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I HAD GOTTEN USED TO going deep into the woods late at night on my own as a kid in high school. I had the perfect spot, deep in the woods, well off the main trail. There was a little clearing where I set up my camp with a big tent and two smaller ones. In the middle I lit a fire with wood I gathered before sunset. 

The spot was tricky to find. You had to go well off trail to access the woods, then pass through the thick dark area to the back of the clearing. No one was going to accidentally stumble onto it, or at least, that was the plan. So long as no one saw me make that first trek off trail, I knew I was home free. 

In all the time I’d been camping there I’d only passed a few hikers a couple times and never near the turn off to my private little slice of heaven. But things have a way of getting weird when you live off the beaten path. One night, I was enjoying the peace and quiet by the fire when I heard something big coming through the woods in my direction. 

I was convinced it was a mountain lion except it was too loud. The sound of branches breaking made me freeze in place, praying it wasn’t a bear. It was coming in my direction and there was nowhere for me to run. 

I got into fighting position, fists up and ready for anything. With my senses alert, my eyes scanning, and ears perked up, I heard the most impossible thing of all – a woman’s voice.

I hoped she wasn’t with six or seven more people. I have security precautions when I camp, and I didn’t want anyone to get hurt. I also didn’t appreciate the hassle. My temper was up. I wanted to mess with this chick and her pals a little.

After several minutes, which felt like forever, the sound of breaking limbs and rustling of leaves came closer. I could hear the woman cursing and crying. My curiosity was killing me.

I saw her when she was no more than fifty feet from me, making a beeline my direction. She had on a pink t-shirt stretched thin from her backpack over a perfect set of breasts. I could tell right away that she had no bra on. I could see the full outline of her huge tits and nipples through the flimsy fabric. 

I felt my cock stir to life at the sight of those amazing tits!

She looked like she was in her 20’s. She had blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. Her face was covered in dirt but underneath she had on full makeup. She was gorgeous, but her eyes were red from crying. I realized she wasn’t coming from the parking lot. She was coming back from the other side of the trail. 

She’s probably lost, I realized, feeling sorry for her.

I decided to help her. When she came into sight, I called out to her.

“Good evening!” I said trying to sound cheery.

She jumped, letting out a yelp!

“Thank goodness I found you,” she said, sounding scared and tired.

“Just enjoying some time in nature alone,” I assured her. “You heading up to see the sun rise or heading back?”

“Not exactly,” she said, coming closer. “Do you know the way to the parking lot? I’ve been lost out here for hours. I’m frozen and need to get to pay phone to call a friend to come get me.”

“That phone doesn’t work,” I said. “Been broken for as long as I’ve been coming here.”

“Shit,” she said, coming fully into view. 

She had on tight shorts that hugged her tight bubble butt. I could see scratches on her long, sexy legs. 

“What happened?”

“I was on a date, but we got into a fight, and I stormed off,” she said. “I lost my way hours ago. I thought he’d wait for me or come find me. You didn’t see a car in the parking lot, did you?”

“No,” I shrugged. “I was the only one when I pulled in and parked. Didn’t see anyone on the hike up either.”

“Bastard,” she spit. “Now what am I going to do?”

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Samantha,” she said in a seductive voice, eyeing me for the first time. “What’s yours?”

“George,” I told her.

“Can you help me, George?” she asked.

I was used to being asked for help by younger folk. As an older guy I had the look of a dad, even though I’d never had kids of my own. The grey in the beard and at my temples lent me an air of authority I guessed.

“Sure,” I said, perking up at the prospect of being close to this exquisite woman. “What can I do for you?”

“I scratched up my legs when I went off the trail,” she said, twisting her smooth long legs back and forth to show me. “You don’t have anything I can put on them, do you? They sting.”

“As a matter of fact, I do,” I said. “I’ve got a full first aid kit in the big tent. Come on, I’ll show you.”

“Oh, thank you,” she said, cheering up at once. “That would be great.”

A smile crossed her face. It gave me the chills. The closer she got the clearer it was. She was like something out of a fashion magazine. A total knock out!

“Right this way, Samantha,” I said, getting up and walking into my tent.

She followed me and I gestured for her to sit on the cot as I pulled out some ointment. She sat, bringing her mouthwatering breasts face level with me. I gulped, fighting the tug in my groin. All I could think about was sucking on those tits!

“Let’s see how bad it is,” I said, applying some to my fingers. 

Once glance was all it took to see she had scratches up and down her legs. 

“That bush got you good,” I said sympathetically. “This should take away the sting.”

I ran my fingers over the scratches, working the antibiotic ointment into them. She tensed up at my touch, then slowly allowed herself to relax as the discomfort went away. I knew it was working when she let out a low sigh of relief. 

“How is that?”

“Feels amazing,” she gasped. “You’re a magician, George. Your hands are magic! Don’t stop!”

I ran my firm hands up and down her amazing legs, feeling my cock growing harder by the second. Without even realizing she had done so, a slight moan escaped Samantha’s lips. She opened her legs a little wider, letting me massage the inside of her thighs. There were no scratches there, but she didn’t seem to mind at all. 

My fingers brushed her panties, slipping inside her sexy little shorts just far enough to feel the silky fabric. Samantha moaned in pleasure, closing her eyes and opening her legs wider. She enjoyed the attention, I could tell. I had no problem giving it to her! I was just trying to figure out how to hide my raging boner.
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“YOU HAVE DIRT ON YOUR face,” I said in a low voice. “Let me clean you up.”

I leaned in to wipe away the dirt on her gorgeous face, my hand brushing up against her full, firm breast, making my cock even harder. She said nothing. I took a big breath, trying to calm down. I could feel my erection painfully straining against my boxers in my jeans.  

I gently wiped the dirt from her face with my other hand, continuing to inch closer to her crotch with the other. She opened her eyes, and something passed between us, some unspoken spark. I felt time slipping away, my heart pounding. 

She leaned in and softly pressed her lips to mine. I reciprocated, pressing back roughly, passionately kissing her. Our lips parted and our tongues intertwined. My hands began to explore her amazing body. She pulled me in, running her petite, manicured hands up and down my back muscles. 

Pushing me back she pulled my shirt over my head, forcing me to sit up. She ran her hot hands over my torso, ravenous with desire. I’d never had a woman this excited this quickly. It was a huge turn on that made my cock all the harder! I imagined her pussy was dripping wet in her silky panties. 

With her legs around my waist, I could feel the heat of her sex through the fabric of her shorts, hypnotizing me. She rubbed herself up against my erection, showing no shame for her raw desire. I pulled her shirt over her head, exposing her full, firm breasts. They were absolutely perfect. I’d never seen a pair like them before, outside of porn movies.

Leaning forward I took her left breast into my eager mouth. I sucked and licked her hard nipple, showing off my tongue skills. She arched her back, pressing her breast harder into my hot mouth, as she rubbed her crotch against me, moaning like a bitch in heat.

I slid my right hand down over her stomach, heading to her shorts. I unbuckled them and slid them off, revealing the sexiest panties I’d ever seen. My mouth went dry. I was ready to finger her tight little pussy, feel her hot juices on my hand. 

“There’s something you need to know about me,” she gasped, hooking her long nails into her panties and pulling them down. “I’m not like other girls.”

“You can say that again,” I managed before she worked down her silky panties to her knees. 

A fat, hard cock sprang out. Under I saw a pink pair of shaved balls. My mind didn’t seem to want to understand at first. I was genuinely in shock. My mouth fell open, and I stared at her dick!

“I thought you were a woman,” I said, unsure of what to do. 

Even though I knew she was a guy I still had a throbbing hard-on for her. It made no sense. I’d never been into guys and never fantasized about shemales or transgender women. I didn’t have a problem with them, I’d just never seen one that inspired me, until that moment.

“I am, Daddy,” she purred sweetly. “I just come with extra parts. But that means I know how to make you feel good, better than you’ve ever felt with a girl before. How does that sound, baby? Do you want me to make you feel real good?”

Her words were like a spell, luring me in. Try as I might, I knew I could not fight her. 

Am I really going to keep going, I asked myself, feeling oddly guilty? 

“Don’t worry,” she said, reading me like an open book. “No one has to know, baby. It’s just you and me out here. Tonight, can be our little secret. Tonight, you can live out your fantasies without being afraid what anyone might think later.”

That did it. Any hesitation I had melted away at her promise of anonymity. I could always chalk it up to old fashioned curiosity. 

Samantha. Sam. It makes sense now, I thought. 

She pulled me back into a lusty kiss that knocked the breath out of me. I could smell her perfume, and it made me dizzy. I let my hand slip down and run over her erection. It felt nice, warm and soft on the outside, but rigid. 

I’d grown so used to my own cock; I never thought about the fact that someone else would feel so different. It was smooth, and nicely curved, with a pink mushroom tip that leaked clear fluid. Samantha had shaved her pubes into a cute little heart. 

While it may have been my first time with a trans, it was obviously not her first time hooking up. She moaned as I wrapped my hand around her cock and gently began to jerk her off. 

Her hand ran along my chest, down to the bulge in my pants. She rubbed it through my pants, quickly locating my belt and getting it off. She unzipped my fly and slid her tiny hand into my boxers, finding my angry cock and wrapping her fingers around it.

I let out a low grunt as she worked my cock, sending shivers up and down my spine. Leaning back, she pushed her hips up, giving me a clear view of her shaved, pink back door. It looked good enough to eat. I’d always loved anal but had trouble finding girlfriends who were into it. With Samantha, I quickly realized that wasn’t going to be an issue. 

Maybe being with a transgender lover will be better, I thought. At least I know she is into anal!

I spit on my fingers as she worked my cock, placing them at the entrance to her ripe, round ass. Ripples of pleasure rolled through me as she worked the sensitive underside of my erection like a pro. I worked my fingers into her sweet chute. 

Samantha let out a gasp of pure pleasure, arching her back and driving herself further onto my fingers. Her hungry hole swallowed up my hand as she wailed in pleasure.  

The sight of her smooth, glistening cock, lured me in. After all, she promised not to tell anyone. We were all alone in the deep woods. If ever there was a time to experiment it was then. 
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