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Transforming Love: Happy Trails

Also By Rex Haltier

When most people think of New York City, they don't think 'forest.' Nor do they think about hiking. When most people think of the Bronx, these ideas often make even less sense. And that is okay with me, because when I go hiking in the Bronx, despite being in America's largest city, I can be alone and enjoy nature and some measure of solitude. Even though I had been doing this for almost forty years, I was not tired of it.

Even more importantly, it made meeting Becca the glorious, afternoon interlude it was!

Now, the trails most folks who learn the sylvan secrets of the Bronx use is the Putnam Greenway, which is paved and haunted by bicycles and crowded with runners and casual walkers. Much less used, but still too crowded for my tastes, is the Old Croton Aquaduct Trail, which, while unpaved, runs straight as an arrow through Van Cortlandt Park. Both these trails are popular because they extend up through my hometown of Yonkers. And beyond.

The better trails are those that wander and meander through the woods. Some of them have names. Many don't. In the broad expanse of parkland between the golf course on the west, and a couple neighborhoods on the east, there is plenty of space to pretend to get lost in the woods.

That day, the day Becca and I shared our passion, was a warm and sultry, late summer day. I had gotten out early to enjoy the morning in the woods. It promised to be a hot day, and I hoped it would keep most people home and in the comfort of their AC. And I had a very pleasant morning, walking, and trying to spot the deer and other wildlife.

A little past noon, my stomach began trying to get my attention. I realized that I had not eaten since around sunup. Something easily fixed. Since my house backed right onto the park, a short walk would bring me home. So I descended from the deeper woods near the Thruway, down to the Old Croton trail. That would take me straight home. The trail is like a laser, barely curving from side to side and absolutely flat, so it's easy to see someone coming from quite a ways away. I saw that I had come out of the woods at the southern end of the trail, which was okay as it would be a good cool down. 

About halfway to the edge of the park, and home, there stands an odd structure next to the trail. Build of stone blocks, it looks like it could be a support for a bridge or railway. However, because it stands along the path of an abandoned aqueduct, I knew it was an old pump house. Off the trail, here are a couple of broad concrete platforms and stairs. And it was here that I encountered Becca.

As I padded along the soft, earthen path at this point, I glanced over and spotted a flash of blonde hair. Busybody that I am, I slowed and looked over the edge to one of the concrete platforms below. And there she sat. Longish blonde hair tied back in a tail. From where I stood, I could almost see her profile. Smooth skin and high cheekbones. Her shirt, tight running-wear, cupped curves of small breasts. Her arms were slender yet cut so her muscles stood in relief. A very pleasant looking woman. Not to be a skeeve, I made to move on, but I noticed that her hands were in her lap, between her spread legs, rubbing.

Like any guy, I try. Who wants to be skeevy motherfucker, right? I certainly don't want to be one of those scurvy guys one sees on the street staring at or even stalking any attractive woman on the street, or trying to look up dresses or down shirts for a glimpse of... What? But if a woman pleasures herself in public, well...

I watched for a few moments as she felt herself through her shorts. I felt a familiar heaviness grow in my own shorts. Nevertheless, I made to leave – I would have hated for her to suddenly discover some old dude like me spying on her private moment. Even with fantasy images of what she looked like naked or speculating how hot and wet her pussy would feel as it enclosed my cock within her body, it was time to go.

But that's when she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her running shorts.

Berating myself for being too weak to do the right thing andwalking away, I remained right there. I watched as she lifted her butt and started pulling down. She slowly (or so it seemed) revealed the pale globes of her ass. It looked soft and I wondered what the would feel like under the palms of my hands. I put one hand on my throbbing erection and watched settle back on the concrete step and her pull her shorts further down her thighs, which were gorgeous. She drew her knees to her chest to slide the shorts around the bend and down her calves. Astoundingly, she kept going and pulled them over her running shoes.

Jesus! When she brought her feet back down, her glorious, golden bush shone in the sunlight filterng through the leaves of the trees. I squeezed my dick through my shorts and felt like I was about to cum right then and there. My eyes riveted on her thick, blonde bush, and her long, lean legs, I felt nailed to the spot, unable to turn away and leave her to her private pleasure.

She ran her hands over her hips and thighs, which she kept pressed tightly together. Amazingly, dug her fingers under the hem of her shirt and pulled up. In one swift motion, it was up and over her head. And there she sat, clad only in her sports bra and running shoes. And she was glorious!

As rubbed and squeezed my dick through the fabric of my khaki shorts, I watched her run her own hands over her belly and up to squeeze her tits. I heard her moan. Then she ran a hand down to her thick, pubic patch and further, down, between her thighs. She fumbled there a moment, then brought it forth again.

I gasped.

In her hand, barely contained by her wrapped fingers, was long, hard cock.

Her head whipped around to stare up at me. For just a moment, she had an expression of pure terror. I held my hands up and back a step away. For a long time (or so it seemed) we just looked at each other. Her expression softened as she took me in, just an old dude on the trail, shocked and surprised. Then she grinned.

“Like what you see?” she said.

I swallowed hard, my eyes flicking between her lovely face and her dick, throbbing in her hand. Even as I watched, she began to stroke it. “You're beautiful,” I stammered.

“Even with this?” She waved her penis back and forth.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Want to come down here?”

It was like a trance. This was totally new. I had had plenty of relationships over the years. I was even married for a few of them. Never lacked for companionship. But in all those years, I had never seen a woman strip naked in the broad daylight. Nor had the fantasy of a gloriously nude woman in open spaces of the forest ever been more than that, a fantasy. Nor had I ever seen a woman with a dick, let along one hung like this one! Silently, I stepped down to her. She patted the step next to her and I sat. She stroked her cock while looking at me. My eyes kept flicking between her lovely face – it was truly lovely: feminine with only the slightest hint of boyishness – and that dick. The thing was easily seven inches long and thick. The purplish-pink helmet of its head shone in the sunlight. It was mesmerizing. I found that I was salivating.

She giggled. “You're cute,” she said. She reached out and squeezed my arm and I noticed her nostril flare slightly. “And strong.”

I shrugged. “I keep fit.” I reached over and slipped my hand across her flat belly. It was soft as any woman's I'd every touched. I slid it up and cupped one of her small breasts, still cupped by her sports bra. She gasped at the touch. “You're not afraid someone might come by and see you sunbathing in the nude.”

She shrugged. “Didn't really think it through,” she said. “I've been here almost an hour and had not seen a soul.”

A lot of things were flitting through my mind as we sat there, starting to get acquainted. First and foremost, of course, was that this was a transwoman. I had never met one, who I was sure was trans. Like a lot of men, I was curious, but with a lot of denial – something about the idea of a woman with a penis instead of a pussy was titillating. Maybe it was the belief that a transwoman might have more familiarity with men's needs than a cis-woman. Deep down, I knew that was not quite true, but... On top of that was the curiosity about sex with a person with a dick. It's not really being gay, but something else. 

The truth? I am not attracted to men, but I am attracted to cocks. I've always wanted intimacy with a person who shared the same gear as me – but not a man. And here, now, was the secret dream come true. She must have sensed it, because she grabbed my wrist and pressed my hand down. Under the heel of my hand, I felt the soft, bushiness of her pubic hair. Then something hot and firm. A look of longing on her face encouraged me. I looked down and grasped her dick in my hand.

She let out a long, breathy sigh.

It was an odd feeling at first. It was like holding my own, hard cock, yet not. The feeling of having a thick, throbbing rod in my hand was familiar – especially since I held her dick in pretty much the same position as I would hold my own dick. But it was not my own dick – I could not feel my hand wrapped around my own
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