands were shaking slightly, but not enough to ruin any shots.

She cupped her breasts, her nipples pressing between her fingers. I snapped a few shots. “Squeeze them,” I said, and she followed the command. I got a nice close-up of her biting her lip. She was so adorable when she bit her lip like that.

“Now reach under your panties and feel yourself,” I said. I leaned back, giving her room. I aimed my camera down and snapped photos as she pressed her hand down her pants and began to rub her cock. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“Good,” she said, her cheeks redder than ever. “How are the photos?”

“So good,” I said.

I let the camera rest on my chest while I reached down and unzipped her fly. She rose her hips off the bed so I could tug down her pants and her panties, revealing her long, hard cock. It was throbbing, her foreskin pulled back to expose her thick red tip. I carefully slipped my fingers around it and stroked it. It was so warm and so hard. I rubbed the tip of my thumb against the bottom of her throbbing tip. “You like it?” she asked.

I just nodded. There was a lump in my throat preventing me from speaking. I had to clear my throat to give my next command. “Now stroke yourself,” I said.

I slid back and started snapping more photos of my beautiful trans friend as she jerked herself off on that motel bed. My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Just two days before I was completely repulsed by the idea of her, and now I was obsessed with her. Now, I couldn’t imagine myself anywhere else. The thought of being with anyone but her made my heart ache. I needed to be with her. I needed to be with her perky tits and her rock-hard cock.

I got some amazing photos—photos that I would secretly admire for the rest of my life. Once I was satisfied with my shots, I put the camera aside and I sunk down to suck her beautiful rod. I ran my tongue up and down her throbbing length, slid my lips around her impressive girth. She moaned gently, biting her bottom lip again as she exhaled an elated breath. She loved it. I loved it.

I got her rod so hard and so wet; she was on the verge of bursting in my mouth. At one point, I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my tongue.

And then I did something strange, following an urge that seemed to come out of nowhere. I stood up and I took off my pants, revealing my own throbbing erection (which wasn’t nearly as big as hers). Then, I lowered myself down, grabbing her cock and standing it up while I lined it up with my butthole. “It’s my first time, so be gentle,” I said with a smile.

She smiled back. “No promises,” she said with a cute laugh.

I sunk down, letting her cock penetrate my asshole. She sunk in deep, until my butt was pressed against her thighs. I swear I could feel her tip throbbing up in my stomach. I liked it. I started bouncing, feeling every inch of her veiny member. I especially loved when her throbbing tip was teasing my rim, stretching me wide. When I sunk down low, her cock pressed against something inside of me that made my body tremble. It became more and more intense until I was eventually moaning aloud like a crazy person. I had to lean forward and plant my hands on her chest so I wouldn’t convulse and fall off of her. But I kept slamming my butt down repeatedly, taking all of her cock deep in my body.

“Oh shit, that feels good,” she said between deep breaths. I was puckering my tight hole along her shaft. I felt like I was on another planet, in another dimension, completely lost in ecstasy.

She reached out and grabbed my hips, holding me in place. Then, she started to thrust herself quickly upwards, pounding my little ass hard, filling me deep. My moaning became louder and louder until I heard her say, “Oh my God!” I looked down at her chest and saw that I was coming on her. My cock was spraying shot after shot of hot cum, onto her tits and abdomen.

“I’m sorry,” I said between moans.

“I like it,” she said with a big grin.

She pounded my ass harder and harder, holding me tighter and tighter like I was just a life-sized fuck toy, and I basically was. She was groaning through clenched teeth. “I’m coming,” she said, and then a second later I felt it: her hot cum filling me deep. It was a feeling unlike any other, but better than anything I’d ever imagined. My trans friend was coming in my asshole and I loved it.

We were two days ahead of schedule with our trip, but we ended up finishing two days later than anticipated. After that night, there were more stops—some for snapping pictures, and some for other ‘recreational activities’. It turns out, getting fucked by a frozen waterfall is quite the experience, and fucking a beautiful woman next to a beautiful lake is also something you don’t forget.

Half of my computer’s hard drive became folders full of pictures that we could never share with anyone but ourselves. The other half was good, too, don’t get me wrong. But I had a feeling it was the sexy pictures that I would find myself coming back to time and time again.

We spent two days in Anchorage. There was so much to photograph. We found a little photography store and rented a special camera that did low-light pictures, and then we spent a night outside of town, taking amazing shots of the Northern Lights.

It turned out to be the most memorable two weeks of my life.

And it wasn’t until we were back in Portland that I realized I hadn’t thought about Jennie in over a week. She seemed like such a distant memory. And I couldn’t have cared less that she was gone. I missed my dog, though.

I dropped Max off at that gas station, where she’d left her little Lexus. “I had fun,” I said. “We should do something like this again.”

“Maybe another big trip next year,” she said with her cute smile.

“I’d like that,” I said. But the thought of going a whole year without seeing her hurt my heart. I needed to see her sooner—I needed to see her every day. “So you’re going to drive home then? Back to San Francisco?”

“I guess so,” she said.

We stared at one another in silence as traffic roared by on the freeway. “I mean—you don’t have to go,” I said. “You can stay here with me, if you want.”

She smiled, biting her bottom lip. “Really?” she said. “What about my stuff?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “We can do a little road trip to get it—maybe this weekend,” I said. “And we can stop to take photos along the way.”

She laughed. “That sounds like fun. Let’s do it.” So the only time we spent apart was during the thirty-minute drive from the gas station back to my house—and even that was too much.

THE END
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