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DEEP & WET

Ryan had a rough week: his fiancée left him, his boss fired him, and he found himself living in his brother’s basement. His brother needs him out by the end of the month, so he doesn’t have long to figure his life out. He doesn’t know where to start, so he decides to go out into the wilderness to go on a ‘spirit journey’, something he read about online: three days on a canoe with the same psychedelic substance the natives use when they make the same trip.

And it’s not long before his journey goes horribly wrong. The drug he was given doesn’t work. A flash storm in the middle of the night takes his canoe away from him. But my some miracle, he finds a girl out on a canoe trip of her own. And she’s willing to let him tag along if he agrees to do everything she says, even though she’s got a big secret between her thighs.


CHAPTER I

Looking back on it, the trip was probably a stupid idea. I’d hardly ever been camping in my life, and the longest hike I’d ever been on was around an inner-city park on a summer’s afternoon—and to be honest, it was more of a dog park than anything. I don’t know why I thought I could graduate from an inner-city dog park hike to a three-day canoe trip in the wilderness. But I suppose I didn’t have anything to lose at the time.

And even still, it wouldn’t have been such a stupid idea had it not been for fact I planned on doing drugs while on the water—with no civilization for one-hundred miles in any direction: no hospitals, no ambulances, no roads, no cell service.

But like I said, I had nothing to lose. If I ended up flipping my canoe into some rapids and drowning—so be it. If I ended up overdosing—so be it. Though I don’t think it’s possible to overdose on psychedelics. I could be wrong about that though, so don’t take my word for it.

I think I knew it was a stupid idea from the moment I parked my car on the side of that old logging road, and I looked down into that mountain valley where that sacred native river started. It was the same river the natives used for their spirit journeys. They would send their kids to raft down the river once they reached a certain age. I guess it was like a coming of age ritual. But legend had it, the three-day river journey would tell the children what they were supposed to do with their lives. And that’s exactly what I needed: to know what to do with my life.

It took almost two whole hours to drag that canoe down to that river. It was a steep slope, with no path. I wished I had rented a smaller canoe. It only had to carry me and my hiking bag—so I’m not sure why I rented the three-man unit. I guess I thought it would be more comfortable… who knows?

I had to take a quick break once I reached the water. My arms were already sore from tugging the boat, and I still had eight hours ahead of me on the water.

I had a map—it was given to me by one of the local natives. I had to beg him for it. I had to beg him just to admit that he had it. I only knew that he did because I read about him and that journey on an Internet forum. I ended up having to pay him fifty dollars for the lousy photocopy, and he made me promise not to tell anyone that he told me anything about it—I guess he thought I was a liability, and he wasn’t wrong.

There were two campsites marked out on the map. I was worried that I would float past them without noticing, but he told me that would be unlikely. “You’ll see the markers,” he told me. So I trusted him. “You know what to do when you hit rapids, right?” he asked me.

“Yeah, totally,” I said, lying. I’d never been in a canoe before—or any boat that wasn’t my uncle’s speedboat for that matter. I’d watched a few YouTube videos though, and it looked pretty straightforward. Plus the forum I read said that the rapids were fairly tame. The poster on the forum seemed to think that the journey was a breeze, and anyone and their grandma could do it. But I realized that wasn’t the case as soon as I found myself down at the river, looking back up the hill towards my car. It was already out of sight. I could have screamed as loud as I possibly could, and no one would have heard me.

I was in the wilderness—quite literally. I could feel the gazes of animals watching me from the nearby treeline. The water was moving a hell of a lot faster than it looked from three miles away. What if I couldn’t operate a canoe? It’s not like I could drag the thing back up to my car—three miles up that mountainous slope. After three days on the river, I was supposed to hit a road. And from that road I was supposed to hitchhike back to my car. But once I was ten minutes down that river, I would have no idea where any roads were.

I’d made a big, dumb mistake.

But I had nothing to lose.

So I put the boat on the water and I carefully climbed in. It rocked and I grabbed the edges of the boat quickly. My body tensed up. I was shaking—and my shaking was making the boat shake. I carefully reached for my ore. I only brought the one—what if I dropped it into the water? Or what if it broke? Why did I not plan for any emergencies?

I pushed the ore into the riverbank and the current took my canoe away. And I panicked again. I was moving, picking up speed, and I hadn’t even paddled yet. I looked back towards my car. What the hell was I doing? Why was I in the middle of nowhere on a canoe? A week before, I was in a nice apartment with my fiancée and our big dreams for the future. But that apartment wasn’t mine anymore, and neither was that fiancée. The job that I thought was my dream job wasn’t mine anymore. I owned nothing. I just had that hiking bag and the few outfits that were stuffed inside of it.

Hell, I’m surprised she let me keep the hiking bag. She took everything else. I let her take everything else. I figured that would be easier than trying to fight her. I tried fighting her for the television, but the argument just wore me thin. Besides, what was I going to do with a television? I was practically homeless. My brother was letting me crash on a cot in his basement. He told me I had to be out by the end of the month, because he was going to start renting his basement out for some extra cash. I didn’t have the money to rent it.

I only had enough money to rent a canoe for a week—with a little bit leftover to buy some psychedelic drug that would supposedly change my life.


CHAPTER II

After ten chaotic minutes of nearly flipping the canoe while wishing I would have been in the warmth of my brother’s basement, I figured myself out. I managed to get my boat straight by using the ore as a rudder. And then I was able to figure out how to paddle without making the canoe veer off to the riverbed. It turns out it is fairly straightforward, like the poster on the Internet forum said—but I probably still should have taken some lessons first, or at least taken the canoe out on a duck pond before braving a sacred native river in the middle of nowhere.

It was another ten minutes before I felt comfortable enough to peel my eyes off of the river and look around at the wilderness I’d found myself in. It was quite beautiful. The mountains looked so terrifying and majestic from down in that river valley. The trees were massive, probably hundreds of years old. I came around a bend and found myself between two rock faces. I’d never felt so small and insignificant in my life.

After another ten minutes, all of my regret was gone. The sun was warm and the water wasn’t moving nearly as fast as my anxiety-ridden brain thought it was. It was calm and peaceful. I was happy I made the trip out. Though I was still nervous about the strange substance that was awaiting me in my hiking bag.

It was a clear liquid—it looked and smelled just like tap water, and I wasn’t entirely convinced he didn’t just sell me a bottle of tap water. But it was supposedly the same substance the natives took—the same substance that gave them the visions that would guide them into their futures. The man on the Internet forum claimed that the drug made him realize he was meant to be a schoolteacher. Another poster who tried the journey said that they realized they were meant to pursue their childhood dream of being an architect.

After Kayla kicked me out, I had no idea who I was supposed to be or what I was supposed to do. I’d recently been promoted to assistant manager with a company that sold custom mattresses to athletes and people with special injuries. That promotion was cancelled as soon as my boss—who was also Kayla’s brother—found out that Kayla kicked me out. It didn’t help that Kayla told him that I cheated on her with a man, which wasn’t true at all.

I fell from grace and I fell hard. I lost the job I’d been working for six years. And I realized I had no skills or education. My only experience was in sales and I didn’t even have a reference to put on my resume. But I didn’t want to be a salesman. I only put up with my job at the mattress company because I thought it made Kayla happy: steady income and stability, every girl’s dream. Now it felt like I’d wasted the prime of my life selling mattresses to people who could have gone a block down for something better and cheaper.

The sun was directly overhead. I’d been on the water for four hours already. I looked back for the first time since getting on the water. I had no idea how many miles I’d already travelled. I couldn’t even recognize the mountain I’d parked next to. For a moment, my heart filled with terror. I was really out in the middle of nowhere. If something terrible happened, I wouldn’t even know which direction to run to find a road. The curving river had me all turned around. I didn’t even know where I was on my map.

I just had to trust that stranger on the Internet forum who said, “After three days you will hit a trucking road. It shouldn’t be too hard to get picked up.” It could have easily been some Internet troll screwing with people, sending them out into the middle of nowhere, far away from any roads.

But I had nothing to lose.

I learned that it was okay to let my canoe drift horizontally while I rested. My canoe was still moving at a pretty good clip when I wasn’t rowing. So I took a twenty minutes breather while I drank some water and ate a protein bar. I looked around and admired nature. I saw what I think was an elk drinking from the river. He looked up at me as I passed him. He didn’t flinch, even when I was just five feet away. I could have reached out and given him a pat on the head, but I didn’t. Do elk bite? I didn’t want to find out.

Further down the river I passed a couple of swimming moose. I’d never seen a moose outside of a zoo before—so that’s was pretty cool. Though I couldn’t help but wonder if I would come across a bear on my journey. I know for a fact that bears bite.

The sun was just teasing the tops of the trees when I reached my first campsite. My native guide (if you can really call him that) was correct—it was an easy campsite to spot. It was a nice little clearing on the side of the river and there were native masks nailed to the trunks of the surrounding trees. I looked at my map and couldn’t believe that I was about a third of the way down that winding river. I set up my tent and started the long process of trying to build a fire. It wouldn’t have been such a long process had I ever built a fire before in my life. I had a little saw and a little axe with me, so I could collect firewood from nearby fallen logs. But I didn’t bring any kindling. It took a good hour, but I eventually got it going.

I ate one of my pre-packed sandwiches, drank a whole bottle of water, and then I found myself with that bottle of the mystery drug in my hand. It was time to drink it—time for my life to change. I took a deep breath and I slowly twisted off the cap. I sniffed it. It had no smell. I took another deep breath. I was told to drink the whole thing at once. I took a small sip, to make sure it wasn’t vile. It tasted like nothing. So I downed the whole bottle.

My heart was racing. I had no idea if I’d just consumed something safe. I didn’t even stop to think I could be allergic to it. I was told it could take an hour or more to work, so for the next hour, I was tense. Time ticked by slowly. I stared at the fire and waited for the psychedelic effects to kick in.

But they didn’t kick in. Nothing happened. Four hours passed and nothing was different. I’d been given a bottle of water. I’d been ripped off. Somewhere, some native guy was laughing his ass off with my fifty dollars in his pocket.

I stared up at the stars. I’d never seen so many stars in my life. But I wasn’t able to enjoy the incredible sight knowing that my trip was wasted—my time and money were thrown out the window. Now I would only have a couple of week to figure out what the hell I was going to do with my life: where I would live, what I would do for work… Maybe I should have just stayed in my brother’s basement, looking through job listings. I could have gotten a head start on my career at McDonalds. Maybe one day I could be a manager. Maybe they would give me a staff discount. Hell, I hear McDonalds gives their employees pretty good benefits. At least they have that going for them…


CHAPTER III

It was a stormy night. When I’d gone to sleep, the sky was clear, but everyone knows that the weather can change on a dime in the mountains. The walls of my tent nearly buckled under the pressure of the heavy rain. It was like my tent was being rolled through a car wash. I could hear branched snapping off of nearby trees, falling into the river. It sounded like there were waves crashing against the river shore. Water was starting to pool up next to my tent. Thanks to some miracle, I stayed dry. But I didn’t dare open any of the flaps to look out.

I did my best to sleep through the torrent, but it was difficult. Every time a heavy branch splashed into the water, my heart skipped a beat. How long before one of those heavy branches falls onto my tent and breaks all of the bones in my body?

My tent wasn’t crushed by any branches, but it was pelted by pinecones. And in case that wasn’t enough noise, I’m pretty sure there was a wild turkey flapping its wings just a few yards away from my campsite.

Somehow I fell asleep. When I woke up, nature was completely quiet save for the residual raindrops dripping off of the tall trees. I emerged slowly from my tent. My original plan was to make a pot of coffee on a fire, but I couldn’t find any wood that was nearly dry enough to start a fire, so I went coffee-free that morning. Instead, I just sat and looked out at the river and enjoyed the warm morning sun.

It took a few minutes before I noticed my canoe was missing. I could see the indent where I’d left it—on the edge of the riverbed. The wind must have rocked it back into the water, and the river must have taken it away.

My body became tense and a giant lump formed in my throat. My canoe was gone and I was many days of hiking away from that supposed road. Did I even have many days worth of food? “No, no, no,” I said as I ran down the riverbank, hoping to spot my canoe—maybe it didn’t get too far. Maybe it only floated around the bend before beaching itself. But it wasn’t there. It really was gone. “Fucking hell!” I screamed.

I’d never felt a stronger sense of regret in my life. I’d been telling myself the whole trip: I’ve got nothing to lose. But was that really true? Now that there was a good chance I was going to lose my life, did I really think I had nothing to lose?

I wasn’t ready to give up hope. I quickly packed up my things and I started running along the river. The bushes and trees became too thick to run through, so I had to venture further out from the river, but I never ventured out of earshot of the babbling water.

I ran as fast as I could. I knew I could run faster than the river—so in theory, if I ran for long enough, I would eventually catch up to the canoe, right? But what if it had been floating for the last six hours? I couldn’t catch a canoe that had been floating rogue for six hours. But I had to try.

I ran out of gas after forty minutes. I fell to my knees and wheezed as I caught my breath. I was at a long stretch of river—probably a whole mile long before it bent right. There was no canoe on that stretch, and I couldn’t sprint for another two miles hoping that the canoe would be on the next stretch.

I looked around, wondering which direction was the road. I thought about taking my chances and venturing into the woods, hoping to eventually hit a road. But there was a chance I would just venture further into nothingness: deeper into the dark, overgrown woods to eventually be eaten by wolves or bears… or elk, as far as I knew.

My best bet was to stick to the river. At least I knew that river eventually hit a road (at least I assumed it did). So I started hiking. I tried not to panic. I managed to make a third of the one hundred mile journey during my first day. So I only had about seventy miles… Seventy miles of hiking through a dense forest, with a dozen protein bars and a few sandwiches.

But there was nothing I could do, except walk one mile at a time.

I walked for four hours without stopping. And by the end of those four hours, I was still at the base of the same mountain I started my day on. Dread was starting to take over, no matter how hard I tried to push it away.

I pushed the tears away from my eyes. My month from hell had managed to get worse: now I wasn’t just single and homeless and unemployed; I was also trapped in the middle of nowhere with no survival training. I was already running out of energy and I don’t even think I’d made it ten miles yet. Trudging through bushes and over fallen logs isn’t as easy as a jaunt on a nice walking path.

And then I saw my canoe—at least I was pretty sure I saw it, beached on the riverbank, near a little low-lying clearing. It was far away—about a mile—but I knew I wasn’t just a rock or a canoe-shaped bush. It was definitely a canoe! I was saved. I started trudging towards it. It was on the other side of the river, so I found the thinnest strip of water and I took off my clothes and stuffed them into my bag. I swam with my bag over my head. It wasn’t easy, seeing as the water was as cold as arctic ice, but it was better than having to walk through the woods for the next week. I had a towel in my bag (at least I was smart enough to pack a towel), which I used to try myself off.

I started running towards my canoe, worried the current would take it at any moment and it would continue down the river. When I was fifty yards away, I couldn’t help but notice the red stripe along the rim of the canoe. Did mine have a red stripe on it? It also looked smaller than the one I’d spent the whole previous day on. It wasn’t my canoe.

About fifty feet from the canoe was a hammock, tied between two trees. It was empty—possibly abandoned, though it looked too clean to have been abandoned for too long. “Hello?” I called out, but I received no response. So I started towards the canoe. I checked it for damage and then I flipped it over. I looked back towards that empty hammock. There was a little fire pit with charred logs inside of it. I couldn’t tell if they looked fresh or old.

So I called out again. “Anyone here? Hello?”

And there was no answer. So I started pushing that canoe into the water. And then I saw her, laying on a towel further up that little beach. She was naked save for her little panties. She had fallen asleep sun tanning. I don’t know how I didn’t notice her there before, because her perfect body was anything but avoidable. Her breasts sat perfectly on her chest. She looked peaceful. And suddenly I had no idea what to do.


CHAPTER IV

I couldn’t just take her boat and leave her stranded. But I couldn’t wake her up and embarrass the hell out of her. So I carefully flipped her canoe back over and I crept back down the riverbank. Once I was out of sight, I started calling out, “Hello! Is anyone here?” I peeked around a tree to see if I’d woken her up. But she was still sleeping in the warm sun. So I called out again. “Hello? Anybody?”

It was starting to look like I would have to wake her up and hope that she doesn’t think that I’m some massive pervert. So I started to walk towards her, trying to come up with my speech in my mind. But before I reached her, she sat up. And she looked right at me. My first instinct was to freeze, like a deer facing a hunter.

But she didn’t look put off at all. She wasn’t even startled. And she didn’t even cover her breasts. “Hey there,” she said. “Looking for something?”

Had she reacted normally, by covering her breasts and screaming for help, I probably would have felt more comfortable. But she seemed completely fine with me seeing her naked. “Uh, you know you’re topless, right?” I said.

She looked down at her chest and then back up at me. “I know,” she said. She laughed. She had a cute laugh. Did she live out here? Was she some free-spirited hippy? “What do you need?”

I tried my best to keep my gaze either on her face or out at the river—anywhere but her perfect body. “I, uh, lost my canoe in the storm last night. I was wondering if you know how to get to the road from here.”

“It’s about two days south down the river by boat. Walking? At least a week.” She was smiling, still not covering her perky bust.

“What about east or west? Any roads within hiking distance?”

“You know as much as I do,” she said with a big grin.

I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t just take her canoe—she obviously needed it, seeing as she didn’t know where the roads were. But I couldn’t just hike for the next week through thick woods. So what were my other options? “Are you heading down that way? Is there any way I could catch—you know—a ride, or whatever?” I caught myself looking down at her body. Her skin was so soft and smooth. Her curves were so cute and perfect. What was such a pretty little lass doing way out in the middle of nowhere? Was she on a spirit journey as well?

Maybe she was on the drugs that I was supposed to be on—had I not been ripped off. Maybe that’s why she was so fine with me seeing her naked.

She laughed. “You want to float with me?” she asked.

“Well, I wouldn’t normally ask, but I’m not entirely sure what to do, with my boat missing and all.”

She stared at me with that big, cute smile. She laughed again. “What brings you way out here anyway?” she asked.

“It’s a long story,” I said. “And it was probably a big mistake. Not probably. It was definitely a big mistake.”

She looked around. “How can you possibly think that this is a big mistake?” she asked.

“Well, for one, I had never been on a canoe before. Apparently I don’t even know how to properly keep a canoe from floating away.”

“Okay, well I’ll tell you what. You can ride with me under a few conditions: we float when I want to float, we stop when I want to stop.”

“That’s fair. It’s your boat. But do you think we’ll be back at the road in the next couple of days? I didn’t bring much food with me.”

She laughed. “You’re in nature. You’re surrounded by food. Those berries behind you right now—you can eat those, you know. They’re good too. Try them.”

I turned around. There was a berry bush covered in black berries. I tried one. It was sweet—almost too sweet. “Okay,” I said. “But I’ve got things to do back home, too.”

“We’ll get you home before you need to be home. Don’t worry about that. The other rule is that we have sex whenever I want.” She fell onto her back and started laughing.

My heart skipped a beat. She was just kidding… right? She didn’t actually want to have sex with me: a stranger in the middle of nowhere. Surely she was just kidding, or maybe it was the drugs talking. “Excuse me?” I said.

“You heard me. We will have judgement-free sex whenever I want. What? It’s not that big of a deal, is it? Surely you’ve had sex before.”

“I’ve had sex. Just not, you know, with a stranger,” I said.

“Okay, well in that case, my name is Petra. What’s your name?”

“Ryan,” I said.

“Okay Ryan. That’s the deal: you get a ride back to the road as long as you’re willing to stop where I want to stop, for as long as I want to stop, and you have to put out whenever I want you to put out.”

I laughed, suddenly feeling pranked. Was this whole thing a setup? Did that native guy plan this whole thing for a laugh? Why would he go to the trouble? And where did he find this girl willing to show her tits without a care in the world? And how could he have made sure my canoe floated away on me. This was no prank—this chick was real, and she was apparently really horny. “Um, okay, I guess I can agree to that. Are you on birth control? Because I don’t have any condoms… And you’re clean, right?”

She fell back in laughter again. “You don’t have to worry about any of that, Ryan. Just try to relax.” She sat back up and she looked into my eyes. Her eyes were striking: glowing and vibrant. She really was beautiful. It seemed too good to be true: a gorgeous young woman wanting to have sex for no reason whatsoever. Maybe she was a siren, like in the old Greek myths. Maybe it was a trap and she was actually some sort of demon… But none of that stuff actually exists, does it? Surely she was really just a horny babe out on a solo camping trip, high on drugs. “Just so I know you’re serious, why don’t you come and we’ll get one out of the way right now?” she asked.

My heart stuttered.


CHAPTER V

I looked around, making sure there were no men hiding in bushes with spears. It really seemed like a trap. I was an oblivious coyote and she was a piece of fresh meat hanging from a tree. But I went over to her anyway. “You’re really serious about this?” I asked.

She took my hands. She brought them to her breasts and pressed them firmly. Her breasts were soft and warm. I squeezed. She smiled. “I’m serious—why do you think it’s so weird?” she asked.

“Because I don’t know you, and you don’t know me,” I said. I could feel my cheeks turning red.

“So what? Who really knows anyone? Tell me what you do know about me,” she said.

“Well, you’re, uh, pretty. And apparently you’re horny.” I laughed. “And I guess you’re free-spirited… Easy going. What else?”

She smiled. “And the other girls you’ve slept with before—did you know that much about them?” She made a surprisingly good point. I thought I knew everything about Kayla—we were together for six years. But near the end of our relationship, I started to realize I knew nothing about her. Everything was phony. She hated the clothes that she wore. She hated the bars that she insisted on going to every Friday night. She didn’t even like the art that was on our walls—art we bought together. She acted nice until she got what she wanted, and then her true colours came out.

“Suck my breasts,” Petra said with that glowing smile on her face. I looked down at her tits. They were perfect. And they didn’t appear to be covered in poison. So I leaned forward and I pressed my lips around one of her nipples. I began to suck. She slipped her fingers into my hair. “Two people having fun doesn’t have to be weird. It doesn’t even have to mean anything,” she said.

I looked up at her. “Are you on drugs?” I asked. “I don’t mean that offensively… It’s just… You’re kind of acting like you’re on drugs.”

She laughed and ran her soft fingers under my chin. “I guess that depends on what you call a drug,” she said with that big smile. So I assumed that meant ‘yes’. But I’d seen people on LSD, and she wasn’t acting like that. I’d seen people on cocaine and I’d seen people on meth—she was acting nothing like that. She wasn’t acting inebriated at all. She was just acting… different.

I looked back at her perfect chest and I continued to suck her nipples. I couldn’t believe how perky and supple her tits were. I couldn’t believe a gorgeous woman was letting me suck her breasts—and was about to let me fuck her bareback in the middle of the wilderness.

“Now take off my panties,” she said.

So I sunk down to my knees and carefully began to pull down her panties. Once I had them down to her thighs, I saw her long, curved cock and ball sack. I froze for a moment before throwing myself back. She started to laugh as if it had all been a big prank all along. Was it real? Goddamn, it sure looked real. If it was fake, it was an impressive unit. If it was fake, that meant she’d been sun tanning in the wilderness with a fake cock stuffed into her panties. It couldn’t have been fake. It just made no sense.

Though it didn’t make much sense that it was real either. What was a beautiful woman doing with a real cock between her thighs? Was she born with it? Was she born as a man? I suppose there are plenty of transgenders in this day and age—but she didn’t look like a transgender. I’d seen a few trans girls before and I’d never thought they looked terribly convincing. Though maybe I’d actually seen more than I thought, and I was legitimately convinced. I knew for sure that I’d seen one impressively convincing trans chick before Petra—I tried not to think of her.

Who knew a man could look so pretty?

“You tricked me,” I said, my heart pounding.

She was still laughing. “I didn’t trick you. It’s not like I told you I had a pussy, darling,” she said.

“Is this funny to you?” I asked. I was angry. I’d just technically sucked a man’s nipples, and I’d come within inches of a man’s bare cock.

“It’s a bit funny, yeah,” she said. Her voice was alarmingly feminine. There wasn’t even a hint of masculinity to be heard. She must have been well into her transition: years of surgeries and hormone replacement therapy—and God knows what else. Maybe she even started when before she hit puberty—I’d heard of people starting their kids young, though I thought and still think that’s completely ludicrous. A child simply cannot make those kinds of life-altering decisions.

I took a deep breath. “So are you going to give me a ride to the road or not?” I asked. I had to think of whether or not I even wanted the ride anymore. I couldn’t stand the thought of spending the next two days in a canoe with someone who just pulled a prank like that on me. I hated the idea of her giggling the whole time, knowing that she’d successfully tricked me into sucking on her tits. But my other option was to hike—and there was no guarantee that I would make it to the road before running out of food or being eaten by hungry wildlife.

“That depends. Are you willing to agree to my terms?” she asked.

“Stop where you want to stop? Sure.”

“And the other thing,” she said with a big grin.

“The sex thing? No way. Not happening. You aren’t serious—are you?” My heart stammered. She was grinning like it was a joke, but I couldn’t tell. She wouldn’t seriously leave me out in the woods to die, would she?

“That’s the deal: we have sex when I want to have sex, or I’m going down the water alone,” she said. “And right now, I want to have sex.”

“You’re insane,” I said.

“What exactly are you afraid of? You were perfectly happy a minute ago, before you knew about my cock. But what difference does it really make? I still have a hole that you’re more than welcome to play with.”

“I’m not gay,” I said firmly.

“And I’m not a man,” she said with a little wink. “It’s up to you. But don’t think that I owe you a ride to the road just because you’re feeling helpless. You won’t die from the hike—just keep an eye out for these berry bushes. They grow near the water.”

A cold trembling buzzed up my spine. I hated the idea of being stranded for the next week in the woods. With her, I would be at the road in two days—two days of sitting relaxed in a boat. And again she had a point: I was completely willing to fuck her before I knew about her cock—but what difference did it really make? Well, it made a big difference as far as I was concerned. It didn’t belong on her body—or maybe her body didn’t belong with that cock. Either way, it just seemed wrong.

“How’s about this: we will have sex later. And for now, you just let me give you a blowjob. But you have to promise me that you’ll be open to sex later.”

My heart stammered again. How bad could a blowjob be? Even though I knew she was technically a man, she was still beautiful. Her eyes were still stunning and her tits were still perfect. If she was down on her knees sucking my cock, I wouldn’t be able to see her cock. I could pretend like she was a real woman with a dripping wet pussy. But what about the future promise of sex? Could I lie and make the promise—at least then I could get a couple dozen miles before she kicked me out and I had to hike the rest of the way.

“Okay, fine,” I said as my heart skipped a beat.

Her face lit up. “Really?” she said, as if she was more excited than she’d ever been in her life. “Okay, I promise it’ll feel great. Just slip down your pants, take a seat, and relax.” She pointed at a fallen log with that big smile on her face.

I took a deep breath. Was I really going to do this? What other choice did I have?


CHAPTER VI

I slipped my pants down to my ankles. It took a moment to swallow my pride before I slipped down my boxers. I placed my pants down on the log, so I wouldn’t have my bare ass on the rough bark. I took a seat. I didn’t even know if she would be able to get me hard, never mind get me off. But I wanted that ride to the road—at least as much as I could get.

“Ready?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark red. I felt so embarrassed, sitting with my cock out in front of a stranger.

She sunk down to her knees and she nestled up between my legs. She looked at my cock and then back up at me. “You’re big,” she said.

“Thanks, I guess,” I said. I tried not to look down at her. I needed to get into the right headspace before I could look at her.

I felt her fingers slip under my member. She lifted it up and brought it up to her lips. She stuck out her tongue and licked my tip. Her tongue was warm. She drew little circles around my tip before slipping my flaccid member into her mouth. Her mouth was wet. It felt kind of nice, but I didn’t want it to feel nice. I couldn’t decide whether or not I wanted to remind myself that she wasn’t really a woman. I would get off faster if I tried to be ignorant, but I would surrender my pride if I let myself go. I took a deep breath.

Her tongue did feel nice, sliding up and down the length of my rod. She also knew how to perfectly fondle my ball sack (she probably had plenty of experience with her own downstairs business). I was starting to get hard, even though I was still constantly reminding myself that she wasn’t really a woman.

“Does it feel okay?” she asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. It felt nice, but I didn’t want to admit it. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Look into my eyes,” she said. So I looked down into her eyes. I couldn’t believe those eyes had ever belonged to a man. She wasn’t even wearing makeup—those were just her eyes, the eyes she was born with. “Don’t look away,” she said, and then she continued sucking my cock while staring into my eyes.

It was hard to hold eye contact… at first. But after a minute, it was hard to look away. Hell, it was impossible to look away. She had the most amazing eyes: glowing and shining with joy and life. She truly was beautiful—a natural beauty. And my God, did she know how to suck a cock. I was rock-hard, throbbing against her tongue. What she couldn’t fit in her warm, wet mouth, she stroked elegantly with her hand. The pleasure was becoming intense—turning quickly into a euphoria.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said.

“Good,” she said with a little laugh, and then she continued to suck.

“Seriously. You’re about to make me come in your mouth,” I said.

“Good. I want you to,” she said. This surprised me. I was used to Kayla’s blowjobs, where it was a rule that I warn her when I was going to come, so she could get the towel ready to catch my load. She hated being touched by my come. If it ever touched her, it would be weeks before we had sex again.

“Fuck,” I said, groaning, holding back my climax. Just the thought of her happily letting me come in her mouth was bringing me closer to my orgasm. I couldn’t hold back. It felt too damn good to hold back. I groaned deeply and then I began to unload. She closed her eyes and smiled while my dick unloaded onto her tongue. And then she swallowed it. She sucked the last drop out from my dick and then she looked back into my eyes.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she asked with that increasingly familiar grin.

I cleared my throat. “No, that was okay,” I said. My voice cracked when I said it. It was more than okay. It was by far the best blowjob I’d ever had. But I wasn’t sure how to feel about that, seeing as it was from a biological man. “Should we, uh, get going soon?” I asked.

She stood up. I could see the bulge of her erection in her panties. She had really enjoyed sucking me off. I looked away quickly, put off by the sight. “I’ll start packing my things. Just sit and enjoy the sun for a bit. We’ll get on the water soon.” She smiled at me and then she went to pull down her hammock.

I still couldn’t believe what had just happened—and what was still happening. I was a sort of willing sex prisoner to a transgender beauty in the middle of the wilderness. It was the most insane encounter I’d ever had in my life, and I would never be able to tell anyone about it—not without admitting that I sucked a tranny’s nipples and let her suck my cock until I came. That wasn’t exactly a story I was looking forward to telling my friends.

“Can I help with anything?” I asked.

“No. Just relax. I’ll only be a few minutes.” She didn’t even have a tent: just that hammock, a small bag, and a little sundress, which was hanging on a nearby tree. She put it on once her bag and hammock were packed into the canoe. It was yellow with white lacy frills. She looked cute in it—too cute. No man should be able to look so cute. It was unnatural, against the code of nature. But still I caught myself checking out her tush when she bent over to grab me an oar out of the canoe. “Let’s go, shall we?” she said.


CHAPTER VII

I sat in the back of the canoe and she sat up front; our bags sat between us. For the next four hours, I stared at her cute little body and her long brown hair, which danced in the warm breeze. It was hard to pay much attention to the wilderness around us: the incredible mountains and the ancient forests. It was hard to look away from her; my mind was constantly trying to understand how she was possible—how a man could make for such a convincing woman. How could a man have such a petite, curvy body? There’s no surgery for that, and no amount of hormone therapy is going to achieve that look.

She would look back at me from time to time, over her shoulder, showing me those flashing eyes and that cute smile. And my heart would start to pound. I would force a smile back—but not too much of a smile. I didn’t want her thinking that I was enjoying my captivity, because it was captivity in a way. If I didn’t agree to her terms, I would be stuck for at least a week in exile. As far as I was concerned, I never really had a choice.

At least she was cute. It could have been worse. I could have found a broad-shouldered, hairy man in drag demanding that I sleep with him or make my own way. Her cuteness certainly made my dilemma easier to bear.

But it also made my heart stutter. It was such a strange coincidence. I would have never been on that stupid canoe trip had it not been for a pretty little transgender chick—who I didn’t know was transgender.

It was about six weeks before that canoe trip—a month before my big breakup with Kayla: I met a girl on a street corner. I never talked to strangers in public, but that day was different. Kayla had told me that morning that her friends all thought that I was cold and unfriendly. “It’s so embarrassing. You’re always so quiet and they think that you hate them,” she told me. I don’t know why she waited almost six years to tell me.

But it was true: I never talked to Kayla’s friends, because I never had anything to say to them. They were a bunch of pretty girls with no personalities. They liked to talk about painting their nails, and they liked to gossip about their favourite reality television shows. I never had anything to say, so I would always just sit quietly and mind my own business.

“Just try to talk to them,” Kayla told me. “You need to work on your small talk.”

I was on my way to work when I found myself on a street corner next to a young, pretty blonde. We were waiting for the light to change. The girl reminded me of one of Kayla’s friends: she was pretty, petite, wearing plenty of eyeliner, and she had perky tits. I figured I could practice on her while we waited for the light to change. “I like your skirt,” I said.

She looked at me with wide eyes. “Thanks,” she said slowly, as if she’d never received a compliment before.

“It looks really good on you,” I said. Then I looked back towards the light, which was taking its sweet time changing. “Heading to work?”

“Yeah. You?” she asked.

“Yep. Where do you work? If you don’t mind me asking.”

“Uh, at a sort of clothing store,” she said. She was smiling. I thought she had a cute smile.

We were waiting to cross a notoriously busy road. We wouldn’t have been stuck at that street corner for so long had it not been for the stream of fire trucks and ambulances that zipped by as soon as we had a green light. That green light only lasted about ten seconds, so we ended up missing our chance. We were stuck waiting through another light cycle.

“Well I hope you aren’t in a rush,” I said.

She laughed. “Nope. We hardly get any customers this early anyway,” she said.

I asked her where she worked exactly—just for the sake of asking her something. She blushed and laughed awkwardly. She worked at a sex shop, selling sexy lingerie and sex toys. We ended up chatting for a good fifteen minutes. She wasn’t anything like Kayla’s friends. This girl actually had a personality. She actually told jokes. She was fun to talk to. And she asked me questions as well, about my work, about where I went to school, and where I grew up. Hell, it was more of a conversation than I’d had with my own fiancée in well over a year.

“Do you have a wife?” she asked me.

“A girlfriend. Well, technically a fiancée,” I said.

She smiled. There was disappointment in that smile. “Well you should come by and buy her something,” the little blonde told me.

“Maybe I will. What’s your name, by the way?” I asked.

“Leila,” she said.

“Leila? I’m Ryan. Nice to meet you.”

Our light finally turned green. We crossed and we said our goodbyes before heading in different directions. I told Kayla about Leila that night—about how long we talked for. “You would have been proud of me. She definitely didn’t think that I was cold or that I hated her.”

But Kayla was upset. She rolled her eyes and wouldn’t talk to me, as if I’d done something wrong—even though I’d done exactly what she asked me to do. I wanted to make it better, so the next day I decided I would get her something: a little gift. I thought about getting her flowers or chocolates, but then I remembered that I knew someone who worked at a little sex store. Maybe I could get something fun and different—something to spice things up in the bedroom.

So after work, I ventured over to Leila’s shop. She was working. Her face lit up when I walked into the store. I’d forgotten what it was like when someone was excited to see me. It was a nice feeling. “Nice shop,” I said to her. It was big and clean and impressively organized.

“Thanks,” she said. “We’re hiring if you really like it.” She laughed.

“I think I’ll stick to being a customer,” I said.

“Well feel free to look around then,” she told me.

So I wandered around. I thought about getting Kayla a sex toy, or buying a sex board game for the bedroom, but I didn’t want her to think that it was a joke present. So I found myself near the back of the store, where they kept their lingerie. “Most of the strippers and prostitutes in the city shop here,” Leila said to me.

I felt redness rushing into my cheeks. Most of the options were incredibly revealing. There were a few sexy little outfits that got my heart pounding. But I wasn’t buying the lingerie for myself. I wanted Kayla to feel sexy in it. I wanted her to like it. “If you were my fiancée, what would you want?” I asked Leila.

“I really like the baby dolls—especially this black one. It’s one of our most popular with women. And it comes in six different sizes.”

“Sure, I’ll take that,” I said.

“Which size?” I asked.

“Um, I’m not sure. Maybe a small or a medium?” I said.

“The medium is a lot bigger than the small—but the small is smaller than you would think. How big is your fiancée, if you don’t mind my asking?” she asked.

“Um, about the same size as you, probably,” I said. “Maybe exactly the same size as you.”

“Well if you want, I can try this on to see if it fits,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. My heart skipped a beat as she took the little outfit into a changing room. I wandered around the store while I waited for her to emerge. It was a few minutes later when she came out. She even put on the fishnet stockings and the satin gloves to complete the outfit. My heart started racing. She looked incredible in the little number. It held her tits up perfectly, and it was sheer in all the right spots. The fabric was so thin; I could make out her nipples. “Uh, yeah, that’s perfect,” I said, suddenly choked up. She was beautiful.

And that night, when Kayla put the lingerie on, I remembered Leila in the little outfit. We were about to have sex—missionary style, like normal—when I decided to flip Kayla over. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Let’s try something different,” I said.

“You want to do doggy-style? Since when?” she asked.

“I don’t know—since now,” I said.

I didn’t take off her lingerie. Instead, I just pulled aside the thin satin strip covering her damp pussy and I fucked her doggy-style. Kayla had her hair dyed blonde. It wasn’t nearly as blonde as Leila’s, but in the dark room you could hardly tell.

For the first time in our six-year relationship, I imagined that I was fucking someone else. I imagined that I was fucking Leila.

And the next day, on my way home from work, I found myself on that same street corner. And she ended up next to me: Leila, on her way home from work. And once again, we ended up chatting. “Want to grab a quick drink?” she asked me.

So I went for a drink with her, and we talked non-stop for the next two hours. It would have been longer had Kayla not called to ask where I was. I lied and said I was stuck at work, and I was just about to leave.

A few days later, I went back to that sex shop. I hung around the shop and Leila and I talked for another few hours. She asked for my opinion on some of the new stock they got in. She told me to watch the store while she tried on the new lingerie. And my God, was she sexy in it. “Feel the fabric. It’s the softest fabric I’ve ever felt,” she said.

So I ran my hands down her sides. Her body was soft, too—and warm. I wanted to spin her around and pin her against the wall—and fuck the living hell out of her. But I bit my tongue and reminded myself that I was engaged to a woman who basically hated my guts.

I found myself back in that shop again the next day—and the day after that. There were a few more close calls—like when she asked me to smell her new perfume. I leaned in close. Her perfume smelled amazing. And I nearly kissed her. I don’t even know how I stopped myself. But I found myself with my lips just an inch away from hers. Her eyes were closed—she was ready for it. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but I knew I couldn’t do it.

And then the bell ringed. I turned to look back. It was Kayla. Her face was white and her eyes were glazed over. She didn’t say anything. “Hey Kayla. I was, uh, just buying you something,” I said. I sounded so stupid. She turned around and ran out of the shop.

I tried to explain myself that night, but Kayla wasn’t listening. I thought it was just a coincidence that she found me in that shop, but it turned out she’d been suspicious for a week already. She remembered me telling her that I met someone who worked at a sex shop. Then she checked the tag of the lingerie I bought for her. After I was late coming home for the fifth day in a row, she decided to investigate. There was no coincidence: she’d just caught me—even though I never technically did anything.

Kayla was crying. She cried for a few days. I kept trying to convince her that nothing was happening—that Leila was just my friend. But she could tell that there was more going on—had she not walked into that sex shop the moment she did, I may have kissed Leila. But I was glad that I didn’t—especially glad a week later, when Kayla came home and started packing her bags.

“It was really nothing, Kayla—I’m serious,” I said, trying to stop her.

She turned to look at me, her eyes dark with anger. “Just admit that you like her. Why won’t you admit it?” she said.

I took a deep breath. “It’s not like that.”

She stared at me with those villainous eyes. “I wouldn’t be so mad if she wasn’t a man,” she said. I had no idea what the hell she was talking about—until she explained. She went back to that sex shop that afternoon, to confront Leila, to try and find out whether or not anything had happened between us. And Kayla noticed something that I never did: Leila was a transgender. The signs were there, but I never noticed them: the slight Adam’s apple, the slightly broader shoulders, the slightly off voice. Had I noticed, I still wouldn’t have thought too much about it—but Kayla asked, and Leila confessed. She really was a transgender. I’d spent weeks crushing on a biological man.


CHAPTER VIII

Petra looked a little bit like Leila—they were both petite and curvy. Had Petra bleached her hair blonde, they could have looked like sisters.

“Quit rowing so hard,” Petra said to me. She looked back at me with that cute smile. “We’ll get there when we get there. Just enjoy the sun and the scenery.”

She was determined to make the trip take as long as possible. She spotted a berry bush and insisted we pull over. I was hungry, so I ate half of one of my sandwiches. I would have eaten the whole thing had I thought I was going to get a ride the whole way with Petra.

I sat down on a log while I ate. I was finishing my sandwich half when I noticed her staring at me. “What is it?” I asked.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said.

“You’re acting cold and distant—you’re making me think that you hate me,” she said with a big smirk. Why was she smirking when she said it? It was almost like she knew she was quoting Kayla.

“What do you mean? Why did you just say that?” I asked. I stood up and stared closely at her. Did I know her? She wasn’t familiar. But why did she know about what Kayla had said to me (and it was something Kayla said to me a lot)? Or was it just a coincidence? Maybe I really was cold and distant, and Petra was just pointing it out…

“I want you to relax. You need to enjoy here while you’re here, because you know what they say.”

“What do they say?” I asked.

“There’s no here there,” she said with a cute little giggle.

I stared at her, unimpressed. I just wanted to get to that road, so this trip could be over with and behind me. “Let’s just get going, okay?” I stood up, but she grabbed my arm.

“Here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to kiss me, like you mean it. And we’re not going to go anywhere until I can tell that you’re enjoying it.”

I rolled my eyes. I didn’t want to kiss her. I knew that she wasn’t technically a woman, and I wasn’t interested in kissing men. It was bad enough that she’d sucked me off.

“Just so you know, we’re about sixty miles from the road,” she said with that big grin. “Just kiss me. I’m ready.”

She closed her eyes and puckered her lips. Sixty miles was a lot of miles: two and a half marathons, through a dense forest. Or I could just kiss her. So I planted a quick one on her lips. “Happy?” I said.

“No, you didn’t enjoy it,” she said.

“Sure I did. Now let’s get going.”

“No. Not until you let yourself enjoy it. You need to let go of your hang-ups and relax. Now kiss me again.” She closed her eyes and puckered up again. So I took a deep breath and I gave her a longer kiss—five seconds of lip contact.

“Great kiss. Can we go now?” I said.

“Nope. This is actually a pretty nice spot for a campsite, don’t you think?” she said, looking around.

“We’re still at least five hours from the next campsite,” I said, patting my map in my pocket.

“Probably more like twenty hours of walking,” she said with that grin. The thought alone of that much walking was making my legs sore. So I took a deep breath and I kissed her again. And this time, I tried to forget that I was kissing a biological man. I tried to imagine that I was kissing a woman’s lips, which wasn’t hard because Petra’s lips were soft and plump. I tried to imagine that I was kissing Kayla—but that didn’t help me relax at all. So I tried to imagine that I was kissing a Victoria’s Secret model. But that just felt phony and unrealistic.

And then Leila’s face came into my mind. I knew she was technically a man, too, but I remembered that moment where we almost kissed, and I remembered how badly I wanted to kiss her. I didn’t know that she wasn’t a woman in that moment. To me, she was a woman. I put my hands on Petra’s sides. I opened my mouth slightly and pushed my tongue through her lips. She accepted it, wrapping her tongue around mine. I let the tension drain from my shoulders and I pulled her in closer.

She started to feel my body with her hands, so I did the same. Feeling her body made it easier: her soft curves were undeniably feminine. Her breasts were soft and perky. Her ass was firm and bouncy. She took my hand and brought it down between her legs, onto her erect bulge. I pulled my hand away and jumped back. The illusion was shattered in an instant. “What the hell?” I said.

She just laughed. “You need to learn how to relax,” she said. “Okay, I’m satisfied. Let’s get back on the water.” She reached into the canoe and tossed me my oar. A minute later, we were back on the water. I could still taste her on my lips. And I swear I could still feel her soft breasts and her warm body against mine. I tried my best to think of something else: but what else could I think about? My only other options were: the fact I was unemployed, the fact I was homeless, or the fact I had to cancel a wedding a month before the big day.

She kept looking back at me with her big smirk, as if she was in on some joke that I was completely oblivious to. Again, I did my best to force a smile whenever she looked back—enough of a smile for her to know that I was grateful for the ride, but not enough to make her think that I was impressed with her stupid sex rule.

“You’re paddling too hard again,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I can’t help it.”

“Maybe not, but I can. Give me your oar,” she said. I hesitated, but I handed her my oar. The boat was still moving quickly—quicker than it had been all day. But it wasn’t because of my paddling. The water was beginning to pick up speed. But why? “We’re going to play a little game. The water is about to get a little bit turbulent. But you’re going to try to relax through it. I think this will help you with your tension.”

I leaned over and looked ahead. I could hear splashing: we were approaching rapids. “Give me the oar back,” I said.

“No. Not until you learn to relax,” she said. That splashing was getting louder. These were some real rapids. I’d never boated over rapids before. Can wooden canoes even survive rapids?

“Seriously. This isn’t funny.”

She put down her oar as well, out of my reach. And then she turned her body around to face me, so her back was facing the approaching rapids. I could see them now, fizzling and splashing. It was loud, like we were coming up to a waterfall. My heart was racing. “Don’t worry. We’re still a minute or two away. It looks closer than it is,” she said, as if that was supposed to make me feel better. If it looked closer than it was, that meant it was bigger than it looked. And it already looked deadly.

She stood up carefully and took a couple of steps towards me. I held the edges of the boat firmly as it rocked from side to side. “Please stop,” I said, but she wasn’t listening. She took a seat right in front of me, blocked the whole front of the canoe where my bag and the oars were. I thought about jumping overboard, but the water was moving too fast; it would have just pulled my body into the rapids.

“You’re going to get me hard. Once I’m hard, you can have your oar back. Got it?” she said.

“You’re insane,” I said.

She laughed. “Maybe.” She reached down and tugged her panties to her knees. Then she lifted up her skirt, exposing her flaccid cock. “Go ahead. I think you’ve got about a minute.”

I looked towards the rapids. They were bigger and louder than ever. I looked back down at her cock. She really was insane, and she really wasn’t giving me an option. So I took a deep breath and I reached down, slipping my fingers around her warm girth. It was soft. I pulled back her foreskin and then I began to jerk her cock.

“You aren’t going to get me hard jerking me off like a robot, Ryan. Do it like you mean it—like you like it.” She smiled, spreading her legs wider for me. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was about to die while jerking off a cock. I felt so stupid, so humiliated.

“Just let go of all your stress and have fun,” she said. Her words seemed to echo in my head. Just relax. Just have fun…


CHAPTER IX

I handled her cock more gently, stroking slowly. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my mind. And I couldn’t help but remember the past week, after Kayla left me. I dreamt about her every night: Leila. And in my dreams, we were in bed. I would pull down her panties and slip my fingers around her cock. I would massage her until she was rock-hard, and then I would climb on top of her, sinking her thick throbber into my tight asshole.

And sometimes when I was awake—when I was in the shower cleaning between my legs—those thoughts would come to me. I would imagine myself in the shower with her, my arms around her, my hands between her legs. She fondles her own tits while I jerk her off, making her come all over the shower floor.

I hated those fantasies, but they came to me regardless. I always pushed them away, but they always managed to crawl back into my head.

And now, I just had to embrace them. I had no other choice. I imagined I was in a canoe with Leila, her legs spread out, her skirt hiked up. I slipped my fingers around her whole package and I massaged. I pulled back her foreskin and I sunk down, licking her tip, feeling her throbbing, getting harder. I wanted to make her hard. I wanted her rock hard so I could jerk her off and watch her come.

I sunk her whole cock into my mouth and I sucked while fondling her balls with my hand. I could feel her getting harder by the second. Her thick tip pressed against the inside of my cheek. She moaned gently. She liked it. I loved the feeling of her veins pumping blood into her swelling member. And just when I thought she couldn’t get any bigger or harder, her cock stretched out. It was massive, more than half the size of my forearm.

She laid herself down in the canoe. “Lay on top of me,” she said. “We need to stay bottom heavy so we don’t tip.” So I slipped myself on top of her. I pulled down my pants, so that my cock could rub against hers. And then we kissed.

We hit the first bump. Our canoe jolted and rocked. Then we hit the second bump. But I wasn’t afraid. I was too preoccupied to be afraid. Her tongue was in my mouth and her thick throbber was rubbing against mine. I reached down, under her ball sack, and I started to gently finger her asshole. She let out a cute moan.

We hit another thick bump. Water splashed over us. But we stayed down. We stayed together.

She reached down and pulled my body up slightly, so she could line her cock up with my asshole. “Are you relaxed?” she asked me right before she began to nibble on my earlobe.

“Yeah,” I said, feeling her throbbing tip pressing against my virgin hole.

She pressed into my body—and then the real turbulence started. We were in the rapids. Our boat was bouncing between rocks like a rogue pinball. But we managed to stay together. The boat, by some miracle, stayed afloat. And Petra sunk her cock deeper and deeper into my body.

“By the way, you’re allowed to come on me. In fact, I want you to come on me,” she said with a big grin, as if she knew that Kayla never let me come on her.

“Okay,” I said, and then I started to bounce my hips up and down, forcing her cock in and out of my anus repeatedly. I kept my body low, my arms around her. Water continued to splash over us. We hit one rock that nearly made us flip—but we still stayed afloat.

I had her cock right where I wanted it: pushing against the perfect spot inside of my body, sending jolts of euphoria pulsing through my veins. It felt so good. I’d never felt anything like it. And I didn’t want it to end.

She had her hands on my ass, gripping tightly. I liked the feeling of her nails digging into my skin. “Fuck, it feels so good,” I groaned.

“Don’t stop,” she said. She used her hands to slam me down harder on her cock. Fuck, it felt so good. I started moaning uncontrollably. I started to tremble all over. My cock was rock-hard, throbbing mercilessly. “I think I’m going to come,” I said, even though I wasn’t even touching my dick. But I recognized the feeling of intense euphoria—stronger than any orgasm I’d ever had.

And then I started to unload on her stomach, and all over her cute little dress. She didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she seemed to like it. She reached down and spread her come all over herself. She had the biggest smile on her face. Her cheeks were dark red. “Oh God,” she moaned, and I could feel it coming: I could feel her cock bloating up, swelling inside of me. And then I could feel the blasts of warmth as she unloaded.

I didn’t even notice that we were out of the rapids. The boat was floating smoothly along the water. We sat up. My heart was still pounding, but not with fear or dread or anxiety. I was filled with a strange excitement. I looked back at the mountains, truly noticing them for the first time: how beautiful and amazing they were. I noticed the incredible pines and the glistening water. I didn’t just see stress and anxiety everywhere I looked. For the first time in a long time, I saw the world for what it was, and what it always should be.

And then I looked forward and realized I was alone in the boat.

I panicked, spinning around quickly. Did she fall out? When could she have done it? I was hardly looking away for a second and I didn’t hear a splash. “Petra? Petra!”

I grabbed an oar and steered the boat to the nearest shore. And then I jumped out and started running down the river, to see if I could spot her. But there was no one there. I looked back towards my boat. And that’s when I realized it was my boat: the boat that escaped me that morning during the storm. So where was Petra’s boat?

I looked inside the canoe. Her bag wasn’t there. There was no sign of her, as if she’d never existed…

Because she never did exist. The psychedelic drug I took the night before did work: Petra was the hallucination. Petra was part of my spirit journey. She appeared to show me my way and then she disappeared as soon as it all made sense in my head: my breakup with Kayla was meant to happen. Getting fired from the mattress store was a good thing. Losing my apartment and all of my belongings—it all had to happen, so that I could rebuild my life honestly, without lying to myself.

And it was time to stop lying to myself: I was in love with Leila, regardless of what her biological gender was. I was meant to meet her at that street corner—I would have never met her had it not been for Kayla telling me to practice my small talk. Everything happens for a reason, even insane canoe journeys into the wilderness.

I got back into my canoe and I continued towards my next stop. I would camp for one night, row for another five hours in the morning, and then I would be at the road, ready to hitchhike back to my car. I still had a long journey ahead of me, but now I was excited for every minute of it. I couldn’t wait to see the amazing nature awaited me around the next bend. I couldn’t wait for the night so I could stare up at the incredible stars.

And I couldn’t wait to get home, so I could go and find Leila, to start my new life.

THE END
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