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Chapter 1

I had been regretting my decision to come to this group camping trip until I laid eyes on her. Tall, blonde, and curvy in all the right places, Madeline –  a name I wouldn’t learn until later –  was the most gorgeous woman I had ever laid eyes upon.

Signing up for this camping trip had been one of the most random things that I had done ever since leaving for college. ‘I’ll get to meet new people’, I had thought to myself. ‘Being close to nature will help me think clearly.’

But no less than twenty-four hours into the whole thing I was cursing my past self for my optimism and stupidity. Whilst camping with a random group of people had seemed like a fun idea in my head, one day without proper bathrooms and mosquitos hounding me every few minutes had me thinking about an early exit.

And I might just have gone through with that idea if it hadn’t been for a late arrival. A day after our group ( the one I had come with) had arrived, a second bus carrying more enthusiastic campers rolled into the campsite.

I was enamored with her the moment she stepped through the doors.

She wore a white vest-style top and jeans shorts that clung tightly to the curves of her bottom. Her strawberry blonde hair had been done up in a cute little ponytail, and her face almost radiated the sunlight that filtered through the dense forest canopy.

All plans of an early exit were immediately out of my mind, replaced with potential ideas of how I could get closer to this goddess of a woman. For the first few hours, I just looked at her from afar, thinking of things that I could say to her when I would finally find the courage to approach her.

You see, I’ve never had much in the way of self-confidence. I grew up scrawny and unimpressive, the type of guy who gets picked last in gym class and has never had a girlfriend. I had made a brief attempt at trying to transform myself by hitting the gym when I was sixteen, but that had petered out a few days in when the muscle heads at the gym kept making fun of me for being too scrawny.

After that I had sort of given up, dedicating most of my free time to either studying for school or playing video games with friends that I had met online.

But all of that was about to change. I was in college now, and this was my time to start anew. It was time to bury the old Alex and charm the pants off of the blonde beauty that had taken my breath away.

So, after hours of contemplation and courage building, I took the leap.

She was sitting by the campfire with a couple of her friends when I approached her, my legs nearly turned to jelly from all the fear and nervousness coursing through my veins. All three of the girls looked up when they saw me approaching, but Madeline was the only one who smiled at me.

That settled my nerves a bit.

“Hey,” I said, my heart beating at three times the speed that it usually did. “I’m Alex.” I stared right into her eyes.

“Madeline,” she said, holding out her hand and giving me another warm smile.

“Nice to meet you, Madeline.” I took her hand, tiny currents of electricity sparking where my skin met hers. “Are you from around here?” I realized as soon as I had said it that it was a mistake, but before I could correct myself her two girlfriends burst out laughing.

Madeline laughed too, but not as hard as the others. I was feeling a strong blush rising up my neck by now. “Why?” She asked me. “Do I look like a jungle animal?”

“No–  I didn’t mean to…” I was flustered beyond rescue. “ I only meant if –  if you were… from close by.”

His two girlfriends were still giggling, but Madeline’s own expression had softened by now. “I’m only joking,” she said and stood up. I realized with a bit of a shock that she was taller than me. My pulse quickened with how close she was to me, her tight chest very close to my face, the strong scent of her feminine perfume turning my legs to jelly.

“Tell me more,” she said. “About yourself.” Then she looked back at her friends –  who I would learn later were not her friends at all –  and then back at me. “But somewhere more private.” She took my hand and started leading me to the other side of the campsite.

I could hardly believe that it was really happening.

“So?” She asked once we had found a suitably distant log to sit on. “What brings you here, Alex?”

I shrugged at her. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I let some therapist live streaming on the internet convince me that the answer to my problems was going into the woods and living with the mosquitos.”

That got a laugh out of her, and the sound of her sweet laughter went a long way in warming my heart even in the chill night air.

“What about you?” I asked her. “What brings a gorgeous woman like you to a place like this?” I felt her expression soften once more at the mention of the word ‘gorgeous.’ There was a light flush on her cheeks, and her lips parted ever so slightly as she looked at me with her large doe eyes.

“I’m glad you think I’m beautiful –”
 

“I said gorgeous, not beautiful.” I corrected her.

The flush deepened, and she smiled at me once more. “Whatever,” she said, clearly embarrassed by my overt flirting. “But the thing is, not everyone thinks I’m beautiful.”
 

“I find that hard to believe,” I said. “Only a blind fool would think you are anything but gorgeous.”

“That’s flattering,” she replied. “But maybe you don’t know me as well as you think. Maybe if you found out more you’d be repulsed by me.”

I put my hands on hers and pulled her in closer. “Nothing,” I said, staring into her dreamy blue eyes. “Nothing can ever make me think that you are anything but gorgeous, Madeline.” She leaned in even closer to me.

“Nothing?” she asked, our lips inches apart.

“Nothing,” I replied and put my lips on hers.

Thousands of butterflies erupted inside my stomach. The tiny hairs on the back of my neck stood up at attention, my skin prickled with anticipation, and my cock began to swell inside my boxers.

I couldn’t believe that this was really happening. That someone as beautiful as Madeline was kissing me in the middle of the woods. I put my hand on her thigh squeezing her flesh and running it up the length until my fingers came in contact with the hem of her shorts. Out tongues mingled wetly against each other as my hand inched forward, closer and closer to her –

I paused, taken aback by the resistance my fingers had met. Did Madeline have something hard and long in her pocket? Or was she just excited to see me?

The twitchy, throbby, nature of the thing inside her shorts told me that it was probably the latter.


Chapter 2

I pulled back, equal parts shock and horror written clearly on my face. Madeline bit her lip, and looked me squarely in the eyes. Was this what she meant when she said that I would stop being attracted to her if I found out more about her?

“You’re…” I couldn’t even complete the sentence, such was my shock at the revelation.

“I told you,” she said, her eyes twinkling with wetness. “That you’d run away like the others.”

“It’s not that,” I said, unable to find the words to convey what I wanted. Because it was precisely that. I was a straight dude. I was into chicks. So the fact that Madeline had a dick was a pretty big fucking deal.

But I couldn’t really just say that, could I?

“What else is it, then?” It was clear that she was angry by how hard her chest heaved with every breath. A chest that my eyes were still drawn to.

Fuck. I thought to myself. If she’s a dude, how the fuck do her tits look so good. My eyes lingered there for a few more seconds as I took in the sight of her curved chest. The line of her bra was clearly visible through the thin fabric of her shirt, and I could just about make out the peaks of her nipples poking through both sets of fabric.

Dick or no, those tits were fucking delicious, and it was all I could do to keep my hands from them.

I returned my gaze to meet hers. “You should have told me,” I said flatly, my hands still resting perilously close to her thighs. “You should have said something.”

“Said what?” A bit of anger peeked through. Her chest heaved extra hard with the effort to keep her voice down. “That I wasn’t a real girl because I have this.” She put her hand on her crotch, her fingers tracing the outline of her cock. “Because that isn’t how I feel. I feel as much a girl as anyone else in the world.” She put her hands on her breasts, squeezing herself as she looked at me. “Touch them,” she said. “And tell me I’m not a real girl.”

“I never said…” It was hard to form full sentences right now. I was in the middle of a kind of shitstorm that I never thought I’d find myself in. My heart was beating rapidly, beads of sweat were forming on the sides of my head, and my fucking cock was still hard as fuck despite everything that had happened.

Fuck it. I thought. Less thinking, more action.

I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in for a kiss, our lips embracing once more as she squealed in my grip. My cock roared to life, thrashing against my boxers as her tongue swirled deeper inside my mouth.

Her surprise melted, giving way to passion. She pushed her lower half closer to me, her hand finding my crotch. I groaned into her mouth as she brushed her hand over the bulge of my cock, making me shudder with anticipation.

I couldn’t resist my urges any longer, and I slipped both hands up from her waist until I was palming her tiny titties inside my hands. She moaned into my kiss, a slight arch appearing in her back as she pushed her tongue deeper into me.

I had never touched a girl’s breasts before, so you can imagine my excitement when I got to feel her hard nipples poking into the middle of my palms. It was all I could do to not cream myself right there and then.

Madeline squeezed the bulge of my cock, sending another shiver up my spine. Her other hand found its way to the hem of my shirt, her cold and soft fingers edging into my bare skin. I shivered, groaning once more into her mouth as her hand began to travel upwards. I only realized what her intentions were when she reached my chest.

One hand still massaging the bulge in my pants, her tongue down my throat, she placed her middle finger and thumb on either side of my right nipple. She held her hand in that same position for a few seconds and then squeezed down with some force.

The sound that slipped forth from my lips this time wasn’t a groan. Instead, it was a moan.

My cock thrashed extra hard inside my boxers, and despite my best efforts at remaining calm, I felt a bit of pre-cum ooze out of my tip to lightly stain my underwear.

“What was that?” I asked her, my voice barely above a whisper.

I had never had my nipples fondled before. But maybe that was because I never knew how intense that could be.

“Did you like it?” She asked me, our faces inches from each other.

It was a difficult thing to admit, but I was in a confessive type of mood.

“Yes,” I said, and she squeezed me there again. I moaned once more, she smiled at my reaction.

“And that?” She asked.

“I liked that too,” I said, my breathing uneven, my cock begging for release.

“Then,” she said, taking her hand away from my cock and pulling my shirt up until it was over my chest. “You’re going to love this. Hold this.” I did as commanded, holding my shirt near my neck as she bent down. She kept one of my nipples between her thumb and middle finger, and on the other side, she planted her lips. I felt more sensations running through me than I ever had as her tongue and her lips came into contact with my other nipple.

She looked up at me with puppy dog eyes, her mischievous smile visible even through the odd position that her mouth was in, and then she squeezed down with both her hand and with her lips.

I threw my head back, my back arched, and despite my hand shooting up to cover my mouth, a slutty moan spilled from my lips. My cock oozed even more precum, and to make it all hotter, Madeline giggled as she began to suck on my nipple.

I writhed where I sat, squirming my lower half and gripping the log below me as she sucked one nipple with her mouth and squeezed the other one with her hand.

“Fuck,” I said. “That… feels… so … good.”

This admission only egged her on, and she lashed her tongue against my erect nipple. More precum oozed out, and my breathing became shallower. My cock was all but thrashing inside my pants by now, and Madeline had zeroed in on my weakness. She pinched the skin surrounding my nipple between her lips and pulled away a little bit, sucking extra hard to create a sort of vacuum as she lashed her tongue against me again.

This, along with the added stimulation on the other side, proved to be the final straw.

I moaned once more, my entire body squirming as heat and pleasure ripped through every cell inside of me. “Fuuuuck,” I yelled, as the heat coalesced near my crotch, focusing into my cock that now thrashed for one last time before exploding.

“Fuck. Fuck. FUCK.” I creamed myself right there and then, filling up the inside of my boxers with months worth of cum as I got my nipples fondled. The orgasm was so intense that I blacked out for a few seconds, and when I came back to my senses Madeline was already on her feet, dusting herself off as she looked at me with a delightful smile.

“If you want more of that,” she said, before leaning in close to my ear. “And much more, come visit my tent at the other side tonight. I’m sure you won’t leave disappointed.” And then she walked away, leaving me to sit there in the sticky wet mess that I’d released into my pants.

It was a good thing that I had brought more underwear than needed. 


Chapter 3

Needless to say, I spent the next few hours of that night completely and totally conflicted. On the one hand there was the fact that Madeline had a very obvious cock between her legs, but on the other hand –  and this was really important –  she’d managed to give me the best orgasm of my life by sucking on my chest.

And no matter how much I would like to deny it, I knew deep down that I wanted more of that.

The first order of business, however, was to do something about the sticky mess inside my boxers. So I set off for my tent, keenly aware of my creamed pants with every uncomfortable step that I took. Thankfully the darkness of the night helped hide the very obvious stain I was carrying, and I made it back with no one having been the wiser.

I stripped off my pants, and was once again stunned by the size of the mess inside my boxers. A lot of my cum had soaked into the fabric of my underwear (and then my pants) but there was still enough left over that it was pooling up in the base of my boxers.

I used a water bottle and some wet wipes to clean myself down there and folded up my ruined clothes before putting them in a plastic bag that I had brought with me. There were a couple of portable shower facilities at the campsite, but it was all the way on the other side. I put off the long walk for a while, but better sense ended up prevailing and I made my way over.

Even as I washed the filth and muck of the forest from my body in the cramped cubicle that served as the shower room, I could not wash away the doubts that plagued my mind.

I knew for a fact that I wasn’t gay, so why was it that I had agreed to continue making out with Madeline long after I knew she had a cock? My thoughts reeled back to that one time when I was a kid and had begged my mom to get me a dress at the mall. I must only have been six or seven years old, but I only backed down from my incessant begging after several attempts by my mother to explain to me that she couldn’t get me a dress meant for girls.

In the end she’d managed to pacify me by buying me off with ice cream, and whilst I had buried that memory somewhere deep inside of me for many years, it was beginning to peek through the cracks now.

Another memory flashed in my mind’s eye. This time from when I was thirteen or fourteen. I had stood outside a makeup store and eyed with envy as girls my age had tried on different samples. Of course, I was far too old to beg like the time with the dress, but I remember feeling a mounting sense of sadness overcome me as I realized that that would never be me. That I could never doll myself up like those other girls. Could never color my cheeks pink and could never try on different shades of lipstick for the heck of it.

Why were all of these memories popping up? And now of all times.

I knew the answer of course, even if I didn’t want to admit it to myself it was clear. Madeline had shown me that perhaps what I had always longed for was not out of reach. She had shown me that just because you were born with a cock didn’t mean that you weren’t a real girl. After all, I wasn’t a kid anymore. I would no longer have to beg my mom to buy me a dress or a makeup kit. I could do all of that on my own and be happy like I’d always dreamed.

Perhaps there was no reason to feel ashamed for things that were completely natural?

Perhaps I could live the life that I’d envisioned for myself as a child.

Needless to say, I left that tiny and cramped cubicle feeling much less conflicted than I had come into it. I dried myself off, wore a fresh T-shirt and a pair of khaki shorts, and started to make my way back to where the tents were.

Every step I took renewed my resolve, anticipation, and hope building inside my heart as I walked closer and closer to a dream that I had long since given up. I walked and walked, and even walked past my own tent, my destination clearer than it had ever been. And even though Madeline had made me come no more than two hours ago, by the time I reached her tent there was a pleasant warmth spreading through my lower body. The feeling of her lips on my nipples was still fresh when I called out from just outside the flap of the tent.

“Hey,” I said. “It’s me. Alex.”

“Come in,” she said. “It's open.”

I steeled myself before I took the next step because I knew that there was no coming back from this. The incident from before could be written off as a mistake made in the heat of the moment, but I knew for a fact that if I stepped through the flap of this tent it would be because this is what I really wanted.

I knew that nothing would be the same if I went in.

And, of course, I went in anyway.

My heart must have skipped several beats when I ducked into that tent because it became clear to me instantly that Madeline had been expecting me since she sat in the middle of that tent wearing nothing but her underwear. 


Chapter 4

One look at her had my cock swelling all over again.

She sat on an inflatable mattress on the base of the tent, hands to either side of her, her legs spread slightly apart as her plump little crotch stared up at me. She was wearing a pink pair of panties that hugged her curves closely, her tiny little girl cock forming an irresistibly feminine bulge in the middle. The bra was matching, and even though she had a modestly sized chest, something about the curve of it all was driving me crazy.

“What took you so long?” She asked, tilting her chin and smiling at me.

“How… how did you know that I would show up.” I gulped away a knot in my throat.

She shrugged, the smile still on her face. “Call it a hunch.”

My mouth was dry, my heart was beating very rapidly, and a large quantity of blood was being driven to my nether regions. It was getting harder to think. Once more, my body demanded action.

“So,” she said. “Are you gonna stand there all day? Or are you gonna bring your ass over here?”

There was no way I was going to turn down an offer like that. Within seconds I was all over her, my hands squeezing her tight little chest as I pinned her down and kissed her. Her lips felt even softer than before. Her tongue was even hotter.

I slipped one hand down her belly, making sure to take my time as I took in the feelings of her soft belly. I reached the waistband of her panties and slipped my fingers inside. She moaned sweetly into my mouth as I wrapped my fingers around her half-erect cock, her entire body shuddering to my touch.

I don’t quite know how to explain it, but something about the way her cock felt inside my hand made it clear that it was a girl-cock. It was smooth and hairless and soft to the touch. And even if it had been none of those things it would have still felt girlish because there was another, completely unexplainable quality to it.

I don’t even know how to say this, but I almost felt that her cock was shy to my touch.

I squeezed her down there, her entire body squirming underneath me. My own dick had grown to full mast and Madeline had already started massaging me over the fabric of my shorts, getting me harder and harder by the second.

“Are you sure you want this?” She asked me, perhaps worried that I was rushing into something that I wasn’t ready for.

“I’ve never been surer of anything in my life,” I said and snaked my tongue down her mouth again. Her cock twitched in my hand, a hint of slickness oozing out of her as she moaned once more.

“Then,” she said, slipping her hands up my shirt once more. “Let’s do this the right way.” With one expert transfer of weight, she had our roles reversed. She was on top of me now, and I was pinned underneath her, both of her hands on my chest, her fingers toying with my nipples once more. She drove a knee between my legs, spreading apart my thighs and pressing up against the sizeable bulge in there.

The moan that came out of my mouth was cut off prematurely by a kiss, her tongue swirling against my own as she began to fondle my nipples once more.

“Mmmmhm,” I moaned into her mouth, squirming and writhing and thrashing underneath her body. There were more sensations coursing through my body than I had ever felt before, swirling currents of hot electric pleasure making me move to the tune of her hands.

“Do you like this?” She asked.

“MMhmM.” I moaned my endorsement.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m just getting started.”

She broke off the kiss and pulled my shirt over my head, leaving me topless as she kissed a trail down my body, pausing briefly to give extra attention to my very sensitive nipples. She nibbled one side, and sucked the other. I squirmed and moaned on the ground all the way through it.

It was incredible how something –  some part of me –  that I had never thought of using for pleasure was now an overwhelming source of it. Was it because Madeline was an expert at stimulating my nipples? Or had that always been a hotspot for me that I had ignored?

The answer hardly mattered.

Before I get into the next part I want to paint a picture of our states in that tent at that moment. I, a nineteen-year-old boy, was lying on the ground wearing nothing but my shorts, one hand clutching the mattress underneath me, the other covering my mouth to stop all the ungainly sounds that I was making.

Madeline, a trans-girl wearing only her underwear, had her mouth cupped to my naked chest, her tongue, and her teeth doing hard labor on my right nipple. Her right hand slipping further and further down my body until it reached my shorts.

With just that one hand she undid my shorts, and then slipped it further down. I had thought up until then that she would use that hand to service my cock, so imagine my surprise when she navigated it around my hips, and then down my buttocks, until her fingers were firmly between my cheeks.

The very thought of what she was going to do next had me on the brink of orgasm.

She took a short break from my chest to look up at me as I lay there. “I’ll stop if you want me to,” she said, brushing her fingers up against my eagerly twitching hole.

“No,” I said, my voice hoarse and uneven and marked with embarrassment. “Don’t stop.”

She smiled wide and put her mouth back on my nipple timing that movement with when her middle finger breached my eager hole. I nearly screamed, putting both hands on my mouth as my back arched in the most embarrassing way. Madeline giggled as her finger sank deeper into my hole, her tongue almost twisting itself around my nipple.

She might have wanted to carry this little exercise on for longer, but the feeling of her mouth on my nipple and her finger in my bum was too much for me to bear. A searing hot wave of pleasure ripped through me, making me shudder uncontrollably as I moaned into the palms of my hand. I thrashed on the ground as I came, filling my second pair of boxers that night with a hot sticky load.

The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, and my skin continued to tingle with heat for several minutes after I was done. By the time I was finally back to my senses, I saw that Madeline was sitting upright once more, her hands resting on either side of her as she smirked at me.

“Now,” she said, hooking her thumb and fingers into the waistband of her panties. “It’s my turn.” She lifted that curvy little butt of hers ever so slightly off the mattress and rolled her panties down her thighs. Revealing her shy little girl cock in all its naked glory.

She spread her legs and motioned me over with a crooked finger. “Come here,” she said. I did as commanded, crawling across to her, still aware of the sticky mess inside my boxers. She put a hand on my head and guided me downwards. But she needn’t have, because I already knew what was expected of me, and truth be told, I couldn’t wait to start.

I wrapped my lips around her cock and began to suck. I had never sucked a cock before, but that didn’t stop me from making her spill her seed down my throat no more than five minutes later.

This camping trip was far from over.

To be continued
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