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GONE CAMPING

Brian has travelled nearly a thousand miles to photograph one of the rarest birds on the planet, in one of the most isolated forests in the country. Way out in the middle of nowhere, he doesn’t expect to find a beautiful blonde vixen, camping alone, oblivious to his presence.

He can’t help but watch her while he waits to photograph his bird, especially when she strips down and goes for a swim in a nearby natural pool. It’s like every boy’s dream come true, until he realizes she’s got a big, long surprise between her legs.


CHAPTER I

When I drove nine hours north and then hiked for two hours to the very small, very isolated habitat of the Pacific Warbler, I didn’t expect to find a woman—especially not a beautiful women who seemed to have no interest in the extraordinarily rare bird species that was indigenous to the spot she’d decided to camp in. I saw her from about a kilometre away, swimming topless in a little body of water, a gentle waterfall splashing not too far from her. She closed her eyes and floated on her back and her incredible tits floated to the surface.

I would have been angry if it wasn’t for the fact she was so beautiful. I watched her for a few minutes before I started to feel like a creep. Of all the places in British Columbia, why had she chosen that spot? It wasn’t exactly an easy spot to reach, and to think she reached it with a little cooler and a tent and a hefty hiking bag, which was all set up not too far from where she was swimming… She had a little iPod speaker with her, and I could just make out the pop song from my raised vantage point. It was some Taylor Swift song.

She had no idea I could see her, otherwise she probably wouldn’t have been swimming in the nude. I thought about letting her know that I was there—figuring it might motivate her to pack up and move—but I felt terribly awkward, as if I’d done something wrong just by seeing her tits floating in that gentle pool of water. I decided to leave her be, even if she was scaring the few Pacific Warblers that lived in the area.

The Pacific Warbler is the second rarest bird species, according to Bird Watcher Daily. Only three people had ever photographed the elusive bird—all three of them in that little ten square kilometre zone. Biologists believe there are only about fifty of the birds alive. The Pacific Warbler is a beautiful bird with teal body feathers and a red chest—vibrant and elegant. They move quickly, much more quickly than other warblers.

The three existing photos of the elusive creature were used on every bird watching website and every bird species textbook in pretty well every school in the world. The photos weren’t great, shot from afar by panicked photographers. The more famous of the three photos is a controversial photo because many people believe it may just be a baby red-chested sparrow, and the teal on its back is just a trick of the sunlight. In my opinion, the photo is the real deal. As an amateur photographer, I’ve never seen my camera produce a false teal colour, but that’s besides the point. I wanted my photo to be the one used on every website and in every textbook, with my name printed under it. I was determined to take the Pacific Warbler from mythical creature to reality, even if it meant camping out for a week in the desolate Pacific Northwest.

At least I thought it was desolate when I was planning the trip. Apparently I was wrong. I thought only avid bird watching enthusiasts knew about that little hidden corner of the world, but apparently I was wrong about that, too.

I set up my camp up about twenty feet away from that ridge where I could see that beautiful woman. It was also the best vantage point for the valley which was thought to be the home of the Pacific Warbler. The sun was starting to set once my tent was set up. Before starting a fire and getting some food in me, I scanned the treetops with my binoculars, looking for nests. The forest was quiet—that was why the Pacific Warblers liked it. They’re thought to be lazy birds and they don’t like competition. It was strange, being in the middle of the wilderness and not being able to hear the chirping of nearby birds. It seemed so backwards—I’d gone to the one spot in Canada that hardly had any birds, to spot birds.

I scanned down into the valley and could see the orange glow of a new fire. I zoomed in on the spot and I could see her between trees, sitting in a camping chair with her feet near a warm campfire. She was alone, at least as far as I could tell. I couldn’t stop thinking about how strange it was to think that someone would travel many hours just to camp. If you just want to sunbathe and sit by the fire, you can do that an hour out of town—no need for nine hours of driving and a few more hours of hiking.

I started my own fire and made myself a couple of hotdogs, my meal of choice for the next week. I watched the sky turn from cerulean to navy and then to black. The stars were incredibly clear, lighting up the treetops. I could hear a distant chirping. It was high-pitched but soft—it sounded like a warbler to me. The chirping only lasted a few minutes and then it stopped completely. It came from the east. That was where I would be focussing my attention when I woke up, bright and early.

And then I heard another sound—singing, but not that of a songbird. I walked over to the edge and looked down at that orange glow. The woman was singing. She had a nice, soothing voice. It was impressive—but also annoying. She was probably scaring away the endangered birds with her singing, her big campfire, and her neon orange tent. Meanwhile, I was keeping my fire’s height to a bare minimum and I was about to retire to my custom ghillie tent. Maybe I was going to have to go down there and say something to her. I’m sure I would feel guilty doing it, but she was going to waste my whole trip if I didn’t do it. Sorry, lady. You’ll have to find somewhere else to tan your perfect tits.


CHAPTER II

I heard the chirping again in the early morning, emanating from the same direction as before. It was a distinct sound and it got me terribly excited. I knew deep down inside that I was hearing the Pacific Warbler. But it was distant—at least a couple of kilometers away, and birds—especially warblers—never stay in the same place for very long. So I made quick work of my breakfast, got my camera set up, and I began hiking towards the sound.

Those woods were quite beautiful, untouched after thousands of years. The loggers hadn’t made their way up quite that north yet. It was peaceful out there, with the morning sunlight warming my face. There was no wind, no swaying trees, and when the distant birds weren’t chirping, there seemed to be no noise at all. When it’s silent like that, if you listen hard enough, you can hear a low humming—it’s very faint. I believe that’s the sound of the earth spinning on its axis.

I didn’t hear that chirping anymore, and I wasn’t sure how close I was to the sound’s origin, so I decided to stop and set up for the day. I found a nice little space next to an ancient tree, and I carefully scanned the treetops, using my zoom lens to punch in tight. When it comes to finding birds, you need to have three things: a quality lens for your camera, a good eye, and a hell of a lot of patience. Birds have incredible hearing. There was no question that the elusive warblers heard me coming the moment I left my campsite. But as long as I was quiet and patient, they would come back. If three people were able to snap photos of them, then I could do it, too.

I sat there all day. I brought a magazine with me: Bird Aficionado. It was an old copy, but it was a personal favourite of mine—and it had a three page special on the Pacific Warbler. It’s important to give your scanning eyes a break while bird watching. Scan for thirty minutes, then occupy your mind with something else for thirty minutes, so that every time you look to those treetops, you’re looking with a fresh mind and fresh eyes.

After about four hours, I started to feel uncomfortable. The blood in my body was beginning to pool in my ass. I tried rocking from side to side, to get my blood moving, but the discomfort persisted. Sometimes bird watching is a lot like being on a long plane ride. I could have stood up and done a few jumping jacks, but I didn’t want to scare the birds away. You can stand up on a plane and do some jumping jacks, but you’ll almost certainly freak out a bunch of passengers.

I didn’t see any birds that day. Not even a crow or a sparrow. That spot really was exceptionally desolate. As the sun began to dip below the forested horizon, I started back towards my camp. I hadn’t eaten anything all day. The smells of food can scare away certain birds, and the smell of people can do the same thing, which is why you always need to plan for more than just a few days if you want to see the rare birds—give your body a few days to become one with nature. Let the smells of the cities fade away.

On my way back, through the impossible silence, I could hear that voice again—the voice of the beautiful camper. Again, it was a nice voice, but if I could hear it, the warblers could definitely hear it. I was going to need to confront her, ask her to leave. Or, I was going to have to travel much further away from my basecamp. I cringed at the thought of moving. My spot was perfect. I had an almost complete vantage of the Pacific Warbler’s supposed homeland. If I moved five kilometers out, there was a good chance I wasn’t going to be in their habitat anymore.

So it was settled, I was going to confront her and ask her nicely to leave. Surely she would understand. Surely there were other spots in the wilderness she could go about her sunbathing and relaxing.

I peered over the ledge with my binoculars. She was sitting by that small body of water again, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny bikini bottoms. She was smiling. She looked happy and peaceful. Her feet were dipped into the water and she was kicking them gently. She looked like a hallucination, the kind of beauty you might see in a desert oasis after wandering the hot sands for days without water. She had a peculiar glow about her. She let her head fall back and her long blonde hair flowed down to the rock below.

She slipped off of the rock into the water and she swam around, looking pleasant, happy, and peaceful. I couldn’t go down there and tell her to leave. Who was I to tell that woman what to do? Besides, I was getting a free show of one of the most beautiful creatures on the planet. It almost seemed unfair that she was so beautiful. There were women in the world who would have murdered for that beauty. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her, even though I knew I was being a total pervert, a complete weirdo.

I certainly wouldn’t have felt comfortable finding out that I was being watched while I floated around naked in a warm pool of water. I probably should have pulled my attention away, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t—especially once her hand moved down between her legs and she started to touch herself.

My God, she was masturbating! Now I was getting a real show, and it beat the hell out of bird watching. I couldn’t see below her sternum, her lower half submerged in the water, but there was no mistaking she was stroking her pussy. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing deeply—her breasts heaving. I watched her squirm slightly as she rubbed herself. My cock got hard as I watched. I found myself reaching down towards my crotch, tempted to rub one out at the sight of her, but I already felt naughty enough just watching. I didn’t need to start whacking off out in the open while I spied on a beautiful woman.

So I kept my hands off of myself, but I couldn’t stop watching. I zoomed in as far as I could with my binoculars. Her arm was shaking fast. She must have been deep and really going at it. I wondered what she was thinking about, what sexual fantasy could possibly come to her way out in the middle of nowhere like that. It must have been a good one. Her dream man must have been fucking the living hell out of her, bending her over and pounding her until her body was numb.

Her body trembled, contracted, and then she relaxed with a big, beautiful smile on her face. She must have came, and she came quickly. Quickly but intensely. It was a sight I knew I would never forget. I’d seen a lot of birds in my life, and I bet you I couldn’t remember half of them—but the image of that blonde bombshell fucking herself in that pool of water, that memory wasn’t going anywhere.

But it did kill my plan. Now I really couldn’t go down there and talk to her—not without embarrassing her half to death. I wasn’t capable of putting a person through such a terrible embarrassment. All I could do was hope that her trip was almost over and soon I would have the rest of the week to myself, that whole Pacific Warbler habitat, all to me.


CHAPTER III

She graced my dreams that night as I slept in the total silence on my ghillie tent. In my dream, I was watching her through my binoculars. She was sitting by the pool, naked, kicking her feet in the water. She had that smile on her face and she was singing a song I didn’t recognize. I’m not even sure it was a real song, or whether the lyrics were even in English. She dips her hand into the water and then she runs that hand up her body, clutching at her breast as if it’s the key to her euphoria. She fondles her breast for a moment before turning and looking at me.

She sees me, but she doesn’t seem to be disturbed that I’m watching her. I can’t stop watching her. I’m in a strange trance, hypnotised, as if not in control of my own body. She winks at me, but it’s hard to believe she can even see me. I should just be a little smudge on the distant cliff. Even with my binoculars zoomed in all the way, I can’t make her out completely.

She motions for me to come down and join her, biting her lip gently and then turning back to the pool. I remain frozen for a moment as I consider the offer. My heart is pounding.

The next thing I know, I’m going down there, walking through the trees. I can see her in the distance. I can hear her voice clearly. I can hear the gently splashing of the water at her feet. She doesn’t turn to look at me but she knows I’m there. I stop about thirty feet away and look down. I’m naked. Why am I naked? I feel suddenly embarrassed and I jump behind a tree. “The water’s warm,” she calls out, and then she laughs as if she knows I’m naked and she knows I’m embarrassed. I take a deep breath and then I start towards her. I have my hands in front of my cock. I feel so foolish for forgetting my clothes. How did I forget my clothes? Why was I still going towards her even though I was naked? Why did I even care? She was naked too.

I step behind her and she pats the seat next to her. I take the seat. My body is tense. I can’t keep my eyes off of her. Her skin is glowing, radiant. There isn’t an imperfection on her, not even a little sun splotch or uneven tan line. Does she live out here? The smell is incredible—like flowers and vanilla. I take the seat next to her and she puts her hand on my thigh. “Move your hands,” she says, but I have a hard time. I don’t want to expose myself. I feel so naughty. I don’t know who the hell she is, why should I show her my cock?

I do it anyway. She looks over and down at my member. “That’s a good boy,” she says, and then she reaches over and places her hand on my cock. She begins to rub, getting me hard. Once I’m nice and hard, she begins to stroke me off. But she’s not looking at me anymore—her focus is on the water, watching the colourful display that’s rippling through the water with each gentle kick of her feet. Where is that colour coming from? “Are you going to come for me?” she asked.

It feels so good, her hand sliding up and down my cock. “Yeah,” I say to her.

“Good. Come for me. Don’t hold back. Let yourself be free. Don’t you want to be free?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I said. I’m close to coming. Her fingers feel so fucking good—my God! She starts to fondle the tip of my cock with just her thumb and index finger. She’s massaging the perfect spot. My legs begin to tremble. “You’re holding back. Don’t hold back,” she says.

I’m holding back because I don’t want the moment to end. For some reason I know she’s going to disappear once I come, that this is my only moment with her—with the most beautiful creature on the entire planet. Please, don’t let it end! I don’t want it to end.

I come. My hot, white load billows down her fingers as she squeezes my cock tight. “Did that feel good?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I say.

And then she’s gone. The air is suddenly cold and I’m sitting there alone and naked. I want to call out for her but I don’t know her name. I don’t even know if she was ever there to begin with.

And then I woke up. I sat up quickly, looking around. I was still in my ghillie tent. But that dream was so vivid. As I went to stand up, I noticed the wetness at my crotch. I came. My dream of that beautiful stranger made me come in my sleep. I wiped myself and my sleeping bag up. My heart was still settling from my dream.

While I sat out watching the treetops for my elusive birds, all I could think about was her. I didn’t know anything about her. I didn’t even know her name. I just knew that she was stunning and I knew that she refused to leave my mind. Whenever I heard the gentle sound of her voice, I could feel my spirit lifting up, my heart warming. I didn’t even care if she was scaring away the birds, I loved that voice. I started trying to think of a way to approach her, without scaring her off, without letting her know I’d been on that ridge watching her casually for a few days already—without letting her know I’d watched her masturbating in that gentle pool.

I couldn’t think of any way. Sure, she might be polite to me if I approached her, but it would almost certainly ruin her trip. She was obviously out there to enjoy nature and enjoy her time alone. She didn’t want some unknown man walking up to her and chatting her up. She probably got that on a daily basis back in the city. I didn’t want to be one of the many who drove her out to the woods, and make her feel like nowhere was safe, nowhere was private.

So I made a promise to myself that I wouldn’t bug her, that I would stay out of her way. Though I couldn’t promise myself that I would stop watching her. I wasn’t a saint. If some Mafia guy offered you a million dollars, you would take it regardless of your morals, no matter what you think. If there was a beautiful naked woman sunbathing just down the valley, you would watch her. We’re only human, after all.

I packed up my things early—still with no Pacific Warbler sightings—and I went back to my little basecamp. I was hungry, thirsty, and more than anything, I wanted to catch another glimpse of my woodland beauty. I wanted to see those beautiful tits, that jaw-dropping face. From a kilometre away, I felt like I could see those shining eyes.

She was down there, wading in the water, looking happy and relaxed as always. The water seemed to sparkle, as if filled with gold flakes. I watched her for a good fifteen minutes before she pulled herself out and towelled herself off, with her back to me. This time, she was totally nude, her bottoms sitting alone next to the little pool. She bent over to towel off her legs and I was fairly certain I could see a tinge of her pussy—it was hard to tell from my distance and my high-angle vantage point.

I felt that naughty guilt overtaking me again, but it wasn’t strong enough to make me turn away. I had to keep watching. It would have been a crime to my manhood to go back to my little campsite and carve a stick into a spoon when I knew there was a gorgeous naked woman, dripping wet, just down the ledge and across the valley from me.

She turned around to face me. She bent over and used the towel to dry her hair. And hanging there between her legs was a long, thick cock. I froze at the sight of it. I didn’t believe what I was seeing. Was this another dream? Was it just an optical illusion—some broken tree branch swaying behind her? No, there was no mistaking it. It was a cock. She was a tranny, a t-girl, a chick with a dick.

I lowered my binoculars and I looked away. No, no, no, it couldn’t be. I must have been mistaken. I was hungry and I hadn’t gotten the best sleep. Maybe a hallucination? The lenses of binoculars were slightly dirty—maybe it was just a smudge and my brain was filling in the rest of the details.

I wiped the lenses and I raised the binoculars to take another look. There was no mistaking it: she wasn’t a she at all. She had a long, thick slab of meat between her legs. I’d watched a biological man jerk off in that pool of water. I’d dreamed about getting a handjob from a man. I’d spent the last three days swooning over the owner of a big, long cock. For crying out loud, her cock was bigger than mine! I looked away. I couldn’t look any longer. My head was spinning. I felt nauseous.

I returned to my little campsite and for the life of me I couldn’t remember what I was there to do. Oh right, to snap a photo of that bird. Right, right. I looked to the treetops, but my mind wouldn’t focus. The image of that blonde—standing with that long cock between her legs—refused to leave the forefront of my mind. “Birds. You’re here for the birds,” I said to myself. What birds? Oh right, the Pacific Warbler.

I couldn’t force myself to eat, so I went to bed hungry. I stared at the top of my ghillie tent until late into the night. Why was I having such a hard time falling asleep? Why did I care what was between her legs? That was none of my business. I was there to take pictures of birds, not swoon over women.

But I did swoon over her—before I knew what she really was. And even now that I knew what she really was, I still thought she was attractive. So what did that make me? Did it make me gay? No, no—it didn’t make me gay. Anyone would have made the same mistake. She looked like a woman. Her breasts were perfect and her curves were impeccable. Being attracted to her didn’t mean I was attracted to men—and I wasn’t attracted to her, I was just mistaken. It was all just a big misunderstanding.


CHAPTER IV

During the short period of time I did sleep that night, I dreamed. And she was in my dreams once again. It was the same exact plot as my previous dream. I saw her from that ridge, I made my way down to the valley, and I found myself hesitantly approaching her as she sat naked on the edge of that pool, with her back to me. I took that seat next to her and she looked over at me with a smile. “You came,” she said warmly, and then I noticed it between her legs: that big, heavy cock.

The moment I saw it, I remembered seeing it earlier—how could I have forgotten? It was a very big detail to forget! She put her hand on top of mine and slipped her fingers in between my fingers. We held hands for a minute and it was nice, but my heart was racing. I knew my hand was being held by a man—not a woman. I knew that the perky tits I could see out of the corner of my eye as I stared down at that warm pool of water belonged to a man. Was she a man? Her hands were so small and her skin was so soft. I’ve never heard of a man with skin so soft.

She gently lifted up my hand and brought it down to her lap, lowering it carefully onto her crotch. I tried to resist, but she was too strong—impossibly strong, or maybe I had become impossibly weak. She pressed my hand down on her cock and she began to rub my hand against her business. “Do you like it?” she asked.

My heart was really racing now, pounding aggressively. I was touching a cock. I could feel it throbbing, getting harder, getting bigger. I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t break away from her. She held on too tightly. “It’s my turn,” she said. She forced my fingers around her girth. She was hard now. “Don’t you want to get me off?” she asked. Her voice was deceiving—it was too feminine to have ever belonged to a man. There was no doubt in my mind that the voice slipping off of her tongue was a woman’s. Maybe the cock was a birth defect. Maybe it wasn’t real—some sophisticated prank. But why?

She was big. I had to bend from my elbow in order to stroke her whole length. Within a minute, she was rock-solid, like stroking a warm, throbbing pillar that nearly touched her sternum.

She let go of my hand, but I kept stroking. I could have let go, I could have gotten up and ran away, I could have done anything—but I stayed to stroke her off. I just kept pumping her, closing my grip tighter, picking up my pace, listening as she gently moaned and watching as her body relaxed. “You’re going to make me come,” she said.

I wanted to make her come. I wanted to watch her descend into euphoric bliss. I pumped as hard and fast as I could. Her dick was throbbing visibly now, bloating up, getting ready to blast. “Oh God,” she moaned, and then thick white cum began billowing out from her huge rod, shooting off in seemingly every direction. Then I woke up.

It was morning and the sound of that peculiar bird chirping was closer than ever—maybe just a few dozen feet away. I knew I had to move slowly and carefully. One sudden sound and the bird would take off, and it probably would stay away for days before it built up the confidence to return. I got my camera and I slowly screwed on my lens. Unzipping the tent was the real challenge of the morning, pulling that zipper so slowly that it didn’t make a sound, pulling it down one little notch at a time. Whenever the chirping stopped, I would stop with it. My breathing would stop and my heart would stop as well. Then the chirping continued and I resumed my slow escape from my tent.

With my tent open, I army-crawled out carefully. I looked around. The chirping was close, but I couldn’t spot it. The bird must have been just behind a tree, just out of sight. It was coming from a cluster of trees near the ledge that looked down at the valley, at the camping transgender woman. I continued my crawl towards the noise, curving outwards to get a better vantage point of the backside of those trees. I had my camera ready.

I must have crawled for forty-five minutes, moving one steady inch at a time. As I came around the trees, the noise stopped. I listened carefully, but it was silent. The chirping didn’t resume. After five minutes of silent waiting, I continued to come around the trees. There was nothing there. Strangely, there wasn’t even the sound of flapping wings, as if the bird hadn’t taken off, as if it was still there somewhere, hiding quietly from me.

I brought myself to my feet and I wandered around, paying close attention to the treetops, being especially cautious with every step. But still, no sounds, as if the bird was never there at all. Goddamn Pacific Warbler. I returned to my little campsite to make myself some breakfast.

While I was eating, I heard that chirping again. This time, it was further away, down that ledge and deep in the valley. I scanned the valley with my binoculars, trying to spot the elusive bird. I caught a branch swaying slightly. It didn’t match the gentle wind’s pattern, so it must have been a bird—quite possibly the bird I’d been hunting for days now.

That spot wasn’t too far from the warm pool where the transgender woman had been hanging out. I looked over at her campsite. It was still and silent. She must have been asleep. It was still early in the morning—I probably had a couple of hours before she woke up and scared off the bird with her singing. I quickly packed my bag and I started hiking towards the distant chirping.

I wasn’t going to let that trans woman ruin my trip. I wasn’t going to let my fear of confronting her ruin my chances of photographing one of the rarest birds on the planet—a photograph which could potentially be worth tens of thousands of dollars.

Besides—I figured that if I saw her up close, it might bring me some peace of mind. Sure, she was beautiful from afar, but up close it was probably much easier to see her manly side, the Adam’s apple, the broader bone structure, the thicker jawline, and so on. It was a potential opportunity to dispel the myth that she was a beautiful woman with a cock. More than likely, she was probably a manly lady with a cock, and my imagination was filling in the rest of the detail.


CHAPTER V

The whole way down the ledge, I couldn’t stop thinking about her—about her body and her impressive assets. Even if she did prove to be quite manly, she had a killer body, and that was impressive enough. My binoculars didn’t zoom in quite far enough to make out every detail of her face, but her figure was undeniable. Her curves were magazine-worthy. Her tits were exquisite. I’d seen so many botched boob-jobs, it was incredible to think that one of the best had been accomplished on a man. And those hips—was there even a surgery to give a girl bigger hips like that? I’ve heard of ass implants, but not hips…

And what would I think if I came face to face with her and she was beautiful? What would that say about me? What would that say about the biological laws of attraction? That a man can just adjust his physical appearance and suddenly be attractive to other men? Is there not more to sexual attraction than just appearance?

Hearing her voice would certainly snap some sense into me and clear up all the confusion. I’d heard transgender women speak before—no man can truly imitate a woman’s voice. It simply can’t be done. Men tend to just raise the pitch of their voice and bam, they think they sound like a woman—but there’s more to a woman’s voice than just pitch, a lot more.

I came within fifty feet of the noise. I stopped and scanned the treetops, and I spotted a branch that was swaying a little bit too much to be vacant. The leaves were thick, but there were plenty of exposed spots. It was time for my waiting game. I set up my little hiding spot and I readied my camera. I was prepared to wait until nightfall to get that picture. I was prepared to wait through multiple nights if it meant getting that priceless photo. My heart was racing. I was so close. Somehow I knew that chirping could only belong to the Pacific Warbler. I knew the Pacific Warbler was on that branch, hiding behind a cluster of leaves, completely oblivious to my presence. It was just a matter of time before it hopped over a few inches into my line of sight, into my camera’s line of sight. Any minute now, any minute now…

The branch started swaying more. I had a good feeling I was about to see the legendary bird. I readied my finger on the big silver button that would snap the valuable photo. My hands were shaking slightly but somehow I managed to keep the camera steady.

And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her. She was walking towards me, wearing nothing but a towel around her waist. I looked over at her. She was walking directly under the tree where my bird was hiding. I wanted to yell at her, but I didn’t want to scare the bird. It was still chirping. She looked up at it and smiled. “Hey birdie,” she said. She had no idea I was there.

I thought about making myself known, but I didn’t want to scare her. If I scared her, she might scare the bird. If she screamed, that bird would be long gone and it might not come back for a long time. But if I just let her walk right up to me and she thought I was spying on her, then she might really scream and really send that bird flying. I put my camera down.

It wouldn’t have been so terribly awkward had her tits not been out. It was going to be hard to convince her that I wasn’t some spying pervert. All I could do was hope that she didn’t see me in my little grassy nook, that she just kept walking by and I could sneak away. But I couldn’t just sneak away and miss my opportunity to photograph the Pacific Warbler… And it was highly unlikely she wouldn’t notice me as she walked by, unless she was mostly-blind. And if she could see that Pacific Warbler hanging out in that tree, she wasn’t blind.

I opened my mouth to let her know I was there, but I couldn’t push the words out. I tried a few different times, attempting to push out different sentences, but nothing came out. I was doomed to be caught. And when her eyes finally found me, she jumped back and threw her arms over her chest. “What the hell!” she shouted.

The fluttering of wings was heard but I didn’t see it leave. I missed my chance. “Goddamnit, woman!” I yelled. “Do you have any idea what you just did?” I stood up. I could feel the heat rising to my face. I was so worried about scaring her, about what she would think of me, but now that she’d scared off my bird, all I could think was how much I hated her. “That was a Pacific Warbler. Do you have any clue how rare that bird is?”

She just stared at me with wide eyes, her arms doing a lousy job of covering her tits. There was plenty of under-boob and side-boob and cleavage. It can’t be easy to cover big, supple tits like that. She was silent.

“I’ve been waiting for days to get a picture of that bird, and you just ruined it,” I said. I felt like I needed to stop and catch my breath.

“I—I’m sorry,” she said. It turned out, getting angry was the best solution to my problem. Now I didn’t have to explain what I was doing there or try and convince her I wasn’t some lunatic trying to get some nude photos.

I turned around and took a deep breath. I scanned the treetops hoping the bird just flew over to a new tree, but I couldn’t spot it anywhere. It was gone. I wanted to turn around and yell at the woman some more, but I knew it would accomplish nothing. Besides, it wasn’t like she’d done it on purpose. She wasn’t out to sabotage my photo shoot.

I turned back around. She now had her towel up around her tits. The bottom of the towel hardly reached her upper-thighs. Another inch or two higher and the tip of her cock would have been dangling down in plain sight. “I really am sorry,” she said again. I must have looked pretty pissed off.

“It’s fine, it wasn’t your fault,” I said. I started packing up my gear, ready to hike back up to my campsite to make a new game plan.

She watched me from her safe distance. Her cheeks were rosy. “So you’re like a nature photographer?” she asked.

“I’m a biologist, but I’m here as a bird watcher.”

“A bird watcher huh?” she said.

“That’s right. That bird you just scared off has only been photographed a few times, never up close.”

“The one with the red chest?” she said.

“Yeah, the one with the red chest. It’s called a Pacific Warbler and it only lives right here, in and around this little valley. It’s been twenty years since the last photo of it was taken, and now it’s looking like it might be another twenty years until another photo is taken.”

“Twenty years? More like a day. I got a nice photo of one yesterday. It came to sit with me by the water,” she said. “You can have it if you want.”

I stopped what I was doing and looked up at her. I couldn’t tell if she was screwing with me. She had a big smirk on her face, as if she was trying not to laugh. “What?” I said.

“Yeah, I’ll show you.” She turned around and ran off towards her camp. I wasn’t sure whether I was supposed to follow her. “Are you coming?” she called out. I went after her, keeping my reservations.

At her campsite, she grabbed her phone. She flipped through her photos and then turned her phone to me. Sure enough, there was a photo of the teal-bodied, red-chested Pacific Warbler right there on her phone. It was sitting on a rock and looking right into the lens of her phone camera. It wasn’t a National Geographic worthy photo, but it was the best photo ever taken of the bird. “I thought it was so pretty, so I took a few pictures. I call her Lucy. She comes down from time to time.”

“It’s most likely a male,” I said. “Male warblers are generally more colourful than females. I imagine a female Pacific Warbler doesn’t look much different than your standard Canada Warbler.”

She looked at me curiously for a moment. “Man, you sure know a lot about birds, huh?”

“I know a bit.”

“Well I like Lucy, and I’m going to keep calling her Lucy. She comes down to my camp all the time. She likes the crumbs from my hotdog buns.”

“It’s been down here more than once?” I said.

“She,” the woman corrected me. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I wouldn’t have believed it had she not had multiple photos to corroborate her story. One of the rarest birds on the planet came down and ate crumbs at some woman’s feet. In one photo on the woman’s phone, you could see the warbler pecking crumbs just inches from a set of teal-painted toenails. I looked down at the woman’s toenails, and sure enough they were teal, just like the warbler’s body feathers.

I was jealous. I’d been travelling the world, taking photos of birds, for over a decade, and this random woman who meandered into the woods had unknowingly taken photos exponentially more valuable than any photo I’d ever taken—and she didn’t even seem to care in the slightest. “You can have the photos, if you want,” she said.

“No offence, but these photos aren’t much use to me.” I was only half-lying. The photos would be ground-breaking and would circulate around every bird-watching forum on the internet and they might even end up featured on the news and in some textbooks. But they weren’t incredible photos. Her phone’s camera resolution wasn’t nearly high enough to produce a magazine-cover-worthy photo, and her compositions weren’t very interesting. But most importantly, I wouldn’t be able to claim the photos as my own. Call me conceited, but I hadn’t done weeks of research, travelled nearly a thousand miles, and camped out in the middle of nowhere for a week just to take someone else’s photos. I wanted to snap my own.

“She usually comes around dinner time. Why don’t you come back and take photos of her then?” she said.

I thought about it. Somehow it felt like a shot to my pride, but I prioritized that prized photo more than my pride, so I said, “Fine. I’ll be back here in a few hours.”

“I’m Laura, by the way,” she said.

“Alright.” I took off back to my camp to make myself some lunch and to process everything that had just happened. I let my jealousy slip as I became excited at the thought I had a good chance of getting a photo of the warbler later that night. I couldn’t believe how comfortable the warbler apparently was with humans—or at least with Laura. There were bird species that had spent thousands of generations with humans and wouldn’t eat crumbs just inches away from a human.

Perhaps if I got a few truly great photos, I could put together a whole article to accompany my photos. I could observe the Pacific Warbler’s habits while it hopped around Laura’s camp and maybe even include a few photos of Laura with the bird. Including a nice, beautiful woman seemed like an easy way to make my article a hit, getting my photos an incredible amount of attention.

But she wasn’t a woman. My God, I’d completely forgotten. That whole time I stood there talking to her, looking at her photos in her camp, I’d forgotten about that long, thick cock between her legs. Her voice wasn’t any hint to her true identity. It wasn’t the wake up call I was looking for. In fact, it was the opposite. It just lured me deeper down the rabbit hole. It made me question everything I’d seen. Maybe I was mistaken when I thought I saw a cock on her. Maybe I was dreaming—I’d been having incredibly vivid dreams after all. Was it possible I was confusing a dream with reality?

I sat at my camp and listened to the silence of the woods as the sun slowly crept across the sky. I knew I wasn’t confusing a dream with reality. I knew that woman had a cock, and no matter how hard I tried to convince myself that I should have been able to tell from looking at her face, looking at her body, and talking to her, I just couldn’t. My brain refused to accept that she was a man. She was a woman with a cock—despite such a thing being so impossible.

It was six o’clock and time for me to head back to her campsite to get my pictures. I was hesitant, even though I knew my bird would likely be there waiting for me. The whole reason I travelled out to those woods was just down that hill, and I struggled to bring myself to my feet. Was I losing my mind?


CHAPTER VI

When I got to her camp, she had dinner made for me: a hamburger, fries, and a salad. It looked like a dinner you would get at a restaurant, nicely presented on a clean plate. I asked her how she made the fries over the campfire, and she explained how she cut the potatoes herself and then baked them in a small tinfoil enclosure. It was impressive camping food, and it must have been a hell of a lot of work. I didn’t tell her I’d already eaten when I accepted the food. I thought that might be rude.

“So what brings you way out here?” I asked.

She smiled and looked around. After a short silence, she started explaining her love of nature to me, but it seemed like she wasn’t being totally honest. If you love nature, you can get it an hour from any major city—two hours if you want total privacy. There’s no need to go many hours out into the middle of nowhere. But I didn’t call her out on it. I just smiled and listened and waited for my bird to show up so I could take a picture. Whenever possible, I looked closely at her face and tried to see if I could tell she was really a man. Surely there must be some telling sign—a slight bulge on her throat, a hard jawline, that kind of thing. There’s a lot surgery and hormones can do to a person, but there’s a lot that those things can’t do. But she didn’t seem to have any telling signs.

I thought about asking her, but I knew that would be a terrible idea—in doing so, I’d also be telling her I watched her while she was naked.

“That little birdie is usually here by now,” she said looking around. I couldn’t even hear the sound of it chirping. I wondered if my presence was keeping it away. Lots of animals are more afraid of human men than human women. But how can they tell the difference? Is it just the way the woman looks and sounds? It must be, seeing as any pheromones coming off of Laura’s body would be detected as male by any animal, yet still the bird wandered into her camp on a regular basis.

The sun was starting to set. Laura asked me about myself and my work. I told her a little bit about myself. “I work mostly with wildlife rehabilitation. The birds are just a hobby,” I said.

“Do you want a drink?” she asked. She stood up and started towards a cooler. She was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts that just barely covered the round of her ass. She had a nice ass, which jiggled as she walked. I stared at it for a moment before realizing I was staring at a man’s ass, and then I looked away. A few minutes later, I found myself sneaking a peek at her chest. Her nipples started poking against her thin shirt as the air started cooling off. Was I staring at a man’s chest? Her ass was her ass, but what about her tits? What category did they fall into?

“How long have you been out here for?” I asked.

She thought for a moment and then forced a smile. “A few weeks, I think.”

“You think?”

“I haven’t been keeping track. I quit my job and decided to come out here while I re-evaluated things. I’m still waiting to figure things out,” she said. She looked down at her feet and bit her lip, as if to suppress some bottled up emotion.

The first few stars started to appear in the sky. “You know you should be able to see Mercury line up with Mars tonight,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, but I wasn’t really that interested. I was still waiting for my bird to show up, and I was slowly losing hope. She’d offered to take the picture for me if I left my camera with her for a day or two, but I wanted to get that picture myself.

“Really. It should be straight overhead.” She stood up and moved her chair right next to me, and then she pointed up. “Right between Taurus and Perseus.”

“You know a lot about the stars?” I asked.

“I took a few astronomy courses in university.” She leaned in closer to me. “See those two bright stars, just next to Orion? Those are the tips of Taurus’s horns. You can trace them back to its head—those bright stars there, and then his feet. It kind of looks like Taurus is fighting Orion.” Her body was pressed up against my arm and her face was just inches away from my face. She smelled nice and her skin was soft. I could see Taurus. “Perseus is just above Taurus. It kind of looks like a dead starfish. Perseus kills Medusa—he’s supposed to be holding her head, but I’m not sure I see it,” she continued to explain. She leaned in even closer. Her body was warm. “Just between the two constellations is where Mars and Mercury will align.”

“Interesting,” I said. I wasn’t really following. I was too distracted by the smell of lavender and chocolate coming off of her. How could any biological man’s skin feel so soft, like satin? Even her hair, which now graced my bare arm, felt like cashmere. Was that the product of hormones? And why was I so attracted to her, even knowing her secret?

I stood up quickly. “I should probably be going,” I said. “It’s getting late.”

She looked at me with wide eyes. “Don’t you want to see the alignment?”

“Another time,” I said. I picked up my camera bag and I began to store away my camera and my lenses.

“What if your bird shows up? Are you sure you don’t want me to hold onto your camera—just overnight?”

“No, that’s okay. Thanks though.” I got my things together and I started towards my campsite. I reached down at my side for my flashlight, but it wasn’t there. I’d forgotten it at my camp. I stopped and felt around for it, hoping it was just in another pocket.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“My flashlight. I left it at my camp. Do you have one I can borrow?”

“No, sorry,” she said.

I looked up towards my camp. It was totally black. It was a moonless night, and the shadows of the trees made vision hopeless. It was a good thirty minute hike to my camp, up a steep ledge. It was practically suicide trying to do it in the dark. “You can just stay here for the night. My tent is big enough for both of us. I don’t mind.” I didn’t have much choice. I could either brave the darkness and try to scale a steep ledge with no vision (which was next to impossible) or I could spend the night with her in her tent.

I looked over at her tent. It wasn’t very big. If it could fit two, then it was going to be a tight fit. If she’d been a real woman, I wouldn’t have hesitated. I would have jumped on the opportunity to spend the night cuddled up with her, feeling her soft warmth, smelling her beautiful scent. And now I was being given that opportunity—complete with the soft warmth and the beautiful scent… and the long, thick cock.

“I promise I won’t bite. And maybe we’ll wake up and your bird will be here,” she said.

A cold tingle ran down my spine. “You don’t mind?” I asked.

“Not at all.”

I put my camera bag back down. “Alright,” I said.

“But you’re staying up to watch the alignment, whether you like it or not,” she said, and then she hopped back to her seat, which was still right next to mine.

Had she been a real woman, I would have been obsessed with her. She was my type: cute, bubbly, a little bit funny, and smart. She wasn’t like the other girls. She talked about more than just painting her toenails and getting facials. She had real interests and she had a sense of humour… But she wasn’t a woman—and I had to remind myself over and over.


CHAPTER VII

I will admit the planet alignment was quite the sight to see, even though it was just two stars passing one another, two dots aligned for a few minutes. There was something very real about it. Powerful and predetermined, like fate brought the two planets together and then they went on their way. For a few minutes my mind was off of the fact I was about to spend the night in a small tent with a beautiful transgender woman.

“We should probably get to sleep,” I said. I turned to look at her, and she was already asleep in her chair, her head leaning against my arm. She was a peaceful sleeper. She looked happy. I didn’t want to wake her up and spoil that smile on her face.

Her tent was open, so I decided to pick her up and carry her to her bed. She was a deep sleeper, remaining asleep as I slipped my arms under her body and lifted her up. She was light, and her arms wrapped around me in some unconscious instinct. I had one hand on her ass as I carried her to her tent. Her ass was nice and soft and squishy.

I laid her down and I pulled the cover over her. Then, I slipped into the bed next to her. She slept on an air mattress with two big duvets—one of which was folded at our feet, probably reserved for the cold nights in those lonely woods. She only had one pillow, so in case we weren’t already forced close enough, now we were really close. After just a minute or two, she rolled over to face my back. I could feel her warm breath on my neck. A minute later, her arm was over my body. I became tense. My mind was a frenzy—a tug of war between enjoying the fact a beautiful woman was cuddling up to me, and the knowing that she was really a man. She snuggled in close, and I was fairly certain I could feel the bulge of her cock against my butt.

I tried to squirm away from her, but she just cuddled in closer. She was a clingy sleeper. I turned back to face her, considering waking her up and asking her to turn away for the night—perhaps we could set up the second duvet as a sort of barrier between us—but then I saw her beautiful, peaceful face. God, she was beautiful. She sure didn’t look like a man by any stretch of the imagination. She had the cutest freckles on the bridge of her nose and her cheekbones.

Was it really so wrong to feel attracted to her? Was it really such a tragedy that she had a cock? It was just one little detail off. Literally everything else about her was female, as far as any sane human could tell. So why was I putting up such a fight? Why was I trying so hard to resist her? What was the harm in letting myself follow my heart? Was I afraid of what other people would think? There weren’t any other people for many, many miles. So was I afraid of what I would think? All I was thinking now was that she was a kind, smart, beautiful woman.

I gently reached forward and brushed a strand of hair off of her face. I pushed it behind her ear. Then, I leaned forward and I kissed her. She kissed back instantly, as if she’d been waiting for it in her dreams. I wondered if she was dreaming about me. It was the most freeing moment of my life, the moment I let go of everything that was holding me back. I let go of all my predeterminations, all of the unwritten social rules that suddenly seemed so silly. Who decided right and wrong? Why did it matter that every woman meet such and such requirement in order to be considered a woman, and why did it matter if I was with a woman or a man or none of the above? Who cared?

Her eyes opened and she looked into mine. They closed again and then the kiss continued. And then, she pulled away. “Whoa,” she said. “What’s going on? How did we get in here?”

“I carried you,” I said. “You fell asleep watching the stars.”

Her eyes were wide. “I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong impression, but I—I can’t—I mean, we can’t do this.”

“Why not?” I said.

She was silent for a moment. “It’s just not a good idea. I’m just not available.”

“But I like you,” I said, and it was true. Nothing had ever been so clear to me.

“I’m not what you think I am,” she said.

“You’re exactly what I think you are,” I said.

“No, I’m not. It’s hard to explain, okay? Just, for your sake, let’s not do this.” I could see the pain in her eyes. She wanted to be with me, she wanted to free herself from those same shackles that hold us all down. But she couldn’t bring herself to do it. “I’m not what you think I am,” she said again.

“I know what you are and I don’t care,” I said. “I just want you.”

She stared into my eyes for another moment of silence. And then, our kiss resumed. I placed my hands on her sides and I felt her body. She was so perfect. I ran my hands up the bust of her tits and I squeezed. Then, I started making my way down. As I ran one of my hands down her pelvis, she reached down to stop me, still not sure whether I really knew her secret or not. I pushed through, running my fingers down her long, thick length. She froze, but I continued. Maybe she expected me to stop in horror, maybe she was waiting for me to truly realize what was in my hand. “What’s wrong?” I said.

“You really knew?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Like I said, I don’t care.”

She bit her lip in an attempt to hide her big smile, and then I rolled over top of her. I couldn’t get her naked fast enough. Now, she was smiling and her body was relaxed. That same peacefulness that was on her face while she slept was on her face now. She was free. We were both free—far from the judging gazes of the masses, far from the clutching, unwritten rules of society. Screw them all. Now there was just me and Laura.

I slipped her panties down and tossed them aside. She was starting to get hard. I took her cock in my hand and I gently stroked it. It was a peculiar sight: her perfect naked body with that long, hardening cock between her legs. It somehow seemed so natural, so intentional, so right. With my free hand, I felt her soft skin.

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Be gentle. It’s my first time.”

I smiled. I had no intention of being gentle. My heart was racing and my body was trembling. I bent over and sucked her cock until it was rock hard, and then I got undressed myself. Then, I got on top of her and lined her cock up with my asshole. Her eyes widened. It wasn’t what she was expecting. Hell, it wasn’t what I was expecting either. I was acting on impulse, surrendering to the moment. I slowly lowered myself down, feeling her thick cock stretching my tight anus wide. It felt good. I could feel her member throbbing, every inch of it against my anal walls. Somehow I managed to get all of her inside of me. I trembled and moaned and then I started to bounce up and down on that big cock.

My own cock was erect. She reached forward and gripped it tightly. She started to beat me off while she fucked me in the ass. I’d never pictured myself riding a cock before. Who knew it could feel so incredible? I loved it. I loved every deep penetration. I loved the sound of my balls slapping against her pelvis, the sound of my own saliva squishing between her hard rod and my stretched hole. I didn’t want it to end.

The trembling became more intense and a powerful tingling started in my crotch. “Oh my God, I’m going to come,” I said. She kept on beating me off, tilting my cock down at her perfect chest. I coated those perky tits of hers with my warm, white goo.

“Oh God,” she moaned as my load ran down her breasts. I could feel her cock swelling and bloating in my ass. She was about to come. Any second now…

It felt amazing, her warm load filling me up, her hard cock blasting away in my already-full asshole. I’d never felt anything more satisfying. It felt like a second, more intense orgasm. I screamed like I’d never screamed before, and then I fell over next to her, exhausted and euphoric. She looked into my eyes and smiled.

She fell asleep in my arms, and I woke up in hers. We spent the morning together, chatting by the fire, telling each other our life stories. She made some of the best coffee I’d ever tasted before, and she cooked up some delicious bacon and eggs. She sure knew how to cook on a campfire.

“When I was a kid, I wanted to be a singer,” she said.

“I’ve heard you sing. You’re very good,” I said.

“Thanks.”

“Sing me something,” I said.

She blushed. “Right now?”

“Yeah. Anything.”

She was quiet for a moment, and then she started to sing. At first she was timid, stopping to laugh mid-verse, but after a few verses, she became more comfortable. Her voice was beautiful. Everything about her was beautiful.

And as she sang, a little bird flew down and landed on the edge of her camping chair. I looked over at it. It was a Pacific Warbler. I froze at the sight of it. It looked at me nonchalantly, and then it looked over at Laura, as if it was there to watch her sing. I slowly reached for my camera, screwed on the lens, and then started snapping photos. It didn’t seem to mind.

Laura noticed it. “Hey, isn’t that your bird?” she said.

“It is. It likes your singing. Don’t stop.”

Laura kept on singing and the bird kept watching. I shot the best shots of the Pacific Warbler that had ever been taken—and I know because I’d seen every photo that had ever been taken of the elusive creature.

And then when I was satisfied with my photos, I put the camera away. My trip was a total success—the best ever. The bird photos were just a bonus.

I owed that Pacific Warbler everything. It had taught me so much about myself, so much about the natural order of things. Life was much simpler than I’d ever imagined. There was only one thing that mattered: beauty. And there was more to beauty than what a group of people determined it to be.

“When are you heading back to town?” I asked Laura.

“Probably tomorrow. I really should start looking for work and a new apartment.”

“You could always come and live with me, if you want,” I said.

“You have a spare bedroom?” she asked with a sly smile.

“Do you think we’ll need one?”

She started to laugh. She was beautiful, everything about her, no matter what anyone says.

THE END
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