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Chapter One

Josh

I was stopped at a gas station in the middle of nowhere when I first saw Daisy.

My first thoughts and I’m pretty sure these would have been the first thoughts of anyone that laid eyes upon her, were about how pretty she was.

She was tall, that was the first thing I noticed about her, followed closely by the fact that she was the hottest girl I’d seen all year, bearing in mind that I had spent the entire summer partying on West Coast beaches, getting with all kinds of college girls from all over the country.

But Daisy was different, I could tell this from the moment I laid eyes upon her.

She wore knee-high socks, a short, leather skirt that was especially tight around her ass, and a white top that showed off her petite figure. She didn’t have much in the way of breasts, but something about her tight little body instantly attracted me more than any huge pair of tits ever could.

She entered the convenience store attached to the gas station, ass swaying behind her as she strutted her way in, and it took a few seconds before I realized that my car’s tank was already full and that I was still staring at her through the glass.

The reasonable thing here would have been to pay for my gas and leave – after all, there was no way I was going to be able to get with a girl like that in a place like this. If I tried to come onto her she’d likely be creeped out and think of me as the guy who tried to seduce her in a gas station convenience store. Not to mention that I was just passing through here, and I had to be back at my college campus before the semester started.

But my eyes still refused to leave her. I kept looking at her tight, sexy body through the glass windows. And watching her shift her legs like that, her ass bulging against the leather of her skirt – well that was a sight capable of throwing all reason out of the window.

So despite it being a silly thing to do, I followed her inside.

A strong blast from the AC unit hit me as soon as I opened the doors, cooling my sweat-lined skin in the most pleasant way. But even the comfort from that cold blast of air paled in comparison to what I felt at the sight next to me. The girl, whose name I didn’t yet know, leaning with her elbows on the counter, her perfectly shaped butt poking into the air behind her, supple long legs on full display.

It was enough to make my heart skip a beat.

By the time I’d made my way to the counter, my heart had started beating much faster. A nervous sort of energy had taken root inside me, and I almost felt weak in the knees.

Get a hold of yourself, Josh, I said in my head. She’s just a girl.

By now all grandiose ideas I had of chatting her up had started dissipating, just being in close proximity to this girl was making me edgy – even though I’d been comfortable around girls my entire life.

I tried not to look at her, tried not to let her see just how nervous I was around her, tried to play it as cool as possible.

But it didn’t work.

Maybe she sensed my nervousness, or maybe she just wanted to talk to me, but the moment I reached the counter and asked the guy for a pack of gum, she brushed my arm, and it was as if an electric shock had just passed through my body.

The next breath I was about to take remained caught in my throat for several seconds. Time seemed to slow down as I turned my head to look in her direction, and my heart all but melted when I got my first good look at her perfectly radiant face: her platinum blonde hair done up in the cutest ponytail I’d ever seen on a woman, and the smile on her face was cute enough to die for.

“Hi,” she said, as my heart thumped at about a thousand beats per second. “My name’s Daisy.”


Chapter Two

Josh

I have to admit, I don’t remember much of what happened next, just that Daisy and I talked about something, and that I probably made a fool out of myself throughout the whole conversation. I can’t even remember what she was saying, just the sight of her lips moving as the words spilled out of her made me freeze up.

But I must have said something right, or perhaps it was just a play of destiny, because when the conversation finally ended, and Daisy started to walk out of the convenience store, she stopped by the door, turned her neck to look back at me, and winked.

I might only have been a foolish little twenty-two-year-old boy back then, but I knew full well what a wink like that meant, and I didn’t even waste a second before I followed her out of there, didn’t waste a single breath before I followed her into the narrow alley tucked discreetly behind the building.

When I turned the corner into the alley she was standing next to a door, she waited until she had me in her sights, and then swung open the door and disappeared inside. A few steps into the alley revealed that the door led to a women’s bathroom, and although I like to think of myself as a proper gentleman most of the time, I didn’t even hesitate for a single second before opening the door and following her inside.

The bathroom itself was cramped and had an old, faulty fluorescent bulb as its only source of light, but none of that was enough to dim the radiance that Daisy had instilled into the room with just her presence.

She smiled at me as I entered, making hot tingles run through my body with a curve of her lips and a view of her perfect teeth.

“This is the ladies’ room, mister,” she said, rather coyly, making my cock twitch in the confines of my boxers. “You shouldn’t be in here.”

“I’m terribly sorry,” I said. “I didn’t bother reading the sign on the door. My need to be in here was quite urgent.”

Her smile widened. “And what sort of need would lead a man like yourself into this shoddy old women’s bathroom?” She stepped in closer to me. My heart started beating even faster. The tingles from before had transformed into a near-constant vibration thrumming through my body.

“Well, you see.” I bent my neck to look down at my crotch, where a bulge was already beginning to form. “ I seem to have this problem that I can’t get rid of.”

Her eyes danced with delight as she stepped in even closer. Close enough now that I could smell the sweet citrusy scent coming off of her body. “And you were hoping someone in here could solve this little problem for you?”

My cock throbbed even harder in my pants. “Something like that.”

“And who were you hoping to find here?” Her hands made their way into my pants, my cock continued to pulse and swell in my boxers, a hint of precum forcing its way out of my tip and wetting the crotch of my boxers.

“Well, I suppose.” I gulped down the lump forming in my throat. “ I was hoping to find someone exactly like you.”

Her smile widened to an all-time high, and she immediately leaned in for a kiss. The only thing I could do was kiss her back. Her lips were soft, she smelled like flowers and oranges, and the feeling of her hot, skilled tongue slipping into my mouth was enough to drive me crazy.

She’d undid my belt by this point, and I’d slid my hands behind her, palming her delightfully lush ass between my fingers. My cock was practically dancing in my pants now, and I was beginning to fear that I might end up creaming my underwear if something wasn’t done very soon.

I like to think she read my mind, but the more likely explanation is that she probably judged from my shallow breathing, or from the fact that my twitching manhood kept poking her in the stomach.

Whatever it was, the end result was her dropping to her knees, and pulling down my pants and boxers, making my already desperate cock pop out of its fabric prison. It bounced in front of her face, and her eyes lit up at its sight: something that was very good for my self-esteem.

“Your problem does seem urgent.” She giggled a gesture that only made me harder.

“I did warn you.” I kept trying my best not to blow my load before she’d even gotten me in her mouth, but having her sitting there, her lips inches from my cock, was making this task increasingly hard. “So tell me, can you help me?” My voice was getting raspy, it was becoming harder to get the words out with how much I was controlling my breathing.

She looked up at me, delight and mischief in her eyes, and stuck out her tongue, flicking it quickly against the underside of my shaft, a move that sent tremors of pleasure radiating through my body. “I’ll see what I can do,” she said, and not a moment later she was swallowing me whole, clamping her lips on the bulging head of my cock, running her tongue across my shaft, her hands pumping the base of my twitching manhood.

I couldn’t help but groan as her mouth slipped along my shaft, couldn’t help but tremble as her tongue teased my throbbing veins, couldn’t resist putting my hands on her scalp as she bobbed up and down on my cock, my breathing coming fast and sharp and strained.

And in the end, I couldn’t help but come no more than ten seconds into the whole ordeal, my cock erupting inside her mouth with an almighty shudder, my seed spilling down her throat as she lapped up everything I had to offer her. The orgasm was mind-shattering – probably the best I’d had up until that point in my life, and if there wasn’t a door behind me to lean against as soon as I climaxed, I might have just fallen to the ground and injured myself.

The only sounds in the room for the next few seconds were from my heavy panting and the occasional licking noise from Daisy making sure she’d gotten everything. As elated and satisfied as I was about what had just happened, I was a little embarrassed about how quickly it had all ended. I didn’t want Daisy to think of me as some sort of ‘One pump chump’ so I opened my mouth in an attempt to explain myself to her. To make her understand that I had been traveling alone for a very long time and that I wouldn’t be so rapid in my release if she gave me another chance.

But before the words could leave my mouth, I heard footsteps in the alley behind us, and my heart started racing for entirely different reasons. Daisy must have heard it too because she was on her feet before I’d even pulled my pants up. And even though I was worried about the idea of us getting caught in here, she still had that ever-lively smile on her face.

“Better if we don’t get caught in here,” she said in a hushed voice.

I nodded my agreement.

“There’s a window back there we can jump out of.” She pointed to one of the three stalls in the back of the room and set off immediately for our escape route. What else could I do but follow behind her?

She entered the stall, pried open a window that seemed just about big enough for us to climb out of, and then jumped onto the toilet, putting her hands through the windowsill.

“I’m staying at the RoadInn Motel across the freeway,” she said, turning back to me. “Room sixteen. Meet me there at nine PM tonight.” She winked at me before she disappeared out the window.

At that exact moment, I heard the main door to the bathroom rattling open, and jumped onto the toilet in the same fashion that Daisy just had. You might be wondering that at this point of my story I would have gotten caught in some compromising position in a woman’s bathroom and that I’d have to deal with some mortifyingly embarrassing consequences, but that isn’t what happened.

I got out of there without any hitches, I don’t know to this day if the woman entering the stall saw a man leaping out of the window, or if anyone else spotted me. None of that happened. Or if it did, my mind was too perplexed to register any of it.

Why was it perplexed?

Because my eyes had seen something my brain couldn’t quite work out. You see, when Daisy had been pushing herself through that narrow bathroom window, she’d had her feet flailing behind her, ass up in the air, affording me a clear, upskirt view of her panties, and at that moment I’d seen the telltale signs of a bulging cock underneath her skirt.

Which could mean one of two things.

Either I needed to see an eye doctor, or I’d just been sucked off by a man in a gas station bathroom.


Chapter Three

Josh

It wasn’t a particularly big town – in fact, it wasn’t much of a town at all, just a gas station, a few houses, a couple of diners, and a motel sprawled across either side of the highway. There wasn’t much scenery around either, just an endless expanse of dry, dusty land that extended to either side until the eye couldn’t see any further.

Yet here I was, in my car in the middle of the day, windows rolled down, my feet up on the dashboard, eyes glued to the previously-mentioned nonexistent scenery, as I contemplated what I had just gone through.

I kept replaying that scene in my mind, again and again, letting the final images of Daisy tumbling through that window roll through my vision as my brain audited them closely, hoping – praying– to find any reason to invalidate what I thought I saw.

But the more I looked, and the more I thought, the surer I became that my eyes had not deceived me. The image of that bulge in her underwear was still fresh in my mind, every vivid detail telling me that – anatomically speaking – Daisy wasn’t a real woman.

But no matter how hard I tried, my mind couldn’t consolidate that fact, and no matter how many times I tried to, I couldn’t bring myself to fire up the engine and get the fuck out of there. It is true that my mind kept going back to the bulge in her underwear, but it also kept going back to the feeling of her tongue in my mouth, it kept going back to her sweet scent, to the cute little giggles she made as she slid her hands down my pants.

It kept going back to the feeling of her lips on my cock, the feeling of her head bobbing up and down across my shaft as I writhed in pleasure. The image of her bulge would pop up in my brain amidst all these thoughts, but instead of being disgusted, I found it adding to the whole experience. And before long, lost as I was in thought, I started to realize that I didn’t find the idea of that bulge so unappealing – in fact, and I don’t know when I really admitted this fact to myself – the idea was actually turning me on.

Again, I attempted to talk myself out of the whole thing. Even as thoughts of Daisy’s body radiated through my body like hot rushes, I kept telling myself that I couldn’t actually be attracted to her. That I wasn’t gay, and Daisy definitely had a dick, which made her – made him – a man.

But she isn’t a man, is she? The thought interrupted everything else rushing through my mind. She isn’t a man. I thought to myself again. Those weren’t a man’s hands you felt slipping down your pants. That wasn’t a man’s breath spilling down your throat. And those definitely weren’t a man’s lips wrapped around your cock.

In case you haven’t already figured out, this story is from a long time ago, a time before ideas of gender self-identification had become part of mainstream conversation, which means that a dumb college student like myself was not well versed in these topics. Still, the fact that Daisy saw herself as a woman made something click in my mind, the things I felt when I was with her in that bathroom ran through my mind once again, everything making just a little bit more sense with every passing second.

She isn’t a man. I thought to myself again but with far more conviction this time. She’s a woman because she sees herself as a woman. It doesn’t matter what she has between her legs, there’s nothing I, or anyone else, can do or say that will take away her womanhood.

And so I spent the rest of the evening getting supper at one of the diner’s in town, and a few minutes before it was Nine PM, I was outside her motel room, waiting for her to open the door.

My heart beating faster and faster with each passing second.


Chapter Four

Josh

The door creaked open to reveal Daisy standing there looking even sexier than she had this afternoon, a few errant strands of hair fell across her face, rows of perfectly pearly teeth showing through her radiant smile.

“I was starting to think you might not show.” She was leaning against the door frame in the most titillating way, her hip cocked to one side, her arms crossed just underneath her chest.

“I wasn’t missing this for the end of the world.” I stepped inside, wrapped my hands around her torso, and pressed my lips to hers, engaging in the hottest kiss of my life. I could feel electricity in the air as our tongues moved in the shared spaces that our mouths had become. Could feel a wave of heat and pleasure taking root in my body as my hands moved across her skin, tracing a path down her back until they were on that tight little ass of hers, my fingers itching to tear off the booty shorts she had on, my cock begging to unleash itself so that it may go to work again.

We kissed for what seemed like ages, our hands over each other, our tongues and jaws working through notes of pure, sweltering passion burning between us. I don’t even remember if we’d even bothered closing the door at that point. For all I know, we could have been giving anyone walking about a free show.

But we didn’t care.

I lifted her up and carried her to the bed, she wrapped her legs around me, hooking her feet behind the small of my back as she pushed her tiny little tits into my chest, as her hands played with the back of my head, as her tongue ventured even deeper into my mouth, awakening feelings that I’d never even known had existed.

I threw her on the bed, the old mattress creaked, and she sat up on her elbows, her knees raised just a bit off the surface of the bed, a devious smirk on her face. By this point my cock was all but ready to tear a hole in my pants and force its way out. I pulled my shirt over my head, removing it in one swift motion, every breath coming hard and heavy now.

But as soon as my hands went for my belt, she spoke up.

“Before we start,” she said. “I have to tell you something.” I looked at her lying there, looking like the sexiest person I’d ever seen in my life. I was glad to see that there wasn’t shame in her eyes at what she was about to tell me – only curiosity, and perhaps the slightest bit of mischief.

“I already know,” I said, my hands slowly undoing my belt. “And I don’t care.” My jeans dropped down to my knees as soon as they were loose, leaving nothing but my boxers between Daisy and my overly energetic cock.

“You don’t?” Her voice was very low, but there was also a smirk on her face that I couldn’t quite understand. “Are you sure?” She pushed herself up with her elbows, and then got onto her knees, bringing her face closer to my crotch.

“I’m sure.” I stepped out of my pants and pushed myself a little closer to the bed.

A little closer to her.

Her smirk had transformed into a grin now, and I could see a few signs of twitching coming from the crotch of her denim shorts – a sight that only made me harder.

“I can’t wait,” I rasped, heart beating fast enough to tear my chest apart.

“How lucky.” She got up higher, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my boxers, and smiled up at me one last time. “That you don’t have to.”

Within seconds my underwear was down near my ankles, and my cock was secured tightly between her lips.

It felt like heaven.

Her mouth felt even warmer than it had this afternoon, her tongue felt even more skilled, her lips even more plump. I might only have been in some run-down motel located in some shabby, backwater town, but with a goddess like Daisy running her tongue along my shaft, none of that seemed to matter.

I felt like I was on top of the world.

I threw my head back and ran my fingers through her hair again, pulling her closer, thrusting with my hips to the rhythm of her sucking. A groan escaped my lips and Daisy clamped down with her plump, full lips to strike at the opening. Shudders ran up my legs once more, heat and electricity swirling around in my cock as her tongue worked its magic – but there was no way I was going to orgasm too early.

A moment like this had to be enjoyed for as long as possible.

My balls swelled to their fullest and I felt my cock throb against the inside of her mouth. The groans spilling from my mouth keep getting deeper and the cute little moans she was making through a mouthful of cock were driving me crazy.

My cock started twitching again, and the tiniest bit of precum oozed through – she lapped it up obediently, not even pausing her efforts for a single second.

I can’t cum inside her mouth again. I thought to myself. Not again. This time I want to go further.

“I want to finish inside you.” I rasped, almost out of breath already. “I want you to take your shorts off.”

She rose slowly, leaving trails of her saliva dripping down my cock. The look on her face had shifted now, and an almost intense sort of energy radiated from her eyes. I took my hands to her sides, grabbing her by her hips and pulling her upright – pulling her face closer to my own.

I could smell my own cock on her breath as I went to kiss her again, slipping my hands down her sides until they were on the button of her denim shorts. “You’re incredible,” I said, slipping my tongue into her mouth, tasting my own cock on her.”

“I know,” she giggled back, wrapping her hands around the back of my head.

I undid the button slowly, and peeled her shorts off in a single motion, leaving nothing but her tiny cotton panties between us. I ran my hands to her backside as we kept kissing, slipping them over her lush, creamy ass. She yelped a little in my grip as I squeezed her down there, a gesture that only helped to make me harder.

“I’m going to tear these panties off of you,” I whispered into her mouth, hooking my thumbs in the waistband. “And I’m going to fuck you until you squeal.”

“What’s the holdup?” She smirked, and it was as if my hands worked without my express command.

I tore down her panties with a sudden jerk, revealing her beautiful ass to the damp air in the room – but her ass wasn’t the only thing that came out from under the panties – there was also her cock, a shy little thing propped up between her legs, as girlish and feminine as she herself was. I’d never thought it was possible, but the sight of that dick made me twitch even harder, and in only a few, short seconds I had her face down, ass up, my cock already wet, positioned right behind her eager little hole.

She laid her hands flat on the surface of the bed, buried her face in the mattress, and squirmed her hips up at me in the cutest way possible. I just about came looking at that sight alone.

But I couldn’t disappoint her twice in the same day, so I steadied my heart, took a deep breath, and pushed my wet manhood onto her twitching hole. She let out a low moan, making me twitch even harder. I rubbed my head over her hole, going around in circles, her asshole practically gaping with desire all the time.

“I want you.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. She sounded drunk on pleasure or arousal or perhaps some sick mixture of both. “I want you inside me.”

And far be it for me to be told twice.

I grabbed my throbbing manhood with one hand, positioned it directly against the opening of her asshole, and pushed in with as much gentleness as I could manage in that frenzied state. She moaned as the head of my cock slipped in, her hands clawing at the bunched-up sheets underneath her.

“Fuuck,” she groaned as I went deeper, the veins and ridges in my cock scratching the inner walls of her asshole. “Fuck. That’s so good.” I did not think it possible but hearing her say those words made me even harder.

“And you’re so fucking tight,” I groaned back, pushing myself even deeper into her. I knew even at the time that I didn’t exactly have the biggest cock, but the fact that I was capable of bringing a woman like Daisy to such a state was a big ego boost for me.

I pushed until I was all the way in, her moans and my grunts punctuating the silence all the while. Once I was balls deep in her, and my pelvis was directly touching the soft cheeks of her ass, I stopped.

For a few moments, everything stood still, the two of us holding this pose like it was the calm before the storm. Both of us sparing just one little moment to take all of it in, no sounds in the room other than those of our hurried breathing.

Then I started to pull out, and the grunting and the moaning were back. Once I was almost out completely, the head of my cock still barely inside, I paused again. I placed my hands on her hips, digging my fingers into that soft flesh, spreading my palms over her sweat-streaked skin. I held her with as much stability as I could muster, and then I bent at the waist until I was right next to her head, until my lips were right next to her ear.

“Are you ready?” I whispered in her ear, and the resulting shudder running through her body was answer enough.

“Yes,” was her one-word response, but with how much need she’d had in her voice as she’d said it, it was enough.

I began to thrust, my cock sliding in and out of her hungry hole as she began to scream in earnest. Every sound spilling forth from her lips was dirty and vile and reeking of pure perversion – and I loved it all the same.

My cock gaped open her asshole as she thrashed on the bed underneath me, her hands holding on as tightly as they could to anything that they could find. Her ass shook with the pressure of my pelvis ramming into her, her hips bucking against every thrust that I made against her.

My own grunts started to come harder and faster, and the way my cock twitched as it ravaged her hole sent currents of pleasure rampaging through my body.

“Fuck. God. Fuck.” Her speech was coming solely in expletives now, punctuated heavily by moans and screams and squeals as I pumped her from behind. Her entire body was almost convulsing as she writhed around my cock, her naked hips swaying underneath my failing grip.

“I’m gonna come.” I was finding it hard to speak with how hard I was breathing. My cock was shuddering with every pump now, and the tightness of her hole was a clear signal that I wasn’t going to last for much longer.

“Come inside me, babe.” Her voice was almost shrill.

And once again. I didn’t need to be told twice.

I lasted only a couple of seconds after that, my cock coming alive one last time with sweltering, red fire, the ripples of pleasure swirling through my body focusing on that one delicious spot inside her ass.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, an almighty shudder ripping through me as my cock erupted inside her, my wet, sticky seed flooding the tightest hole in her body. She moaned too, as my offering filled her insides until there was no more space left, until the excess cum started leaking out of her hole and forming little rivulets down her asscheeks.

The orgasm lasted what seemed like an entire lifetime, and I was on my back, panting hard as soon as I was finished.

“That… was… amazing.” It really did take three tries before I could finish my sentence, such was my level of breathlessness.

When she didn’t say anything in response I looked over at her and found her sitting up, her eyes staring intently into mine, the cock between her legs still erect as she sat there waiting.

“You didn’t come?” I asked her as I regained a bit of my breath.

She said nothing, only shook her head.

I began to sit up again, but she spoke up. “I’ll understand if you don’t want to,” she said, and this was the first time I sensed a bit of hesitation in her speech. “Most guys aren’t into that.”

I propped myself up on my knees, shuffled across the bed toward her, and grabbed her by the shoulders, staring her directly in the eyes. “I’m not most guys,” I said. She let out a nervous giggle, and seeing that cute little smile melt back onto her face was the best thing I’d ever seen in my life.

I bent at the waist, leaned down, and wrapped my mouth around her cock. And although I’d just had the most mind-shattering orgasm of my life less than a minute ago, the sound of her moaning as my lips covered her cock was enough to get me hard again.

I’d never had a cock in my mouth before, but with how turned on she was already, getting her to squirm wasn’t a hard task: just a bit of sucking and a little flicking with my tongue. She wrapped her legs around my head, pulling me in even closer as I sucked on her cock. The sounds of her moaning increased steadily for the fifteen or so seconds she lasted in my mouth, and then an almighty scream spilled from her lips as she finished inside me, seed spilling down my throat as the soft flesh of her thighs shuddered around my head.

She fell backward on the bed as soon as she was spent, and I climbed near her, embracing her in a tight hug, and pushing my lips onto hers, engaging in the most romantic kiss of my life.

“Tonight’s been the best night of my life,” I said, feeling the heat of her tiny little body washing into me as both of us readied ourselves for round two.

“The best night of your life so far.” She corrected me with a giggle, and the true relevance of that statement only dawned on me later when I was pulled even deeper into her world. When she began leading me down roads of perversion that I never even knew existed. When she introduced me to pleasures that would all but scramble my brain but still leave me gasping for more.

But those are stories for another time.

The end
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Trapped on the Camping Trip

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CW1HH1P

‘She let go of my wrist and I slipped my hand downward, down all the way until it was right between her legs. That’s when I felt it, when I first learned about Amber’s secret and the possibilities it held.’

I never expected to meet a girl like Amber on my first camping trip in ages. She has a tight little body that I can’t keep my eyes off of, and a smile that makes my heart melt. I didn’t think she would notice how I kept staring at her, how I kept glancing at her slender thighs, her curved hips, and her round butt.

But she did.

And instead of chastising me, she asked me to follow her into the woods.

Now I’m all alone in the middle of the forest with the hottest girl I’ve ever seen, and the only thing I can think about is the secret between her legs.
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