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Four hours into my trip, I needed to go to the bathroom, and hit the last rest area on the highway before my turn off into the mountains. As I walked out of the men’s room, I let a little smile out, knowing it was my last men’s room for a while. Not because I was going camping and wouldn’t need a bathroom. No, I was going into the mountains to rent a small house by myself.

Where I planned to live as a girl for four days. 

My Mother and sister thought it was strange I was going on vacation by myself, and didn’t even care to hear what there was to do in the mountains. My roommate Kyle knew the area and immediately said “Alex, you idiot, what are you planning on doing at Flatley Woods for a week? You don’t hike, camp, or fish.” 

If he only knew. 

When you’re 23 and just starting out with your first job, it takes a while to build up enough vacation days to take time off. It didn’t help that I had to immediately use some for my cousin Keira’s wedding. Then it was Thanksgiving, then Christmas, then it was Sarah’s wedding. So it’s been a year since I got my first job as a software QA tester for Belknap, and yes, this is my first real vacation. 

On the bright side, it gave me nearly nine months to grow my hair out, and with my own dirty blonde hair, I’d no longer be needing that dirty blonde wig.  

The first time I dressed in my sister’s clothes, I knew it wasn’t going to be my last. It felt thrilling to put on a pair of soft cotton panties, which were so much more flattering than the boxer shorts my mother was still buying me. Since my sister and I were the same size–barely 5 foot four, a hundred and twenty pounds–I could slide into a pair of her black stockings without worrying I’d stretch them out too much. And when I shimmied the little gray skirt over the hips I imagined myself to have, I knew that there would be a second time, and a third, until I’d run out of numbers. I instantly knew I was going to stop saving my money for video games, and I knew what I was going to buy instead: some clothes of my own.

I remember that I did my best with the makeup. I used lipstick that didn’t match the outfit, eye shadow that didn’t match the lipstick, and foundation that wasn’t for my skin tone. But when I stepped back from the mirror, that first glimpse of myself fully dressed in a band tshirt, gray skirt, stockings, and my sister’s boots, I instantly understood that the jealousy I felt of my sister was that I wanted to be her. 

That first time, I made sure my bedroom door was locked even though I was the only one home. And I never left my room that day, not even wanting the cat to see me, and I stayed in my room to walk a few uncertain steps in my sister’s boots, then some more certain ones, then I was filled with the urge to put my hand in my panties. 

I wasn't fully hard, but still only lasted a few quick strokes. It was over. 

It was a long time before I had that amount of privacy again, and I wanted it to last more than a few minutes. When that second night finally arrived, as I slid into my own panties, my own skirt, and my own stockings, even then I could only manage a few minutes fully dressed in my own makeup and a wig before I was too horny and too worked up to stand it any longer. 

Months of anticipation crashed into me all at once, and I could not do anything about it. I slid my panties to the side, let out my undersized cock, tasted the single drop of precum that had formed at the tip, and again lasted just a few strokes before exploding into my hand. 

That was what I thought about for the fourth and fifth hours of the drive, the hours spent winding my way into the mountains, where I’d normally be singing along with Radiohead, but instead choosing an excited, nervous silence. I had little privacy with my mother and sister, I had no privacy in college, and I had to make the difficult decision to live with roommates after college, forgoing privacy for another year or two until I had saved enough money to make things possible on my own. It had been years since I was able to dress on my own, I had managed to buy more makeup, more outfits, and I was aching to try them all on. 

As soon as I passed the sign for the Flatley Creek Campground, I only had another couple miles to go. I picked this place because I knew I’d be too wound up in a hotel room, and while I’m not super outdoorsy, I do like to swim; who cares that it'll be in one of my new bikinis in the middle of the secluded woods? 

Flatley Pond was 30 acres, though don’t ask me if that’s big for a pond. It was formed where four ridges met, and most of the surrounding land was state land, which meant no one was on it. A creek flowed out of it, and a few miles downstream it hit another pond, right by the campground. The cabin I was staying in was an old A-frame that the owner renovated when the owner-rental craze started to take off. It took me a long time to find something so private. 

I had another goal for the trip: avoid masturbating. No matter how hard I get worked up, no matter how horny I get, I did not want to ruin the experience by jerking off like a guy. 

For the whole week. 

The thrill of being dressed up as a girl, of feeling like I was floating through a room while wearing a skirt, of feeling air on body parts normally covered by clothing, of feeling sexy in panties simply by standing – I had craved those feelings for years, only occasionally getting to experience them, and often I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself long enough to enjoy them. 

When I dressed up, I didn’t know if I felt like a guy being jerked off by a girl, a girl being jerked off by a guy, or what, but I did not want that confusion to creep into my week. Girl or boy, I knew if I let temptation take over, I’d only be dressed a few minutes before needing to clean myself up. 

No, I needed to do this right. 

Not long after I passed the campground, the paved road became a dirt road, then the dirt road became an old logging road. I slowed my Civic way down to avoid bouncing on the big rocks sticking up here and there. 

Finally I pulled into the small parking space right by the house, got out of the car, and  looked down at myself: jeans, flipflops, and a long-sleeved t-shirt. These were the only guy clothes I brought with me. Alex The Boy had no outfit options for the next few days. 


2

The owner, Warren, had told me which rock he’d hide the key under. He said it wasn’t necessary to lock the door all the way out here, but he’d do it out of precaution for his guests. I could see why: even near the campground there were no other cars or people, and it had been at least 45 minutes since I had seen either. 

In front me was my A-frame, a small log ski chateau built on the slope of the hill. In the distance behind the house I could make out the far ridge. Somewhere in between down below was Flatley Pond. 

The bottom floor of the house was the same gravel as the driveway, and was an unsexy utility room with a four-wheeler, a water heater, rakes and shovels, and cardboard boxes with what looked like decades of water damage. 

In sharp contrast to the space below, the upstairs was really a high-ceilinged studio apartment, but my God, the view. The entire back wall was glass, with windows at the top and glass doors beneath that opened up to a deck overlooking the pond below. A bed and dresser were on one wall, and against the opposite wall was the kitchen, which was one counter, a small fridge, a two-burner stove, and a small sink. A little bathroom was next to the kitchen, built so it extended out into what was otherwise a single square room. It only contained a bathtub; if you wanted a shower, you had to go outside, where a wooden stall was built off the side of the house. 

I bumped three heavy suitcases up the stairs: unlike Alex The Boy, Alex The Girl had dozens of outfit options for the next few days. Didn’t have as many options for food, which fit in one small cooler that did not take long to unpack. 

Speaking of unpacking, panties went in the top drawer of the dresser, lingerie and stockings in the second drawer, skirts and tops in the third, bikinis in the fourth, and the leggings, tshirts, and sweatshirts in the bottom drawer. 

Of course I didn’t need this much for four days, but it was my whole wardrobe, and I wanted to have choices. I wanted to try it all. 

But not yet. 

If I dressed now, I wouldn’t feel like I wanted to feel. First I needed to unpack and arrange all of my shampoo, conditioner, lotion, makeup, nail polish, and everything else I had bought a bottle at a time over almost a year. 

I drew a bath and got out everything I’d need: tweezers, shaving cream, a razor, a scrubbie sponge, body gel, and more. Alex The Boy usually smelled like deodorant, but Alex The Girl would smell mysterious, fruity, floral. 

The tub took a long time to fill, which gave me enough time to pluck and shape my eyebrows to look more feminine. 

Citrus, mango, strawberry, coconut. I washed, scrubbed, exfoliated, shaved, moisturized, and shaved some more when I found some stray hairs. 

I had to drain and fill the tub twice before I was done because the water was cooling before I was done with it, and my bathtime ended with me dragging a warm, wet washcloth all over my smooth, completely hairless body. There was a break in the suds, and I could see my little dick standing straight up below, trying to float, but it looked like a little nub underwater. I was never well-endowed, and while that bothered me before, it didn’t bother me now. I wasn’t going to be using it anyway, and the smaller it was, the better my outfits would feel. Girls didn’t have cocks, did they? 

Still, I closed my eyes and dragged the washcloth over it, then did it again when it made me shiver, the rougher texture of the cloth in contrast to the now-smooth skin. It wasn’t making me hard, but I also didn’t want to stop.

I wasn’t touching myself like a guy, though, right? Couldn’t I keep going like this? Is this what it feels like for a woman to drag a warm, wet washcloth slowly across her sensitive clit? Wasn’t that what I was doing? 

I drained the tub before I could convince myself I was right. 

Freshly shaven and smelling like a girl for the first time in my life, I chose a gauzy pink babydoll and a pair of pink panties to sleep in. There wasn’t much space in the house for me to twirl around, and there were no mirrors other than in the bathroom, but I still felt that same floating feeling I had when I first put my sister’s skirt on. 

That first outfit wasn’t sexual, though, but still managed to feel it. There was no debate about the babydoll, though: this was pure sex, meant to be savored by someone special. For now, that was me. 

Before I turned in for the night, though, I knew I needed to do one last thing. 

I opened the sliding door to the deck, and felt the cool mountain air rush into the house, billowing the babydoll at my waist. 

The only sound I heard was the wind rustling in the trees. I stood there and could even figure out that I was hearing wind down below and across the ridge, as the trees right next to the deck were perfectly still. 

I took one step out onto the deck, then another.

I was out.

The deck felt cool on my bare feet, and I stepped to the railing, overlooking the pond. I looked to my left, down the wooden stairs that led to the shower and to the trail that led to the pond. I knew nothing would be there, but I had to look anyway.

While this was not an outfit I’d ever wear outside normally, I was still outside. 

That first night I dreamt that I walked naked to Flatley Pond and watched the reflection of the moonlight in the water. There was no sound around me except for a light breeze in the trees that I could hear but not feel. As I stood and took in the stillness of the world around me, I suddenly heard a snort and a growl from behind me.  

A ten foot tall half-man, half-bear slowly came out of the woods and stared at me. He looked at me, sniffed the air, and stood, revealing an enormous erection. For the first time I was aware that I was wearing a small miniskirt, fishnet stockings, a camisole, and three-inch black heels. I backed away from the pond towards the trail I came down, moving an inch at a time to avoid startling him. I got a few feet away from the treeline before he broke forward and started chasing me, and I turned to run back up the trail. 

I didn’t know the way, the trail was hard to see, and I couldn’t run in heels. I stumbled twice. The trail got steeper and steeper the closer to the house I got, until it seemed like a vertical climb I could not make. 

I turned around, trapped, and saw the beast moving towards me, drool coming off of his chin. He got right up close to me and I felt his breath, felt his size, felt his fur brush against me as I waited for what came next. All at once he reached out with his claws and tore off my clothes, looked at my naked and hairless body, then spun me around and savagely fucked me in the moonlight, no one around for miles to hear our cries.

After a few frenzied minutes, I felt him snarl and start to spasm, depositing what felt like a quart of cum deep inside of me. Eventually his spurts subsided, and I shut my eyes as he backed away, leaving me on my own in the woods. I felt his cum dripping down my legs, and I opened my eyes to see that the near-vertical cliff had gone, and I was right next to my cabin, just a few feet from safety. 

I snapped awake and caught my breath, staring at the ceiling, embarrassed at the size of the erection the dream gave me. I felt like I woke up just in time, that if the dream continued I would have had a wet dream like I was 13 again. 

It was going to be a long few days. 
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I woke up with the sun peeking through the curtains. The dream of the bear-man felt distant and somewhat amusing now as I laid there, but it was terrifying when it woke me up, and when I realized it almost gave me a wet dream, I felt embarrassed; what about that turned me on so much? Who was turned on, Girl Alex, or Boy Alex? 

The clock read 8:45, and while I had slept in, I still had plenty of morning for what I was hoping to do. I walked in my barefeet to the kitchen area, started the coffee, and felt positively naughty for doing so while wearing sheer, pink lingerie. That was not what I usually looked like when I made coffee. 

While I waited for the pot to brew, I decided to change, and made my way to the dresser, taking off my babydoll and swapping my pink panties for a pair of navy blue cotton bikini panties. I thought there would be time to be sexy later, but as I slid into them, I still felt plenty attractive; my ass felt tight, my legs felt longer than they were, and even though I was only in a pair of panties, I felt powerful, like someone would like what they saw if they saw me. I liked what I saw. At the moment, getting dressed at all felt special. 

While the coffee pot burbled and the small room started to smell like morning, I walked over to the glass wall and opened the curtains a little bit to let more light in. The sun was coming up over the ridge, so the deck must face Southeast. The beach would be in the sun soon, and stay that way for hours. Perfect. 

I stood mere inches from the deck where last night I had gone out in my lingerie and danced in the darkness. Being on a remote deck in the mountain wilderness at night is different from doing it during the day, but how different? At night, no one can see you. During the day, someone might see you. You can feel exposed even if you aren’t actually exposing yourself to anyone, and I knew that I was going to be bolder and bolder as the trip went on. What I was hoping to accomplish with that boldness, I had no clue, but I knew that the next step up was going outside in the daylight. 

Time to tear off the band-aid. 

There I was, wearing a pair of panties and nothing else, and I charged out the open glass doors and onto the deck. 

I did it.

I was outside, in my underwear. 

Wait a minute. I had just thought the phrase “my underwear.” 

My underwear. 

Not “the underwear,” not “the panties.” No, I had thought “my underwear” and that thought was connected to a pair of panties and not the boxer shorts that were folded neatly, hidden in a suitcase, and tucked under the bed. 

I did a lap around the deck, keeping my feet and legs together as much as I could. In the daylight I could see a small clearing at the bottom of the steps, a narrow trail that disappeared into the woods and probably led to the pond, and I could make out the side wall of what was probably the shower stall, I suppose letting guests shower off after getting out of the pond so they didn’t bring sand or pine needles in the house with them. Showering outside is much later on my list, but next on the list is having coffee outside, and the coffee was probably done. 

I ducked back into the house, and decided not to overthink the outfit; since I was swimming later this morning, it’s not like I’d be wearing it for long anyway. I settled on a black racerback tanktop and a gray, ribbed miniskirt that I immediately knew was at least a size too small, but I wore it anyway and went right back outside, holding a mug of hot coffee, feeling the silent world on my bare skin. 

Even if my trip ended early and I had just a few of the experiences I had planned on, I knew what one of my new favorite ones would be: leaning over a deck railing in a tiny skirt and rubbing my thighs together while a mug of coffee cooled in my hands. 

I wouldn’t say I finished two mugs of coffee that morning so much as I’d say I forgot about them. 

Then it was back inside, and it was time to get to the beach, whatever it was. 

Who knows how many bikinis I needed, and who knew how many I’d wear on the trip. But whether I’d eventually wear the leopard print string bikini, the black microbikini, the pink and white striped one, the American flag one, or any of the ones I forgot I ordered, I knew the first one I was going to wear: the yellow one with white polka dots. 

You know the reason.   

I had never worn a bikini before. Yes, I had worn panties and could imagine the way the bottoms felt, but I had never worn a real two-piece bathing suit designed to stand out. This stood out. 

I may not have had natural curves, but the bra top was padded and did make it seem like I had a little cleavage. The string bikini bottoms had the right gentle curve at the thigh to make me look like I had a backside and hips, and I dragged a chair into the bathroom so I could look my own ass in the mirror. I jiggled it. I slapped it. I smacked it. It was an itsy-bitsy, teeny-weeny…oh, you know the rest. I threw on a black cover-up, slid into my flip-flops, grabbed my beach bag, and headed out. 

The trail to the beach was a gentle slope down, and I could see it curve to the right just up ahead. I don’t know what I was smelling. Pine? Spruce? It smelled earthy and comforting. The trail wound to the right and started to flatten out, and where the treeline met the beach there was a mini meadow of what looked like tiny wild blueberries. 

I was relieved that the beach looked nothing like it did in my bear dream, and I made my way to where a single reclining chair was placed in the middle of the beach. The beach was only about thirty feet wide, and was more gravel than sand, but it would be in the sun for part of the day and I could lie around in any bikini I wanted and no one would see me. 

There was a small floating dock out in the water, and I could even sun myself there if I wanted to go for a swim. I was no longer horny from my bear dream, but I was still very aware I hadn’t cum in a long time, and I knew I needed to cool down a bit. As soon as I dipped my toe in the cold mountain lake, I knew what would do the trick. 

Twenty four hours ago, I had never done anything like this. Now I had slept in lingerie, gone out on my deck wearing nothing but panties, had coffee outside in skimpy clothes, and that all led to standing in a yellow polka dot bikini.

What was next? Well, I had a plan. 

It was best not to get ahead of myself, though. I folded up my cover-up and placed it in my beach bag, trading it for my sunscreen. I stood on the small beach and took it all in. There was barely any clothing separating me from the mountain air, and I started applying sunscreen to places on my body that had never seen the sun before. 

When I was a kid, I remember slathering sunscreen on myself and trying to get it on as quickly as possible. I never understood why my mother and sister took their time, going painfully slowly. Other women on the beach did the same thing. Why? 

Turns out that going painfully slowly is pretty close to tantalizing. I needed to spread my legs pretty far apart in order to get sunscreen all the way up my inner thighs by my bikini line, and as I did so, I saw that the small bulge in my string bikini bottoms was now a slightly larger bulge that wouldn’t be as easy to hide. I’d need that swim sooner rather than later, to cool down in more ways than one. 

But with my sunscreen freshly applied, I couldn’t swim quite yet, so decided to lay back on the recliner with my book. I had brought a Romance novel, thinking that if I was going to dress like a girl and act like a girl, I may as well go all-in.

The book was about a young grad student whose Summer publishing internship fell through, and at the last minute was only able to get an assignment with a gruff ranch owner in Montana. She arrived and discovered he wasn’t much older than she was, had recently inherited it from his deceased father, didn’t know how to run the place well, and needed to have someone else handle the operational work. It was no internship.

He was a jerk and she was trapped, and who knows how long I read, but I was captivated. I flipped from my front to my back a few times, they fought in the kitchen, they argued in the barn, she cried in the bathroom, then she learned how to work with her hands, and he finally broke down and spent some money on needed repairs, and by the time they shared a steamy kiss at sunset overlooking the mountains, I needed to get in the water and do something about the erection trying to poke out of my bikini. 

The water wasn’t freezing, but it resembled an ice bath more than it resembled my bath from the night before. I waded in a little at a time until I was up to my knees, then double-checked my bikini bulge to make sure this was really necessary. 

It was. I took a deep breath and dove in.

I don’t know if I looked graceful swimming out to the floating dock, but I felt graceful. I felt like I was skinnier than normal, cutting through the water like a dolphin. When I reached the dock, I had gotten more used to the water, but I was still ready to get out and warm up. I hoisted myself up, and looked at my bikini bulge. My swim had done its job.

I stood in the sun, drip drying, shivering slightly. 

The dock was gently rocking me up and down as I turned in all directions and felt how alone I was. I could see all four mountain ridges slope down to the pond. I looked into the crystal clear water and watched a big fish chase a little fish under the dock. 

So far, my time living as a girl was visual, and private, even here. Sure, there was some exposure, but it wasn’t for anyone else to see. One of the things I knew I wanted to add while on my own was my voice. I had never tried to speak in a higher voice. I had known since that first day that I liked to feel like a girl, and had learned on this trip how much I could look like one. But sound like one? I had no idea. I think I assumed I could do it. I had always been able to hit Thom Yorke’s falsetto in Radiohead songs, so why not? It was a great karaoke trick, but I had never done anything with singing since I felt my most comfortable range was for an alto. Men weren’t altos. 

“Testing, testing, 1-2-3,” I said in my normal voice. In a bikini, it felt wrong.

“Testing,” I said, slightly higher.

“Ahem,” I said, leaning into Radiohead. “‘Nothing to fear.’” 

Getting there.

“‘Nothing to doubt.’” 

There it was, in what felt like a full octave higher than how Yorke sang it. I don’t know who or what I was channeling to make this work, but I wasn’t going to question it. 

Twenty minutes later, I had sung Radiohead, Billie Holliday, The Temptations, and more Radiohead. I didn’t know all the lyrics, but who was there to check me? I belted out “Just My Imagination,” or what I remembered of it, and as I dragged my feet slowly through the frigid water, I realized I was singing about an imaginary lover. Which, come to think of it, was the only lover I’ve ever had. 

I needed to get out of the sun, but I did not want to get wet again. 

There was only one way back to the beach, to the rest of the book I was reading, and to the rest of whatever I’d find on the rest of my trip. I slipped back into the chilly water, cut back through the water to shore, and got back to my chair. I had to be careful drying myself off so as not to smudge any of the makeup I was wearing (thank goodness for waterproof makeup), and I needed to make sure I wasn’t reliving the washcloth incident from the night before as I dried myself. 

I got myself mostly dry, and decided to let the sun take me the rest of the way.   

“Do you know if this trail goes all the way around the lake, Miss?” 
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“Jesus!” I heard myself shout, and instinctively covered my body with the towel. I looked in the direction of the voice. 

It was a man, maybe mid-twenties, wearing a white tshirt and jeans with a plaid shirt tied around his waist. I instantly thought of my dream. He may not have been as hairy as a half-bear, but he had plenty of stubble. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said, taking off his sunglasses and holding his hands up in front of him. “I startled you. That wasn’t my intention.” 

“It’s OK,” I said. “I think. It’s just I was not expecting to see anyone while I was here.” I decided to keep my sunglasses on.

“You and me both,” he said. “I’m staying down at the campground, and I just wanted to see what was up the trail. I didn’t know anyone lived up here. I was hoping the trail looped.” 

“I didn’t know there was a trail,” I said. The most remote place I could find, and it managed to not be remote enough. 

“Neither did I,” he said, scratching his chin. “I lost it a while back and only found this place because I thought I heard singing.”

Oh, fucking perfect. I lured him here. This was my fault. 

He already called me “Miss,” and I was glad the water had been so cold, as it shrank my already below-average cock enough so that the bulge in my bikini was well-behaved and not noticeable. 

“I don’t know about a trail,” I said, not letting go of the towel. “There’s a road up there that will take you to the campground.”

“Oh, man, I went farther than I thought. That’s the road I came in on?”

“Yep.” 

“Huh. Well, I’m Daniel,” he said, holding up a hand. He wasn’t coming closer, which was good. 

“Alex,” I said. 

“Alex, nice to meet you. I’m glad I heard you, or seriously, I don’t know what I would have done. I owe you.”

This wasn’t really OK. I didn’t do anything to help him, so I didn’t need thanks. 

“No problem.”

“Alex, tell you what. I need to fill up here because I’m almost out of water, but then I’ll be out of your way.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “I was just in the water. It feels freezing. It’ll probably taste great. It’s getting hot out.”

He took his backpack off and unzipped it, removing what looked like a heating pad from the back of it. He unscrewed a cap, dunked the whole thing underwater, and waited. Big bubbles boiled at his feet as the pack started to fill with water. 

“You own the place, or are you visiting?” he asked, pointing to nowhere in particular.

“Just visiting,” I said. “Came here to clear my head.”

“By yourself?”

I nodded. 

“Nice. I can relate,” he said, watching the bubbles start to slow down. “First time?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s nice. Peaceful.”

“I think it’s great you’re doing this. I could never get my ex to come here. I’ve been here a few times, always took my dog.”

“Not this time?”

“No,” he said, and paused as he shook the water off the pack. “She took the dog.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” 

“It’s OK,” he said. “I mean, it’s not, but it’s OK. One more little bottle and I’m all set. Usually I stay down by the campground and hike the mountain peaks. You can get to six different peaks from there really easily. There are some great views. You should check them out if you’re looking for something to do.”

I was not looking for something to do. I had something to do, one thing, and right now couldn’t really do it. “Maybe,” is what I said instead. “I didn’t really pack for hiking. I mostly just wanted to come here and think. Just to be, you know? No responsibilities for a little while.”

“I can definitely relate to that. Work, mostly. What am I doing, why am I doing this, that kind of thing. I stopped being able to do that when I got lost a mile or two ago.” He stood up and screwed the top back on his water bottle. “Alex, I’ll get out of your hair now. As long as the road’s up that way I can clear my head on the walk back down. Thanks for your help.”
“Sure,” I smiled. Though, should I not have smiled? Don’t men think smiles are inviting, that they mean something? I used to love smiles, but I never got many. 

Daniel crunched his way to the trail while putting his backpack on again.

No, this wouldn’t do at all. Alex The Boy could be on his own and trust that a strange man, no matter how handsome, would leave when told to. Alex The Girl needed to make sure that a strange man in the woods wouldn't take advantage of being unsupervised for a few minutes to hide in the basement of the only building for miles that also happened to be unlocked at the moment. 

“Hang on,” I said, getting off the recliner and reaching for my coverup. “I’ll walk you up.” I needed to watch him disappear down the hill and not come back, and I needed to see it with my own two eyes. 

His two eyes, however, had watched me lift up my arms and slide the coverup down over my body. My bulge felt small and looked small; I was safe there. 

He was waiting for me at the bottom of the trail, but I wanted him to go first, so I said “I’ll follow you.” In my dream, the half-bear chased me up this trail, though it looked different now and wasn’t as steep. Still, I wasn’t letting him get behind me and stare at my ass the whole walk, no matter how good I confirmed my ass looked in the bikini. 

Sunscreen. Sweat. Smoke. I could smell him from below, and while it wasn’t the same cocktail I put together in my bath, there was an allure to it, especially when mixed with the pine and earth scent of the woods. It was cooler in the woods, and I shivered most of the way up. He was easily a foot taller than me, had bigger arms, and I could see a little bicep ink without being able to make out what the tattoo was. 

“Nice little place,” he said as we walked around the outside of the cabin to get to the front. 

“This is the road,” I said, pointing in the direction I wanted him to go. 

“Oh, I’ve heard of these,” he said. 

“Ha ha,” I said, but it did make me smile. I was nervous, and was probably broadcasting it. I didn’t know what to say, so I just stood there. 

“Well, Alex,” he said. “See you later. Thanks for the directions.” 

I watched him walk down the hill. He turned his head once to look back, but didn’t wave. I don’t know how far down the hill I could see, but if he turned around again, I probably wouldn’t be able to tell and I didn’t want to give the impression I was standing out here watching him walk away because I was sad to see him go. I ducked behind my car to watch him go.

He went.  

He was staying 5 miles down the hill, and it felt like 5 feet. Suddenly I felt like I had neighbors. 

He had said “I’ll see you later.” Not “goodbye,” not “take care,” not “enjoy the rest of your trip.” No, he said “see you later.” 

Implying we’d see each other again. 

I did not want him back. I wanted to be by myself, to explore myself. He was not part of the plan. 

The beach was now off-limits: I couldn’t be down there without thinking of him, without thinking I was being watched. While I was comfortable in my body right now, I wasn’t sure I wanted an audience, especially if I wasn’t going to be sure why I would have one. 

It was time for a late lunch anyway, so after he disappeared down the hill and I got out from behind the car, I hurried down to the beach, cleaned everything up, and came back to the house. I had always wanted to air-dry a bikini on a deck railing, and after I changed into a pink cami and a pair of black booty shorts, I did just that.

But I felt exposed. For the first time on the trip I wondered if Warren had security cameras inside the house. Would I be able to spot them if he did? Could they be some of those cameras that look like other things? Was I just being paranoid? 

There’s no way I could relax on my vacation if I was going to think I was being spied on the whole time. At the same time, though, I was pretty spent from my morning and knew I would probably stick close to the house for a while. Even a shower outside, which seemed promising just this morning, seemed like too much of a risk. After a quick lunch, I drew another bath, plucked my eyebrows so they were thinner, and washed myself again. It seemed a shame to be in the woods and spend my time in a bathtub with no windows nearby, but Daniel had mentioned he needed time to clear his head, and so did I. I knew I wouldn’t be able to clear it outside.

I spent the afternoon trying on most of the rest of my clothes. I started with the bikinis, and while not all of them worked (why did I buy an American flag bikini?) I was really happy with the way that a few of them fit. Even without curves to hug or accentuate, the leopard print one and the black microbikini looked–and felt–terrific. 

Three sundresses, two pair of leggings, a maxidress, torn denim shorts, tight jeans, a mini skirt, and more. I held off on the lingerie since it was approaching dinner and I was working myself up; if I kept going with sexy clothing, who knows where I’d end up. I needed to stick to the plan, as best as I could. No matter how horny I got, I couldn’t masturbate, or else I knew I’d be dragging the suitcase from under the bed and I’d be right back into Alex The Boy’s one outfit. 

By the time the sun went down, the house felt smaller. I had tried on almost everything, knew my sexiest panties, knew the panties that kept me contained the best, and knew the outfits that most flattered my body. 

But more than that, in one of my sundresses, with my hair up, I looked cute. I felt alive as I twirled in the house, and I looked longingly at the pond below. Maybe what I told Daniel wasn’t completely true; I didn’t have to clear my head, as I already knew what I was trying to do and why I needed to do it. But talking to Daniel made me realize something with clarity: I could talk to people. 

He had no idea I wasn’t a girl. He checked out my body. He smiled. He was polite and respectful. He said I had a nice singing voice. And somehow I was so spooked by it all that I spent the rest of the day inside. 

Not again. It was the end of my second day, and I had two days left. I laid out my cute tie-dyed sundress, my tightest pink bikini panties, and set the alarm on my phone. 

I knew what I needed to do. 
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I didn’t remember any of my dreams the next morning, which is just as well because I woke up with a throbbing in my panties again and I would have hated to have known what got me there. If my alarm hadn’t woken me up, would my panties be full of cum right now? How close did I get? Because the tingles I was feeling, the way I felt pinned down by my own underwear, felt like my body had been fighting a battle I didn’t know about until it was almost too late. 

This morning’s coffee was on the porch, while wearing a white sports bra and white biking shorts. It was early enough where I assumed Daniel was sleeping off the extra miles from his hike the day before and was no threat to come back up the hill. There weren’t even many birds out. 

Why didn’t I tell Daniel I had a boyfriend? He asked if I was there by myself. I said “yes.” I could easily have said that my boyfriend was out for a walk. His name could have been…Jacob. Or Tyler. Garrett. Could have been Kirk Stetland, the ranch owner in my Montana book. It doesn’t matter, he just needed to be real for a couple minutes, long enough for me to scare off a strange man.

Of course, Kirk Stetland looked like Daniel, so if Daniel asked “what’s your boyfriend like?”, I’d be describing Daniel right back to Daniel, and people get the wrong ideas over stuff like that. “Oh, you have a type?” And then he thinks that type is him, because I’m telling him that it is even though it’s not. Then he thinks he has a chance, then he takes that chance. 

Alex The Boy never took those chances, but now I was Alex The Girl, barefooting around the room drinking coffee again in a new outfit, a white tanktop and a pair of light gray bikini panties with a tiny wet spot on the front. Alex The Girl took different chances. 

Today, I wasn’t going to stay locked in the house again simply to avoid seeing Daniel. No, I was going to get dressed in my best outfit, the one that made me feel most alive of everything I brought, and head to town. 

I bumped my Civic down the hill, then the road became dirt, then paved, and then I was past the campground and less than thirty minutes from Wellford. This wasn’t part of the original plan and I had no idea what kind of a town it was, but I did know it had some restaurants and a few things for tourists to do. 

All I wanted to do was to not be around when Daniel came by. Because he was going to come back. If you came across someone in the woods, in the middle of nowhere, and they were barely clothed, wouldn’t you go back? 

I drove slowly the whole way, getting passed by nearly everyone on the highway, but I did not want to draw any more attention to myself than I already had. I had even practiced an excuse if I got pulled over and the girl in the car didn’t match the boy on the driver’s license. Since my license read “Alex Tomalin,” I could say the photo was from my tomboy phase. 

Oh, but then there was that pesky “M” on the license. Hmmm. 

Sex: M

That could be “Sex: Maybe.” Or “Sex: More.” Though for me it was “Sex: Missing.” 

I looked down at my sundress and hoped my tight panties did their job. 

When I passed the sign that read “Wellford, 2 miles” the full weight of what I’d done hit me. Rather than interact with one person, here I was potentially interacting with hundreds. I could chicken out, but then looked at my gas gauge and saw that I couldn’t just turn around and go back to the cabin. At the very least, I’d have to get gas while I was off the mountain.  

I picked the first gas station after getting off the highway. I had done this before, and there was nothing difficult about pumping gas. But I had never done it like this. It felt like it took an hour to work up the courage to get out, but when I looked at the clock, only two minutes had passed. I opened the door.

I never forgot the magical feeling of being dressed up in my sister’s clothes that first time. As I stood outside and pumped gas wearing a sundress, wearing makeup, and standing in the breeze, a curious thing happened. 

Nothing.

Nothing happened. Other people pulled in and got out of their cars. They stretched, pumped gas, walked inside. They laughed, talked to someone in the car I couldn’t see. They glanced around, wiped their windshields, and left. No one stared at me, no one noticed me. 

I was just a girl pumping gas, and there was nothing important about that. How many times have you noticed that? Yet I felt sexy in my outfit. I felt turned on by days of dreaming, by almost a year of planning. I felt powerful, and successful. This was the whole purpose of my trip. But I was also invisible. I blended in. 

At that moment, I couldn’t wait to get to Wellford. 

Wellford was a small town on the shore of a much larger lake than Flatley Pond. There was a cute Main Street with shops and restaurants, a park right by the lake with a boat launch, a beach, and a big grassy area where people were throwing frisbees and hanging out. 

I found a parking spot on Main Street and pulled in. I checked my hair and makeup in the mirror, and got out. 

Shit. There was a parking meter, and it was an old one. I had no change. I’d need to find an ATM, shop for something, get change, and hope I didn't get a ticket in the meantime. 

Before I could put that plan in motion, I heard a voice from behind me. “Miss? Miss?” I turned around. 

It was a short, curvy blonde woman, maybe in her early 40s, in tiny khaki shorts and a green cami. “Miss, I got you. Here,” and she handed me two quarters. 

“Um, are you sure?” 

“Absolutely,” she said. “I literally just got them from my purse and I only needed two for our car. You looked like you were trying to figure out how to get quarters. Well, here you go!” 

“Oh, God, thank you, you have no idea,” I said.

“Cute purse!” she said, and she walked off with two tween girls showing even more leg than their Mom. 

She had no clue. Or, if she did, it didn’t show. Don’t women have a sense about these things? 

My morning in Wellford didn’t take long. The Main Street had just a few stores on each side, and it only took an hour or so to window shop them all. Once I got a “morning, young lady” from an older guy in an Air Force hat, and a “hang on, missy” from a guy who was letting me know a car was coming the wrong way out of a one-way alley between two buildings. 

No one stared, no one smirked, no one looked in my direction with a knowing glance. 

For lunch I got a hot dog from a street cart and ate it at a little bench next to a coffee shop. When I was done I spotted an ice cream place by the lake, and decided on some dessert: vanilla soft serve, in a cone.

I sat on a park bench looking out at the water. I sat with my legs crossed, feeling the sun on my shoulders and on my legs, tapping my flipflops against my heel and watching the glittery straps sparkle in the daylight. 

I had come on vacation with a plan, and that plan needed to be rethought after just one day because of Daniel. But in a strange way, Daniel really did validate my whole trip. I mean, I could sit here in a cute dress, ignoring my body’s attempt to make an erection in my panties, and feel like a girl all I wanted. But for another person, a man, to accept me as one, no questions asked? Daniel thought I was a girl, and that was the goal for the trip: to live as a girl. 

I was all the way out here to live as a girl, to push myself and see if I could do it. So far the trip had been worth it, and I was already dreading the end of my trip. I knew what that meant. 

Off to my left, I saw a man in a red polo shirt sitting on another bench with his wife, and his arm was around her. I could see two things: he was staring at me, and he was trying to make it seem like he was not staring at me. 

I was getting away with everything so far. How much could I get away with? I decided to give him a show. 

The show started by giving the base of the ice cream a slow lick, all the way around the cone. Then I tilted the cone and did it in the opposite direction. 

Next I licked around the tip of the ice cream. I did it exactly like I had seen in blowjob videos, where a girl would lick just the tip of a man’s cock. With the ice cream, I made sure to get the tip into my mouth, shape the ice cream with my tongue, and take it back out again. 

Red Polo watched me the whole time. 

I licked the whole length of the ice cream. Then I rotated the cone and did it again, slowly, from the base of the ice cream all the way to the tip. And again. 

He shifted his position to face the woman more, but he was really turning more towards me. 

Time to stop tempting fate. I stood up, gave a little twirl of my sundress, and headed back up to Main Street. 


6

Why did I care about teasing a man? I’d never forget him. And he’d never forget me. My panties were working overtime keeping me contained, but by the time I got close to my car, things had settled down. 

Two doors down from where I parked, there was a little liquor store. I didn't know anything about wine, but I knew I should probably get a bottle of wine to celebrate. What was I celebrating? Everything, really. 

The bell over the door jingled on my way in, and the middle-aged man at the register barely looked up. I was no longer a temptress. 

I walked up and down a few aisles, not knowing what I was looking for, but hoping I’d know it when I saw it.

I saw it. It was a bin labeled “For Hot Days and Hot Nights,” and it was something called Sauvignon Blanc. 

“Date of birth?” the cashier asked when I got out my purse to pay. I held out my license, with my thumb strategically covering up the M. 

“Thanks, Miss,” he said. “Want a bag?” he asked. I shook my head no, grabbed my bottle, and gave him a little smile. 

Sex: Miss. 

This day was perfect, and as I jingled my way back out the door, I knew I should get out of town before I found a way to ruin it. To celebrate, I had wine. But as I got off the highway and made my way to the road that went up the side of the mountain, my mountain, I wondered what I was celebrating, exactly. 

Not seeing Daniel? He didn’t really do anything wrong, other than be the first person I spoke with while living as a girl. That wasn’t his fault, right? He had gotten lost. And how could I fault him for anything he had done? He never came close to me, never touched me. He waved when he said it was nice to meet me. He used my name. He walked ahead of me when I wanted him to, and he left when he said he would. Plus, he never came back. 

Was I celebrating that? That I didn’t trust him? I was wrong. It seemed I could trust him. The man in the Red Polo was looking at me with lust; Daniel was looking at me with…no, he was just looking at me. He was seeing me. 

I was sticking to my plan, and he stuck to his: refill his water, get back to his campsite. No detours. 

Dressing up was always private, but then it was sexual. I had proven that I could dress up and have it be normal. Sure, I had fought off erections and feelings of attraction for a few days, but I had control over it now. I could keep my hands off of myself, and I could simply live. I was a person in a dress. 

Dressing up now was also public. Not only could I talk to Daniel, but I could go out, buy things, talk to Moms, tease Dads, and remain myself. I came here to be a girl and discovered I could do it whether people were around or not. 

I had 30 minutes to think about it, over and over. Before I could think better of it, I had my blinker on and turned into the campground. This trip started as a carefully-planned series of things I wanted to accomplish, and somehow it turned into me winging it and getting away with it. 

May as well keep that going. 

A mile into the woods there was a parking lot, and it was mostly full. I did not know what kind of a car he drove, so it isn’t like I had a plan. I found a spot, got out, and figured out what to do. The parking lot must have been in the center of the campground, because I could see quite a few tents through the trees on all sides of me. As I looked around, I saw a Welcome sign that had a map of the campground on it. I knew I wasn’t going to see a “Daniel is here” sticker on it, but I had to start somewhere. 

It looked like there were 24 campsites here, and another 10 along the trail by the creek. 

“You’re not dressed to hike, and you’re not dressed to camp, so I’m guessing you’re looking for someone.”

A young man about my age stood a little behind the map, filling water bottles from a small faucet. He stared at my flip flops, then my legs. He spoke very slowly, maybe to stare as long as he could.

“Yeah, I am,” I said. 

“Maybe I can help.”

“His name’s Daniel, and all I know is that he’s here. Scruffy, tattoos on his arms, a little taller than you, shaggy brown hair. I don’t know his last name.”

“Oh, one of those visits. Do I want to know how you met?” 

“What? No, I met him in the woods, he said he was camping here.” 

“Yep. Was. I saw him packing up this morning. Loaded stuff up in his truck, haven’t seen him since. Truck’s not here. But if you’re looking for company, I know a guy.” He waited. “Me.” 

“I’m not looking for company. I was looking for Daniel.” This guy was making me nervous. I felt comfortable in town; that was over now. “Look, if you see him, tell him Alex stopped by.” 

“Well now, let’s see. What do I get if I tell him?” 

“What do you get? Nothing. Look, forget it,” and I started backing away. “Please just tell him I called. I mean, that I was here.” The guy started laughing at me. 

Shit, shit, shit, I thought as I got into my car and made sure the guy wasn’t following me. What a creep. No one was parked in front of me, so I could drive out of the lot rather than back out, and I made sure no one was behind me as I pulled down the entrance road. If this guy knew I was making a left he could follow me up the hill, where I was alone. 

I sped up the hill until the entrance was out of sight, and I kept driving fast until the road started to get rocky and bumpy, when I slowed down. The last thing I needed was to get stranded with a damaged car.  

My day started so well, I had a lot of success in town, and then I had to go and get greedy. What was I even going to say to Daniel if he were there? Sorry I thought you were a creep, but you’re not, and I know this because you left me alone? Thanks for leaving me alone, now I’m going to bother you? 

I still had a lot to learn. That guy could have hurt me, or followed me. Or, worse, he could have made it seem like he was trying to help me, let my lower my guard, then hurt me. And I knew how he’d hurt me; it was in his eyes. He’d hurt me by thinking his pleasure was my pleasure. 

The day had gotten worse because I had pushed it too far. It got slightly worse when I got back inside: the bottle of wine I bought was too tall to fit in the mini-fridge. 

***

Once again, I needed to figure out what to do, and once again, I stood on the deck to figure out what. I did not want to take off my sundress, but I still had a few outfits I wanted to wear, and I was running out of days. 

I chose a long, navy blue maxi dress, and left my panties on so as not to make a scene in front. But the afternoon was too warm, and I had to take the dress off. I settled on the white sports bra and white biking shorts from the morning, and accepted that if I were going to make this work, I’d have to re-wear outfits. Not everything would be new all the time. 

My book. I had a half-read Romance novel in my beach bag, and I got it out, sat on the bed, and read. I left off the story when Kirk and Chelsea had shared a passionate evening kiss, and when I picked the story back up I was frustrated to read that they started the next morning with a huge fight. 

It lasted for ten pages, they called each other every foul name I could think of, then the author dreamt up some more. They caused such a scene that a few ranch hands and some of the house staff came by to watch. By the end of the fight she had screamed “you’re not man enough to do the right thing!” and he responded by looking over his whole staff, then turning to Chelsea and saying, flatly, “you’re fired. Get out. I never want to see you again.” 

The book still had 75 pages left, but I was too afraid to flip ahead. I kept right on reading as the cook, Mrs. Haskell, offered to help her pack and drive her to town, where there was a small hotel. 

Chelsea confessed the kiss on the ride to the hotel, and Mrs. Haskell shared stories of Kirk’s parents and their tumultuous romance and marriage. “It’s all he knows,” she said, sadly. “He can’t be tamed, and no one can tell him what to do.” 

Chelsea spent a mostly sleepless night in the hotel, where she fought the passion she had for him, fought how she had fallen for him, and tried to figure out why she cared so much more for the ranch than he did. By the time the sun rose, she was in tears. 

Then came Kirk’s knock at her door. He had brought flowers, came into her room, apologized profusely, and continued Mrs. Haskell’s story about his parents. He never wanted the ranch because of the bad memories of his childhood and what all their relationships were like. But when he met Chelsea, he had to fight that he was feeling he could start new memories with someone and turn the ranch into what he always wanted it to be. It took him all night to accept that it wouldn’t be run on his terms, and that it would be worth it because she was worth fighting for. 

Then they were at each other like animals, and the book became explicit all at once. They tore their clothes off, and I got to read what he did with his hands, what she did with her mouth. Kirk had been compared to a workhorse for the whole book, and when the author described his cock, she kept referring to it as a horse cock, that he was a stallion. 

They fucked all over the room, and their love cries were so loud they probably disturbed guests on other floors. But by the end, they were united, and he took her back to the ranch, where they were married overlooking the river, and spent their days fighting over the ranch and their nights having limitless sex. 

I closed the book. 

I needed to cum.

Now. 

I looked around the room. I was not going to give in now and use my hands, so I needed to improvise. I stayed in my bra and shorts and looked around me on the bed. I folded a pillow in half, mounted it, and started to grind into it. 

I still couldn’t get hard, but I was immediately transported into pleasure I had never felt before as I re-enacted Chelsea’s final orgasm with Kirk, which she got while riding him cowgirl. I curled my toes as I ground into the pillow, sliding back and forth, rubbing my trapped girlcock as if it were a clit. 

My back arched and I stuck my hands up into my bra, pinching my nipples between my fingers. I imagined a man doing that to me, a man like Kirk, or a man like Daniel. This was not going to take long. I had lost my mind reading about Kirk and Chelsea, and I had lost control of my body, and I was imagining a man beneath me who mixed pleasure and pain, who had rough hands, and I was on top of him, getting close, and closer, as I gave in and rode my wild…

…pillow? 

The shame of what I was doing hit me at once, and I instantly imagined thirty seconds into the future, cleaning up the mess I was sure to make in my panties. I imagined getting the only boy outfit out from under the bed. My breathing was still hard, I was still turned on, but it was as if a trance had been broken. 

Not like this. 

I knew what I needed, but I also knew what I needed. And what I needed was a cold shower. 

This was not part of the plan. But then again, neither was sobbing in a cold shower under the trees, and I did that too. 
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After my shower, I felt better. I don’t mean to sound like I cried because I couldn’t cum. I just mean I was sad, and couldn’t immediately figure out why. 

I knew that I shouldn’t have done what I did, but not because it’s dirty, or wrong. No, I knew I shouldn’t do it because it didn’t feel right at the time. I mean, the book worked. It turned me on, and I needed to relieve myself. 

But so much of my time dressing as a girl was ruined in the past because I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself once I was dressed up. Prior to this trip, I wouldn’t have been able to tell you whose hands I wanted on myself other than my own, but for the first time in my life, I had a pretty good idea. 

Last week I wouldn’t have given a second thought to Kirk Shetland. I’d never have read the story, never have imagined myself as his girlfriend, grinding above him until I climaxed. I’d have imagined someone like, well, me. And by that I mean, someone who looked like what I looked like when I got out of the shower: black leggings, sneakers, a hooded sweatshirt, makeup, and a ponytail. You know, girls who are all around me. 

I am what I used to be attracted to. I am attracted to what I never could be. 

And now I was in a small house, by myself, waiting for my nails to dry before I drank some room temperature wine to celebrate that it took me a couple days to learn I wanted to get railed by a manly dude in work boots and I was willing to ride a pillow to get there. 

Daniel was gone, and even if he was still around, Campground Creep would never pass on the message. The trip had been a success, I learned a lot, and in some ways I was in a good place. But I was way off script now, and wasn’t sure how I’d spend my last hours here. Part of me wondered if I’d be squirming my way through them, taking cold showers every two hours, and then right after the car is packed I’d blast an orgasm that shakes the trees all around the pond and I limp back to my apartment Alex The Boy shares with Kyle. 

As the sun started to set, I figured it was time to start my celebration, and went inside to get the wine. I’d drink it out of a mug if I had to, since I already knew there were no wine glasses. 

And that’s how my party ended before it began, because I had no corkscrew. I looked in every drawer, I looked in a few of the water damaged boxes in the basement, and I looked in my car. Nothing. So after all that, there wouldn’t be any wine after all. 

I could feel myself start to tear up again as my successes from the day started to feel less important. I couldn’t even shop.  

I stared out at the reddening sky, and felt a couple more sobs come on. 

Then I heard someone clear their throat at the foot of the stairs, and I jumped. 

“I didn’t mean to scare you a second time,” Daniel said. 

“Oh! Daniel. Well, you did.” 

“Everything OK?”

“Yeah. I mean, no, I’m not OK, but…you know?”

He laughed. “Hey, I know that line. Can I come up?” 

I nodded and he came up. He had his backpack.

“I’d like to offer you some warm wine in a mug, but I have no way to open the bottle,” I said.

“Warm wine sounds great,” he said. “I have a corkscrew in here somewhere. I brought stuff to make s’mores. All we need are sticks. Don't know if you’re hungry.” 

“I know where there are some woods,” I said. And I’m hungry, I didn’t say. 

“Here,” he said, rummaging in his bag. “Corkscrew.” 

“I…didn’t think you’d come.” 

“Well, I almost didn’t. The asshole attendant didn’t tell me you had stopped by until after I had made plans.”

“He said you had gone home.”

“Home? No, not yet. I drove to the South valley to hike two mountains I’d never done before. I got back maybe two hours after you were there.”

“Wait, I didn’t hear a truck. Did you walk up here?”

He looked down. “Yeah, there’s nowhere to park anyway. It’s fine. It only took me like 90 minutes.” 

I drove to him and left. He walked to me, twice. 

“Why don’t you get that wine?” 

I came back out with the bottle. “I’d like to say I know something about wine, but–” I remembered the label For Hot Days and Hot Nights and decided to keep that to myself. 

“All I know about wine is that it comes from grapes,” he said. “How about we head to the beach and get a fire going?”

“Sure. I have no idea how to do that.”

“Well, lucky for you that I do. I have everything we’ll need right here,” and he patted his backpack. 

He led the way to the beach, which we could still see as the sun set. He was in work pants and boots, and had a sweatshirt tied around his waist. 

He had me find leaves, small twigs, and some pine needles, while he found large rocks and large branches in the woods. By the time we were done scrounging, he had a ring of rocks on the beach, and used some matches to get the fire going. First the leaves and needles burned, then my twigs, and soon we were watching his larger branches burn and the fire was large enough to warm us up from the chilly night air. 

“Did you clear your head today?” I asked at one point after we stared at the fire for a while and sipped our wine. 

“On my hike? Yeah, maybe. I really needed to think about stuff.”

“About your ex?” I said, after a pause.  

“What? Oh, no, not her. That was a while ago. No, this was more for…oh, you’re going to laugh.” 

“No! Try me. Well, don’t share if you don’t want to.”

“It’s fine, I guess. No, I just wanted to think about starting my own business. Work has been rough, and I’m not sure how much longer I can do it, and I just wanted to come up here and think through all the options.” 

“Why would I laugh at that?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Because I’m 27 and way too young to have a work crisis, maybe. I took the job when I was with Marie, and I thought I needed a stable job to afford a house, you know. But I didn’t really want it. I did it because I thought I had to. I was doing it because other people were telling me to, like it was the only option out there.” 

“Well, if 27 is too young for a crisis, you’re not going to want to hear about a 23 year old,” I said.  

“I always find it hard to believe that attractive people have problems,” he said. 

“And you’re talking about me?” I laughed. 

He stared at me, making it clear that yes, he included me in his idea of what an attractive person looked like. 

“Anyway, I’m pretty sure I know what to do now,” he said. “You only live once, or so I hear.” 

“That means you’re taking the plunge and becoming a professional s’mores maker?” I said. 

“Yes,” he said. “And if that doesn’t work out and people can’t handle it, I‘ll fall back on being an electrician.” 

“So you heard me singing yesterday?” I said after I took a bite of the s’more he handed me. 

He looked down for a second, then looked back up. “Yeah, I did. I wasn’t spying, I swear. I just followed the voice. I wasn’t on a trail.”

“What did you hear?”

“At first I didn’t know. When I got closer, you were singing ‘Just My Imagination.’ I listened for a few minutes. It was…beautiful. It was almost like you were singing about yourself. Like, you were here to get over a breakup, like it was you someone else was imagining.”

“Hah. No, I’m not here because of a breakup,” I said. 

“I couldn’t hear all the lyrics, but I don’t think I ever knew how sad that song was.” 

“I don’t think I ever knew either.” 

“I think I hummed that song my whole walk back.” 

“Because your ex-girlfriend was imaginary?”

“Hah. No, because… hey, you have some marshmallow on your cheek.” 

I rubbed my cheek with my fingers, trying not to get sticky melted marshmallow on my hoodie sleeve. 

“No, other cheek,” he said. 

I didn’t do a better job on that cheek, and he eventually wiped his hands on his pants and leaned forward. “Here,” he said, “I’ll get it,” and wiped it with his fingers. 

Instinctively, I closed my eyes, grabbed his hand, and held it where it was touching my face. When I opened my eyes, he was leaning in closer. 

Then closer. 

Then we couldn’t get any closer, because we were kissing. 

Coconut, sweat, mango, smoke, pine, chocolate, marshmallow, wine: it was too much. I felt his lips on mine and lost myself to everything. I was really living as a girl. I was with a man like the one I fantasized about earlier, who could very well be the man I thought about. 

Then I felt the first drops on my hair. 

We broke the kiss and looked at one another, just as the lightning hit on the other side of the pond. 

“Jesus!” he said, and jumped. “That came on fast! We’re about to get drenched. Here, grab the mugs, I have to get everything into my bag.”

It was too late. I helped him put all his gear into his backpack, but the rain came across the pond in one sheet, and we were getting wet while we cleaned up. “Go! Go!’ he yelled over a crash of thunder, and I headed up the trail, Daniel close behind me. 

I got to the cabin first, soaked through, and stood just inside the sliding glass doors, waiting for him. He came in with his flannel over his head like an umbrella, but it didn’t work; he was just as wet as I was. 

We stood, catching our breath from the run, dripping onto the floor as the rain picked up even more, and we could see lightning all across the valley. 
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“You’re shivering,” he said, putting his bag down and putting his hands on my shoulders. 

“You’re soaked through,” I said, putting my hands on his chest. 

We stared at one another and heard the rain hit the roof above us, hard. Outside the lightning flashed and we heard thunder throughout the whole valley. 

“We got interrupted,” he said, and slid his hands down to my hips. I moved my arms around his neck, and our lips met for the second time. 

“I don’t know your last name,” he said after our lips parted. 

“Tomalin,” I said.

“Mine’s Harvey,” he said, and we kissed again. 

“And you’re 27,” I breathed. 

“You’re 23,” he said, between kisses. 

“Mmmmm,” I managed. 

“You don’t camp,” he said, and we kissed again.

“I think I’d hate it,” I breathed, and we started another kiss. 

“What else?” 

“We don’t like our jobs,” I whispered. For days I denied myself release, yet the need for it kept building up. Now, after a few minutes with Daniel, I felt the way that I did when I had first mounted the pillow: craving release. The cold shower had done nothing, and this natural shower hadn’t either.

Our kissing slowed, and we looked at one another when the lightning allowed it. I grabbed his wet shirt on either side of him and lifted it above his head. It slopped to the floor.

He did the same with my hoodie, revealing the tanktop beneath, and his hands fell to my leggings. “You’re sopping wet,” he said as I ran my hands over his chest and he slowly worked my leggings down, as if waiting for me to stop him. I never did.

By the time I stepped out of the leggings, he had his belt undone and his boots off, and our wet clothes lay in piles around us. I wanted to look at my bulge, to see if it was big enough to notice. 

Who am I kidding? He’d notice soon enough, even in the dark.  

“I need to tell–” I started, but was stopped because one of his strong hands found its way to my crotch, and began rubbing me. I didn’t need to tell him anything. I closed my eyes and parted my legs, giving him better access, and he took it. 

After a few minutes of his strong fingers rubbing me through my panties, I was probably seconds from cumming and ending this as soon as it got started, and I knew I needed to do something, fast. I did the only thing I could think to do: I dropped to my knees, kneeling on my wet hoodie. 

I let his stiffening cock out of his boxer briefs, and even in a cabin with no lights on could tell it was way bigger than mine. I began stroking it slowly, gently, feeling my own cock twitch below in anticipation and need. 

When it was standing straight out and pointing at me, I pointed it straight up in the air and licked it, like my ice cream cone, from the base to the tip. Then I did it again, and again. 

He groaned somewhere above me, and I felt him tense up. Then I switched to licking the head, swirling my tongue around, taking the whole head into my mouth, but none of the shaft. I licked the underside of the head, and when I found his spot, I took him all the way into my mouth and then worked that spot each time I took him out again. For several minutes I repeated the same motion, making him squirm each time. 

Suddenly he pulled out of my mouth, breathing hard. “I’m going to cum if you keep doing that,” he whispered. 

“Don’t,” I said, stopping mid-stroke, his cock pointing at me. I kneeled, motionless, half expecting him to start hosing me down with his orgasm, but he caught his breath and recovered. 

“I need a minute,” he said. “That felt amazing.”

I got to my feet and led him by the cock so we were closer to the glass door, and we kissed again while I held him. The rain was still coming down hard. 

“Do you have any lube?” he asked as we broke our kiss.

“No,” I shook my head. I was suddenly worried that I’d have to wait longer for my already-delayed climax. 

“I have an idea,” he said, and reached for his backpack. “Coconut oil,” he said, unscrewing the lid to a jar. “I cook with it. Never thought I’d use it for this, but we can.” 

It was the consistency of frosting, and I dabbed some all over his hard cock, which glistened each time the lightning flashed. 

“Ooooh,” he said, and in what seemed like one continuous motion, he pulled my tanktop over my head, slipped my panties down to the floor, and opened the glass door to the deck.

I stood in front of him, looking up, feeling completely exposed and very small. I couldn’t bear to look down at my tiny, hairless cock, which was so needy the last few days and which never got to have any relief. He put his arms on my shoulders and marched me right back outside. 

While the rain had let up a little from earlier, it was still pounding down hard all around us. He moved me to the railing overlooking the pond, and spread my legs apart, rubbing his hard cock against my puckered little asshole. He was rubbing coconut oil all around my opening, and it was building up my anticipation even more than I thought possible. I was completely naked, outdoors, being held up against a railing by someone strong and caring, getting my asshole toyed with.

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I pushed back against the head of his cock, letting him know it was time to go in. Slowly I felt the soft head of him go in first, then the first inch, then the second, then the third, and it kept going, and going. It felt like he had inserted three feet of hard dick inside me: that’s how slowly he went, and that’s how much I swallowed him up. He moved my dripping ponytail to the side and kissed the back of my neck, then started slow, deliberate strokes, and I felt my little cocklet jump in the night air as he seemingly touched it from within. 

He slowly worked himself in and out, making me feel every inch of him in length and girth, until I couldn’t take it any more and started bucking my hips to quicken the pace. He got the hint, and as the thunder and lightning crashed around us, he began pumping me more and more aggressively. 

He cupped my chest with both hands, and squeezed my nipples, and that put me over the edge: I felt my little dicklet swirling between my legs like a tiny propellor, and from somewhere deep within me, a wave of pleasure radiated outwards and made me clench around him.

He squeezed my nipples even harder as I tensed up and a wave of an orgasm crested, sending me down the other side. I was carried all the way down, but he still pumped inside me. He relaxed his hold on my nipples, then squeezed again, and I felt another climax coming on, a feeling of euphoria that out-quaked every previous orgasm of my life. 

And as best as I could tell, nothing had come out of me. I was spent, used up, full, satisfied in ways I had never been before, and yet somehow I was not done with him. Not now. 

He slowed his pace as the rain started to slow, and I moaned against my will, wanting more. His hands worked down my chest, across my tummy, and made their way down to where I was turned on, tingly, but still soft. He took my girlcock in his hand, and, with two fingers and his thumb, started to jerk me off. It sprang to life at once, sticking as far out from my body as it could, which wasn’t nearly as far as his did. 

I pressed back into him as hard as I could, gyrating my hips, being filled from behind and being guided in front. Once I was fully hard and wanting him to keep going until I came, he stopped, pushed me down on top of the railing, spread my legs apart, and put his hands on my hips, all without breaking his pace. My now-hard cock jumped with each thrust and I felt it get a little closer to where I needed to go with each jump.

“I’m so close!” I cried out over the rain.

“Me too,” he said above me.

“Don’t cum yet, pleeeeeease,” I begged. “I need to cum, so badly.”

I felt him start to go faster and faster. He was close to the edge, I could tell, and I wanted to get there before he did. I clenched again, which made me feel even fuller, and felt my cock sway between my legs. 

“Oh fuuuuuuck,” he groaned, and I needed him to hang on, just a little more, and I stopped clenching and let go, and as soon as I did, the shudders started in my abdomen and I felt the first spurt of climax fly from me, and as I felt the second, and the third, I heard him start to shake, and inside me I felt him spasm, and gush after gush of warm cum hit me deep inside.

Joined in orgasm, we shuddered and shook as the thunderstorm trailed off, revealing a nearly full moon behind the clouds, and as he slowed his pace I felt myself start to go soft. In the moonlight I could see that cum was all over my thighs, and was dripping down my legs, mixed with the rain. He bear-hugged me from behind and kissed me again on the neck, then the ear, and then again on the neck.

“That was amazing, Alex,” he stammered. 


Epilogue

By the time his clothes had dried on the railing the next day, we had made love twice more: once in the bed after we woke up, and once outside as we showered together. He needed to leave later that day and we delayed him as long as we could. The next day he planned to quit his job and become an electrician. 

My last day in the house I spent on my own, and I swam again. I wasn’t bothered by anyone but the memory of when Daniel came up the valley and first saw me in a bikini. The chilly mountain water kept me from getting too worked up, but I wasn’t in as much need of release after the time I had with Daniel. 

I finished packing my suitcases in a house that seemed much larger now, maybe to fit all the new memories. 

Alex The Boy’s clothes were still in one of the suitcases. I couldn’t bring myself to wear them; who knows what I’d tell people when I got out of the car and was in a skirt. Sometimes you don’t need a plan, but you do need to figure it out as you go. And here I was, going. As I started the Civic to bounce it down the road to the highway, I took another look at the last text I got. It was from Daniel and read See you soon.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

Ally’s newsletter is coming soon, where you can be notified of all her new releases, as well as get exclusive access to several special holiday stories each year. Don’t miss it!

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider a rating or a review on Amazon.
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