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Riding the Dickgirl Hitchhiker

By C.C. Winters

Andy’s vastly underestimated just how boring a road trip alone can be. Luckily he runs across Zoe, a tall, dirty blonde hitchhiker with long tan legs and a gorgeous smile, and since she’s heading to a town surprisingly close to where he’s going his tedious drive has suddenly become a lot more interesting.

He likes her well enough initially—she’s bright, considerate, and has great taste in music—though he likes her a hell of a lot more once he finds out what she’s hiding in her pants.

But things are rarely as simple as they seem, and with inevitable feelings come inevitable complications. Can she trust him enough to let him in? and is it really possible for love to blossom in only three days?


Chapter 1

In retrospect, deciding to drive 2,500 miles across the country was a huge fucking mistake.

Sure, I was saving a couple thousand dollars by driving myself and my meager belongings from Massachusetts all the way to Arizona, but after only a day and a half of driving, I was really starting to regret my decision to pocket the moving bonus offered by my brand new job.

It wasn’t so much that I disliked driving as it was that I was bored. Painfully bored. I was sick of listening to music, podcasts, and audiobooks, and for hours now I’d seen nothing besides trees, grass, and farmland. When people referred to the midwest as flyover country, they weren’t kidding.

Worse yet I was still in Indiana, so at minimum I had another full day of driving in Nowheresville, America. Up until now I hadn’t been in a rush, stopping to see things like the world’s biggest rubber band ball or making a stop in Philly for a cheesesteak, but now I was almost gunning it. The faster I drove, the sooner I could see something interesting again.

My eyes caught on a flash of bright teal then, and when I studied it I had to blink a few times to make sure that I wasn’t hallucinating. There was a woman walking along the side of the road, tall and slim and wearing a huge aquamarine hiking bag. Her dirty blonde hair fell to rest in slight waves over a dark grey t-shirt, and that led into a pair of light blue jean shorts that showed off her long tan legs and round, perky ass extremely well.

I wondered what she was doing out here all alone, slowly trudging along with the hot sun beating down on her from above, and then she turned her body towards me and rather halfheartedly stuck out her thumb. I was confused by the gesture for a moment or two, but then I rolled my eyes and scoffed at myself.

Right, she was a hitchhiker.

On one hand I’d seen enough horror movies to know that picking up a stranger was probably a bad idea. There was a non-zero chance that she was a serial killer, or worse, an insurance salesperson.

On the other hand she looked exhausted and I was bored, so I slowed down and pulled over to the side of the road. I watched in my rearview mirror as she jogged towards my hatchback, and then she was leaning down to look at me through my open passenger-side window. Now that she was so close I could see the hazel green of her eyes and the pink plumpness of her lips, the features standing out on what was already a very pretty face.

“Hi!” she said, giving me a bright smile. I could detect a hint of nervousness in her voice, which was fair. Just like how I was jokingly worried about her being a serial killer, she probably had real, actual concerns about me being the same.

I smiled back, trying to appear as friendly as possible. “Hey. Where ya headed?”

“Arizona, or as close as you can get me.”

My eyebrows rose at that. “No way, I’m going to Tucson.”

She looked like she didn’t believe me, and I fully understood why—that was just the kind of thing someone who really wanted to get you into their car would say—so I gestured to my car’s GPS which clearly showed Tucson as my destination, and she laughed, her shoulders relaxing a bit.

“I guess it was meant to be! I’m heading to Bisbee which is a couple of hours away from there I think. So, can I get a ride?” She jokingly batted her eyelashes, and I chuckled. Like I could ever refuse.

“Sure, hop in,” I offered, sweeping my fast food wrappers onto the floor and moving my backpack and bags of snacks to the backseat.

The young woman beamed and wasted no time opening the door. She removed her bag to place it on the car floor first before sliding into the seat next to me, and I did what I could not to stare at her long tanned legs. The last thing I wanted was for her to think that I was a pervert. She buckled herself in, and then I shifted the car into drive and pulled back onto the two-lane road.

“I really appreciate this. I’ve been walking for quite a while now,” she said, sighing.

“Yeah? Where from?”

“A tiny town in Vermont. My grandmother’s going to let me stay with her in Arizona, but she couldn’t afford to buy me a bus ticket and I’m kind of broke myself.” She shrugged her shoulders with a thin smile that implied there was something more to the story, but I didn’t press.

“Wow, that’s a hike. You’ve walked across three states?”

“No way, a nice old lady got me most of the way to Indiana. Thanks to her I’ve only had to camp out for one night so far, and before you, she was the only person who both stopped and wasn’t a complete creep,” she said, giving me a glance that clearly implied she wasn’t sure about the creep part yet. “What about you? What’s in Tucson? Maybe a girlfriend?”

I shrugged a blasé shoulder. “Nah, nothing as interesting as that. I graduated college a few months ago and it took me until now to find a decent job.”

“Oh, that’s awesome! I guess we’re both getting fresh starts then.” She fell silent for a short while, her knee jumping anxiously, and combined with the way her legs were angled away from me she was clearly still deciding on whether or not to jump back out.

And then her stomach growled.

“You didn’t hear that,” she mumbled, cheeks flushing.

“I’m a lot of things, but deaf isn’t one of them. There are some snacks in the back there if you want,” I said, gesturing to the backseat.

She immediately perked up and reached back to grab a box of cheese crackers, though right as she was about to open them she frowned and looked over at me again. “Are you sure I can eat some of these?”

“You can eat the entire box. I really overestimated how much food I’d need.” Which was an understatement. I’d dropped well over fifty dollars on junk ranging from chips and cookies to packs of beef jerky.

She grinned and began to stuff the snacks into her mouth like a person starved, the little orange crackers disappearing down her throat by the handful. She only just barely avoided making a mess, and I waited until she finished most of it and took a drink from her thermos before I spoke again.

“So, what’s your name, anyway?” I asked because frankly it was kind of eating at me.

Her eyes widened, and then she laughed. “Oh my god, I’m so embarrassed. I’m Zoe, you?”

“Andrew or Andy, but never Drew. That’s my dad’s name.” I offered her my fist and she lightly tapped her own against it.

“Nice to meet you, Andy-but-never-Drew.”

With a stomach full of food Zoe finally relaxed, and we chatted for a while about everything and nothing. I learned that it was her first time hitchhiking which made sense given her nervousness, that she’d already been traveling for a few days, and that she was only a couple of years younger than me at twenty-one. I really liked her bubbly and cheerful personality, and more than that she seemed to enjoy my company too.

I was shocked when night began to fall—time really did fly when you were having fun—and it was then that I started to feel a little anxious. I tapped nervously at the steering wheel for a few seconds, unsure of how to broach the subject before deciding to just come out with it.

“So, not to put you on the spot or anything, but I actually have a reservation at a hotel in St. Louis.”

Her uncertainty returned, and she seemed to deflate somewhat. “Oh.”

“Yeah, so I can drop you off somewhere and then pick you up again in the morning, or if you want you’re welcome to stay in my room. It’s up to you.” I hadn’t been planning on making the offer at first because ultimately I didn’t know her, but she really did look tired and I didn’t want her to find a ride with someone else besides. My trip felt like it was going twice as fast thanks to her.

Zoe bit her lip, clearly just as uncomfortable with the offer as I was. “I don’t want to impose,” she finally mumbled.

“You won’t be,” I shrugged. “I’m not nice enough to give up my bed, but the room has an armchair and there’s always the floor. I’d even be willing to give up a pillow.”

She laughed a little at that and then nodded. “If you don’t mind. Thanks, Andy.”

“Of course.”

The drive was more awkward after that, the both of us now too aware of each other to fall back into easy conversation. For various reasons I wasn’t expecting anything sexual to happen between us, but I felt like anything I could possibly say to put her at ease would just make her more wary of me.

We made it to the city soon afterwards, and after checking into the hotel and getting a couple of key cards I drove us around to our room. It was a rather average 3-star room that I’d been able to get a pretty good deal on, and besides the usual bed, dresser, and flatscreen there was also a small table with two plastic chairs and a larger, more comfortable-looking armchair.

We put down our bags and stared awkwardly at each other for a few seconds, and it was only then that I noticed how much taller Zoe was than me. She was easily over six foot, and although I wasn’t short I still found that I had to tip my head back just to look her in the eyes. It only attracted me to her more, and I cleared my throat and glanced away before she could notice.

“I’m gonna go ahead and shower. Feel free to watch whatever you want,” I said, motioning towards the TV as I headed to the bathroom, and I was careful to take the bag that held all of my important things with me because while I liked her well enough I wasn’t an idiot.

I spent a good ten minutes washing up, the hot water blasting against my skin and relaxing my tired muscles, and when I was done with that and brushing my teeth I dressed in a pair of black sweatpants and an old college t-shirt before exiting the bathroom.

I half expected Zoe to be long gone but instead she was sitting cross-legged in the armchair watching some cooking show, her boots and thick socks on the cheap carpet in front of her, and she was rubbing tiredly at her somewhat large feet.

“Shower’s free,” I said, jerking a thumb back towards the bathroom as I plopped down on the queen-sized bed with a towel slung around my shoulders.

“Awesome! I haven’t had a real shower in days, so I’m going to be in there for a while,” she warned. She jumped to her feet and grabbed her pack to get cleaned up, and in the meantime, I continued to dry my wet hair.

She wasn’t joking about taking a long time because it was almost a full hour before the door opened and she came out of the bathroom looking flushed and freshly showered. She’d swapped her jean shorts for bright red cotton ones that were somehow even shorter, and over them she wore a large grey sweatshirt that she was absolutely swimming in.

I was surprised when she crawled onto the bed next to me, and even more surprised when she rested a shaking hand on my thigh.

“Uh, Zoe?” I asked with a frown. “What are you doing?”

“I…I want to thank you for the ride and for letting me stay with you.” She wasn’t looking directly at me as she spoke, and somehow I had the feeling she wasn’t used to coming onto guys.

“You don’t have to do that. That’s not why I picked you up.”

She finally met my gaze straight on, hazel-green eyes boring intensely into mine. “I know, but I want to. I don’t like owing people, and besides, I kind of like you.”

“I like you too, and think you’re beautiful, but…you’re not really my type.”

Zoe blinked and drew back. “Oh, you’re gay?”

“Not exactly.” She furrowed her brow, confused and maybe even a little hurt, and I sighed. “I don’t like guys, but I do like dicks. I had an ex-girlfriend in college who kind of…turned me on to how good getting fucked could feel and now regular sex just doesn’t quite do it for me.” I didn’t know why I was admitting all of this to a person I’d known for all of four hours, but the last thing I wanted was for her to think that my disinterest had anything to do with her personally.

A slow, creeping smile spread across her face, impish in a way that I hadn’t seen from her before. “She turned you out, you mean.” She leaned forward until she was quite blatantly invading my personal space, looking at me with much, much more interest.

I blushed hotly, half because she’d said it so bluntly and half because she was absolutely right. “Sure. So even though I think you’re really pretty, I’m not interested. Sorry.”

Zoe hummed and cocked her head, still smiling mysteriously at me. All hints of her earlier nervousness seemed to have been replaced with excitement, though I couldn’t imagine why.

My questions were answered when she stood on her knees and pulled up on her waistband, and my jaw dropped when the pink head of her cock popped out of the leg of her shorts. “Would this change things?”

I didn’t know what to say and could only stare dumbly at it, my mouth beginning to water in a Pavlovian response to seeing girlcock. The thought that she could have a dick literally hadn’t occurred to me. Sure she was much taller than the average woman and her breasts were rather small, but she was so incredibly feminine otherwise that neither of those things had stuck out to me as a possible clue.

“Well? Interested now?” she asked when I’d been silent for too long, her eyes staring me down with unhidden intensity and excitement.

I slowly nodded my head, still too shocked to speak. I reached a hand out to lightly grab her bulge and she moaned softly, her shaft immediately swelling in my grip through the thin cotton. I didn’t get much further as she backed off to slide the little shorts down her long legs, throwing them over her shoulder, and now that I could see the whole of it I knew that I needed it inside of me.

It was easily one of the prettiest cocks I’d ever seen, gently curved upwards and smooth with a perfectly formed mushroom head. It was bigger than mine by an inch and maybe fatter too, and a small patch of sparse brown hair above the base of it.

“So, fair warning, I’ve never topped before. My ex didn’t want anything to do with my dick because it was too gay,” she said, frowning. “But that just means I know exactly how to make you feel good! Like, here, lay down on your stomach.”

I numbly did as she asked, and she unceremoniously pulled both my sweatpants and underwear down with one smooth motion. Her strong hands kneaded my cheeks for a short while, spreading them every now and then to expose my butthole to the cool air of the hotel room, and then I jumped at the feeling of something wet and wriggly sliding inside.

My brain buzzed with pleasure as she ate my ass with gusto, her lips and tongue making all kinds of sexy and obscene sounds, and after only a few minutes of her enthusiastic attentions I was feeling pretty boneless. I whimpered with disappointment when she eventually pulled away, giggling at the way I arched my back to beg for more.

“I’ve always wanted to try that,” she said with an exaggerated smack of her lips. “It’s fun feeling you squirm, and you have such a cute little butt.” She gave it a hard slap, and then her hand was sliding beneath my body to grab my straining dick.

She pulled her hand away a moment later and examined her now wet fingers with a smile. “Aww, you’re leaking.” She leaned down and briefly sucked my cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head to collect all of the clear precum I’d oozed out from having my ass so thoroughly eaten, and then she spit my seed back onto my asshole. Right after she shoved a long finger in up to the knuckle, and then a second when it became clear that I could handle more.

“Can you just get on with it?” I mumbled, looking over my shoulder and shaking my butt a little for her.

Zoe giggled again. “You’re a greedy little cock slut, aren’t you?” she asked, smacking my butt a few times with her hard dick. She looked somewhat worried after the words left her mouth, but when I just nodded sheepishly she grinned wider and jumped off of the bed to rummage around in her pack for something. She returned a few seconds later with a little jar of vaseline and a small, pitiful frown. “It’s all I have, sorry.”

“That’ll work, just fuck me,” I all but begged.

With a huff of amusement she popped the top off and fingered me with the jelly for a couple of minutes, and then I heard the slick sounds of her hand on her own cock as she lubed herself up. She eagerly pressed the squishy head of her cock firmly against my hole, and when it finally popped inside we simultaneously groaned.

She continued to ease herself deeper, inch by satisfying inch, and I moaned again when she was fully sheathed with her hips pressed firmly against my ass cheeks. She peppered hungry kisses to my neck and back to give me time to adjust to her size, though her patience broke after only a minute.

“Okay, I kind of get why people prefer topping now. This feels amazing,” she sighed, swirling her hips in a shallow circle and digging herself even deeper. “You’re so fucking tight, Andy.”

She dribbled some spit on the spot where her cock met my ass, pulled out, and then shoved herself back in as far as she could go. Her movements were clumsy at first as she tried to find her rhythm, and it was immediately clear to me that she was just as inexperienced at being on the giving in as she’d claimed.

What she lacked in technique she more than made up for in enthusiasm though, slamming into me with long, firm strokes and seemingly no concern for me at all, though truth be told I much preferred it that way. I didn’t want to say that being used as nothing more than a hole for her pleasure was what I liked the most about getting fucked, but it was certainly in the top three.

After five long minutes of fast, vigorous fucking, I groaned with disappointment when she suddenly stopped and leaned away, and when I glanced over my shoulder to see what was going on I noticed that she was removing her sweatshirt to reveal her sweaty breasts. They couldn’t have been much larger than A-cups—small and perky with dark pink nipples—and when she caught me staring at them she grinned.

“I’ll let you play with them later,” she promised before she pushed my face into the bed. She loomed over me again, angling her cock so that every stroke ground firmly against my prostate, and I heard her giggle softly at the way my eyes rolled back in my head.

Between her cock battering my prostate and my own sweaty abs sliding against my hard dick I didn’t stand a chance. A low moan tore its way from my throat as I came all over the bed, a rush of warm fluid dirtying the hotel comforter with my sticky seed. My nerves were aflame with pleasure, and it felt so good that I was literally shivering.

Belatedly I realized that I hadn’t cum that hard in months. The last time I’d had sex had been with an ordinary girl I’d met at a club and masturbation obviously never felt as good as the real thing, so my body stood no chance against her vicious onslaught—especially because she was still fucking me and drawing my orgasm out for far longer than it had any right to be.

It was clear that she hadn’t noticed the mess I’d made, too focused on chasing her own nut to care. Her cock made wet squelching sounds as she continued her assault on my ass, and by the time my mind cleared enough to notice she was already on the verge of letting go.

“Oh, fuck!” She suddenly shouted, hips slamming against me in a staccato pattern as she quickly lost control of herself. She jammed herself as far into my ass as she could go, and then I felt her dick pulse and grow bigger within of me before she began to empty her balls into my gripping hole. Keening whimpers and tortured gasps slipped from her lips while molten spurts of cum bathed my insides, and her grip on my hips threatened to bruise as she used my body to ground herself.

It went on for well over a minute, and I couldn’t help but be amazed by how much she could cum. Even now I could feel her spasming with thin weak spurts to add to the deluge inside of me. And when I pressed my ass back against her she gasped and shuddered again.

Finally she slumped down to rest on top of me, her warm, comforting weight pushing me into both the bed and the mess I’d made. I could feel her sweaty chest and hard nipples pressing into my back as she struggled to catch her breath, warm puffs of air blowing into my ear.

She rolled off of me a few minutes later, and when I looked over she smiled sleepily at me through half-lidded eyes.

“That felt fucking amazing. I definitely got the better end of that deal,” she murmured happily.

My entire body still tingling from my cock-induced orgasm, I shook my head and smirked back. “I’m not so sure about that.” I lay there for a while longer, and as much as I just wanted to drift into a peaceful slumber, I clenched my ass and slowly rolled out of bed to wash up. I knew from experience that while the feeling of warm cum in your ass was satisfying, it was much less so when you were trying to sleep and it was slowly sliding out of you all night.

By the time I’d cleaned up and returned to bed she was lying on her back and completely knocked out, her deflated cock resting across her naked thigh and still slick with vaseline and her own cum. I used a wet rag to clean her up too before tucking her beneath the sheets, and the entire time she barely moved which wasn’t that surprising. She’d been exhausted since the very moment we’d met.

I watched her sleep for a few minutes, curious about when she’d last been able to get a restful night’s sleep let alone relax, and more than that I wondered what the hell her ex had done to make her desperate enough to trek across the country on foot. Whatever it was couldn’t haven’t been very good, and as tempting as it was to inquire about her situation we were strangers.

It wasn’t my place to ask.


Chapter 2

I slept like the dead that night, and when I woke again I basked in the pleasant soreness in my ass. Rather than feeling outright pain, it was more like I’d worked a muscle that hadn’t been used in a while which was pretty accurate; I hadn’t had a real cock in me in well over a year, and already I was wondering if I’d be able to talk Zoe into a repeat performance.

Speaking of Zoe, I rolled over to ask her if she wanted to get breakfast or something only to frown at the sight that met me.

She was gone.

I shot up in bed, panicked, wondering if she’d fucked me into a stupor and then made off with everything I had while I slept.

But then the door opened and she waltzed in with two cups of coffee and an armful of assorted breakfast foods and I immediately felt awful for assuming the worst of her.

The beaming smile she shot me didn’t help.

“Morning!” she chirped while handing me one of the coffees. “I wasn’t sure how you liked it, so I plate it safe and went with one cream and one sugar.”

She then spread out everything she’d grabbed from the hotel’s complimentary breakfast bar on the bed before jumping on it herself, crossing her long smooth legs beneath her as she sipped at her coffee.

“I thought you’d left,” I said, still staring at her like I wasn’t sure if she was real.

Zoe cocked an eyebrow. “Why would I leave? You’re giving me a ride all the way to where I need to go. Plus…” She leaned forward and gave me a peck on the lips, pulling away with a mischievous smirk. “I’ve never cum so hard in my life and wouldn’t mind going another few rounds.”

I rolled my eyes and smiled back, relieved that we were on the same page there at least, and took a sip of my own coffee. I worked my way through a blueberry muffin and mini-box of cornflakes while she polished off the rest, and then we just spent another hour watching Saturday morning cartoons, the both of us too listless and content to even think about moving.

But then seven thirty rolled around, and I sighed. If I wanted to keep to my plans we really needed to be on the road in half an hour at the latest.

I got up and stripped down to my boxer briefs, and when I turned around to look for my bag I noticed that Zoe was quite blatantly staring at me. It made me blush, especially since I couldn’t read her expression at all. “Um…” I started, unsure of what to say.

Her eyes widened like she hadn’t realized what she’d been doing and she glanced away. “Sorry, I’m just…I haven’t felt this wanted by someone else in a long time. I don’t know how to feel about it.”

“I find that hard to believe,” I said with a snort, pulling on a pair of jeans. “Not with a face and body like that.”

Zoe frowned. “I’m from a small town, so most people weren’t exactly welcoming of me. My ex was better than most, but I was still always on pins and needles around him,” she mumbled.

“Is that why you’re going to Arizona?”

She slowly nodded her head. “He was so controlling and verbally abusive, always putting me down and implying that I could never do better than him, and after a while I just couldn’t take it anymore. It was only when I decided to leave that I realized I’d been relying on him for almost everything, giving him my paychecks because it was what a ‘real’ woman was supposed to do for her man, so once I’d scrounged and saved enough money and supplies to leave, I did. Bisbee is supposedly much friendlier to girls like me and I’ll be able to stand on my own two feet for once.”

She looked resolute, and even though I had no right to, I felt proud of her. Proud that she’d gotten away from her asshole boyfriend, and proud that she was taking her life into her own hands. I never in a million years would’ve guessed that she was hiding so much pain behind her bubbly personality and cheerful smile, but you truly never knew what someone was going through.

“It’s lucky that your grandma happens to live there then because it sounds like an awesome place.”

She bit her lip and glanced away. “Yeah, lucky.” She was already packed up—or more accurately, she’d never unpacked—so all she had to do was slip her boots back on and shoulder her bag. “So, ready to go?”

I slung my own bag over my shoulder, and after a quick look around the room to make sure we had everything I motioned towards the door. “After you.”

We drove the car around to the lobby to check out, and while I was dealing with that Zoe basically cleaned out anything still remaining from breakfast. It made me frown, not because she was doing it, but because she had to. I could only hope that her grandmother would help to get her on her feet once she made it to Arizona.

As we made tracks through the midwest it was hard not to notice that she was markedly more relaxed than she’d been the day previously, her long legs turned towards me as we chatted and her laughter louder and unencumbered. She was much more willing to open up about her childhood and hopes and dreams, and the more I learned about her the more I liked her.

During a lull in conversation I put on my road trip playlist—mostly Bob Dylan, because I was nothing if not a music snob—and when she began to sing along at the top of her lungs while getting every single word right I began to jokingly wonder if it was too soon to propose.

It took us almost eleven hours to make it to Texas, mostly because we kept stopping to see terrible roadside attractions like the world’s biggest ball of twine, and rather than grab a hotel as I’d initially planned Zoe found us a cheap campground that had both bathrooms and showers. Unlike her I wasn’t at all outdoorsy, so I leaned on her to handle everything from setting up her tent to starting a fire and cooking up the cheap steaks and potatoes we’d picked up from the local big box grocery store.

I didn’t want to call it the best meal I’d ever had, but there was just something about eating beneath the stars with our bare hands that made such a simple meal taste a thousand times better. It was when we were roasting marshmallows on a couple of sticks she’d sharpened that she began to make eyes at me, and shortly after that we were putting out the fire and crawling into her small tent to fool around.

She let me nurse on her cock until my jaw became sore, sometimes forcing my head down to the base until I spit and gagged all over it, and then she made me ride her until I was shooting thick ropes of cum onto her stomach. She filled my ass barely a minute later—with much more sticky cum than there’d been the night before, somehow—and then we spent a bit of time making out and exploring each others’ bodies.

That especially felt dangerous because it was making me like her a lot more than I should, but with her soft pink lips and her wet slippery tongue sliding against mine I was finding it extremely hard to care.

I quickly learned that her performance the night before was definitely not indicative of her usual level of energy because she was ready to go again in only ten minutes, and to say that she then pounded me into the ground was an understatement. She’d turned me into a moaning, drooling mess by the time she filled my ass for the second time.

We drifted off in each other’s arms, and as I listened to Zoe’s gentle snores I found myself frowning. We’d be in Arizona after another day of driving, and soon enough we’d be parting ways for good.

As much as I wanted to hold on to her, I couldn’t. She clearly wanted a fresh start, and it wouldn’t be fair of me to try to make myself a part of that no matter how hard I found myself falling for her.

By this time tomorrow, I’d have to let her go.


Chapter 3

“How do I look?” Zoe asked with a voice so innocent that I immediately knew she was up to something.

I finished paying the clerk for my gas and turned around to see her wearing a truly ugly pink cowboy hat and an equally repulsive pink-tasseled jacket. She looked so ridiculous that I could only let out a shocked laugh, earning myself a pleased grin in response.

We were currently stopped at a rather fancy travel plaza, mostly to use the restroom and top up the gas tank for the final leg of our journey, and apparently while I’d taken my eyes off of her for a second she’d managed to find the most hideous things in the store.

“Why, you’re the cutest darn cowgirl I ever done seen,” I drawled, putting on my most offensive Southern accent.

“Aw shucks, darlin’, you sure know how to make a girl blush!” she returned with an inflection that was somehow even more offensive, and we broke down into uncontrollable giggles that got us more than a few looks from the other customers.

“I love how much of a dork you are,” I said as she removed the hat and jacket to put them back from wherever she’d dug them up from.

“If I’m a dork, you’re a dweeb. Dweeb.” She purposely bumped into me as she passed to head back to the car, smirking impishly at me from over her shoulder, and I took a long moment to admire her ass before shaking my head and following.

We were roughly two hours out from Bisbee, and the closer we got to our destination the dourer the mood became. I found myself wishing that the trip would last a little longer which was a far cry from my attitude only a few days prior. I’d never particularly considered myself a romantic, so it was a little annoying how quickly and easily she’d managed to get under my skin.

I glanced at the GPS and frowned as I thought about the other, much bigger thing that was bothering me. When I’d asked Zoe for the address of her grandmother’s house she’d been unusually cagey about giving it to me, promising to lead me there only once we were in town, and it couldn’t have been a trust thing because I’d know the address anyway once I finished dropping her off. It didn’t make any sense.

“Hey, why are you so quiet?” she asked, shifting in her seat to look at me.

“Just kinda sad, I guess. I had a lot of fun getting to know you.”

Her face did something complicated. “Oh.”

“Maybe we can meet up again? I can swing through Bisbee and you can give me the tour?” I asked hopefully.

She hesitated for a second before answering. “Maybe.”

My heart fell then because it told me everything I needed to know. Apparently, I was the only one who felt anything.

We were largely silent the rest of the way, and once we were within the city limits she began to guide me to her grandmother’s house, telling me to take lefts and rights seemingly at random. Eventually we reached a surprisingly nice suburban neighborhood, and then she pointed at a large two-story house with a white picket fence and bright green grass which was more than a little confusing. Her grandma lived in a place like that but couldn’t send her granddaughter a bus ticket?

Then again, knowing Zoe as I did now, it was possible that she’d just refused. She was really weird about accepting help, after all.

She sat there for a long while, staring at me with a strange, sad expression, and I didn’t say anything because I didn’t want her to go. Finally she sighed and opened her door to get her pack from my trunk. I jumped out too under the guise of helping her, and when she’d finished sliding the straps over her shoulders she held out her arms. I immediately stepped forward to wrap her up in a hug, and we embraced each other tightly for a long few minutes.

“Thank you,” she said with a small, sincere smile.

“Thank you, you made the trip go by so much faster. I was losing my mind on the road alone.”

“More than you already have?” I smacked her on the ass for that, and she laughed. “Seriously though, I’m going to miss you, Andy.” She opened her mouth like she was about to say something else, but at the last moment, she shook her head and backed away. “Okay, no more dawdling, you have a whole new life to start in Tucson. So go on, get out of here! Git!” she said, putting on that awful Southern accent again.

It made me smile, but sadly. Fuck I was going to miss her.

I reluctantly got back into my car, and after a final wave goodbye I slowly drove away, watching her grow smaller and smaller in my rearview mirror.

❈ ❈ ❈

For the next week my life was consumed by getting settled in Tucson. During the day I didn’t have a lot of time to think about Zoe between unpacking, signing paperwork, and dropping thousands of dollars on furniture, groceries, and household items, but at the end of each night when I fell into the bed my thoughts would inevitably drift back to her. Her bright smile, her sparkling personality, and yes, her thick cock.

No matter what I tried I couldn’t get her out of my head, wondering if she was okay and if she’d managed to start getting her life together, and it was the Saturday after my first week of work that I just couldn’t take it anymore. Returning home to my empty apartment every evening was driving me crazy. I wanted her to live her life—to figure out who she was and what she could do on her own—but unfortunately I was selfish and greedy and lovesick and I couldn’t bear the thought of never seeing her smile ever again.

Without any kind of plan or thoughts about what I was going to say to her, I jumped in my car and drove all the way back to Bisbee and her grandmother’s house at a speed that was probably inadvisable. I screeched to a stop on the curb in front of it, and without even turning off my car I jogged up the walkway to ring the bell.

I heard the sound of the door unlocking, and then to my absolute shock, a young, pale, dark-haired woman opened the door, holding a drooling one-year-old on her hip. “Yes?” she asked, looking up at me with a harried frown.

I’d half been expecting her grandmother and even more likely Zoe herself, so I wasn’t quite sure what to say to the strange woman in front of me. Maybe it was her cousin or something even though they didn’t look anything alike. “Um…is Zoe here?”

The woman blinked back at me. “Who?”

“Zoe,” I urgently repeated, already feeling my heart begin to fall. “I dropped her off here a couple of weeks ago. This is her grandmother’s house.”

Her frown deepened. “I think you have the wrong address, there’s no Zoe here. We’ve been living here for the past three years, and the previous owners definitely weren’t old enough to be grandparents.”

“Oh.” I didn’t know what to say next, my mind reeling as I tried to make sense of what was going on, so I forced a smile and backed away from the door. “Sorry to bother you.”

I walked on stiff legs back to my car and slumped in my seat as I came to the horrifying conclusion that she’d lied to me. But why? I thought we’d become something like friends, so the fact that she didn’t trust me enough to tell me the truth about where she was going hurt. I allowed myself to wallow in sadness for a minute or two, but then I got angry. I needed to know what was going on, and in a fit of inspiration I remembered her tent and quickly pulled out my phone to look up local campgrounds. It was a long shot, but it was the only lead I had.

The first two locations were busts with no sign of her tent anywhere on the paths I walked, and it wasn’t until I made it to the third one that I finally saw it. It was a good ten yards or so off the path and mostly hidden within a small alcove of trees, and if I hadn’t been so desperately searching for her I easily would’ve missed it. My sneakers crunched against the dry leaves and twigs as I almost ran to the little tent.

“Zoe? Are you in there?” I asked, crouching down to peer inside.

Silence met my question for a few seconds, and then the front flap was unzipping itself and Zoe’s head was popping out to stare at me with wide green eyes. She looked both surprised and a little terrified, her hunting knife still gripped in her hand which made sense given how much noise I’d made on my way over.

I was truly ecstatic to see her, even though her hair was greasy and the smell wafting from the tent left a little to be desired. If I had to guess she’d been camping out since the day we’d parted, and that left me even more confused.

“Andy?” she asked, looking shocked as she tossed the knife back to where the rest of her stuff was shoved into a corner.

I nodded and briefly smiled, but now that I knew she was safe I could only feel anger. “You lied to me!” I almost shouted.

Zoe lowered her gaze and shrunk back. “Only the parts about having a grandmother and a place to stay, the rest is all true. I…I didn’t want to derail your life with my problems.”

“So what was your plan, then? Live alone in the woods for the rest of your life?”

“I’ve been going on interviews,” she said defensively. “I have an interview this week, in fact. It’s just…it’s a smaller town so there’s a little less opportunity than I expected, especially for a stranger.”

I could only stare at her, and. “Did I do something wrong?”

Zoe sighed and gave me a deadpan stare. “Of course you didn’t. I like you, Andy—a lot—but I’ve only known you for three days. What did you want me to say? ‘Hey, I know we just met but can I stay with you for a while?’”

“That’s exactly what I’d want you to say,” I shot back.

She looked momentarily taken aback, but then she rolled her eyes and laughed a little. “See? That right there is exactly why I had to let you go,” she said, voice almost resigned. “You’re so kind and cute and you’ve got this whole bright future ahead of you, and I absolutely refuse to drag you down with my issues; I just won’t.”

My heart broke for her, because the fact that she could ever consider herself a burden made me angry. It was clear to me now that her ex had hurt her a lot more than I’d initially thought. I reached forward to grab her hand in mine, squeezing it until her hazel-green eyes looked up at me.

“You won’t be dragging me down, Zoe, and I don’t mean to sound cheesy but I’ve never met anyone like you. You’re funny, you’re beautiful, and you’re annoyingly good at everything.” She finally smiled then, and I grinned right back. “Look, I know you don’t like getting help from anyone and want to do it all on your own, but my life is a mess and you’ll be helping me by coming to stay.”

“You mean by making you cum really hard on my cock every night, right?”

I rolled my eyes, even as I flushed. “Yes, by making me cum really hard on your cock every night. But seriously, I’ll never try to control you or your money, and then we can split the bills once you find a job in Tucson if you really feel like you need to do more. I just want you, Zoe.”

Her eyes began to water, and before I could react she was leaning forward to kiss me. She slid her tongue into my mouth, drawing a quiet moan from my throat, but I wasn’t quite willing to let her have complete control this time and forced her backwards until she was leaning back on her hands. My fingers went to her jean shorts to deftly snap the button open, and I was surprised when she stopped me before I could get much further.

“I…I haven’t showered in a bit. Or shaved,” she murmured, self-consciously shifting her legs away from me.

I forced my hand into her panties to feel the throbbing warmth of her cock, smirking when I felt how hard she already was. “I don’t care.” I worked her shorts and underwear down her legs even as she halfheartedly tried to fend me off, and once they were down around her ankles I noticed that she did smell a lot richer than usual. I strangely didn’t find the scent all that unappealing though, and when I leaned down to press my face into her now much hairier crotch, I was a little surprised that the smell of her musk and sweat seemed to be making me more excited.

“Are you just gonna smell me like a freak or get to sucking?” she asked, fingers threading themselves in my hair to try to pull me closer to her cock.

“I can multitask,” I shot back. Still, I allowed her to slide her dick between my lips, and because of the sweat that had built up since her last shower the taste was sour and a lot saltier than the last couple of times I’d sucked on it.

I bobbed my head in her lap, carefully watching the way her lips parted and her eyes slid shut. Like usual her hands found their way to my head, though for once she let me have complete control over her pleasure.

I didn’t want to say that I felt at peace between her widely spread legs, but I was certainly enjoying myself. Every now and then I’d cup her ass to drive her cock deeper into my throat, and when she began to squirm and groan I looped my arms beneath her thighs to hold her firmly in place.

I was clearly doing an excellent job of working her over, her moans growing louder and more frequent the longer I sucked on her, so that’s why I was understandably annoyed when she pulled me off of her cock with a soft ‘pop’ before I could collect my creamy reward and shoved me down onto my back.

Her fingers went to unbuckle my belt for me, and while I quickly stripped down to my birthday suit she rummaged around in her pack to find her little container of vaseline, so she fingered me only briefly before she was kneeling between my spread thighs. She lined herself up and pressed her fat cock head against my slick hole, and without giving me a chance to prepare myself she abruptly shoved herself inside.

“Damn I missed this tight fucking hole,” she moaned, grinding herself deeper until I could feel the downy hairs of her pubes brushing against my ass. I thought she’d give me a little time to adjust to her size again—it’d been a couple of weeks since the last time we’d fucked, after all—but instead she immediately began to hammer me.

There was no gentleness or finesse in her movements at all as she set a brutally punishing pace, her hips making a loud thwapping sound each time they met my ass, and in my current position the thick head of her cock scraped against my pleasure button constantly. It made my dick hard and brain go all fuzzy in a way that regular vaginal sex never had, unquestionably cementing my place as a bottom for girlcock.

“I love how much of a fucking slut you are,” she murmured, looking down at me through half-lidded eyes. “I bet you’d take dick from any old girl who offered, wouldn’t you?”

I shook my head, even through my haze of pleasure. “Only you.”

She blinked back at me, clearly astonished, and right afterwards her face broke out into the beaming smile I adored so much. She leaned forward like she was going to kiss me, but instead she wrapped her strong arms beneath my shoulders and pressed her chest against mine for better leverage, slamming into me at an angle that had both my mouth and my cock drooling.

The familiar burning sensation in the spot behind my dick was the only warning I had of my impending orgasm, and moments after that I was moaning and dribbling my slimy cum onto my belly. It was different from my normal orgasms in that I felt the pleasure of it all over my body, and even odder was the fact that my dick hadn’t softened in the least.

“I love it when you cum from just my cock,” she murmured hotly into my ear, clearly feeling my wetness between us. “I’m gonna make you cum all over yourself every night from now on. Would you like that, baby?”

“Mmhmm,” I hummed in reply because forming words at that moment seemed utterly impossible.

She kissed me sloppily for a short while but then had to break away to suck in more air as she ramped up the speed of her thrusts to chase her orgasm. Her hips were a blur and her teeth dug lightly into my neck as she tried to stave it off just a little longer, but it quickly became clear from the way she was grunting and drooling that it was an impossible battle.

Deep, guttural moans spilled from her lips to accompany the cum I felt overflowing from my ass, and even more surprising were the weak spurts that dribbled out of my own cock to join the existing mess on our bellies as I orgasmed for the second time. Her hips continued to shove up into me for a while longer to make loud, wet squelching sounds, and on each slow thrust her dick displaced some of her seed to send it oozing down the back of my ass.

Without moving an inch we lazily made out in the warm and pungent tent until her dick softened enough to slip out of me, much to my disappointment. If it weren’t for the Vaseline I might’ve offered to clean her up with my mouth, but I knew from experience that the taste left a lot to be desired.

It took us a long time to work up enough energy to clean up and redress, and then I helped her pack up her things; or more accurately I watched her pack from afar, because she apparently had a process and to quote her words exactly my organizational skills left a lot to desired.

Her stomach growled noisily right as she was zipping up her bag, the sound shockingly loud in the relative quiet of the woods, and I found it adorable that that was what made her blush after we’d just finished having pretty dirty sex.

“It’s a long drive back to Tucson. Can I buy you a burger?” I asked, offering my hand to help her up.

She immediately opened her mouth to protest, brief indignation appearing in her eyes, but when I cocked a challenging eyebrow at her she exasperatedly shook her head and smiled. “Okay.”

As we walked along the trail back to my car, hand in hand and shoulders bumping against each other every few steps, I couldn’t help but think that deciding to drive 2,500 miles across the country was the best decision of my life.
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