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  “Hey, Mike.” my friend Jessica said as she opened the door to find me standing, soaked from head to toe on her doorstep. It was raining hard and I had made the stupid mistake of not bringing a coat. Jessica’s house was just around the corner from my college dorm, so I thought I would be ok to just jog the short distance. I hadn’t anticipated that I would be drenched to the core by the time I got there.


  “Well, let me in!” I snapped, annoyed at her grinning expression. She must have found the sight of me shivering and drenched highly amusing.


  “Come inside” she said I think my roommate might have a spare shirt that will fit you. You can’t turn up to the party looking like a drowned rat.”


  She grinned and hustled me through the door, ignoring my scowling face. Jessica had always been a joker. In the ten long years I’d known her, she had always been the more confident, outgoing of the two of us. She was two years older than me and was in her final year at college, and since it was my first year I think she’d decided to take it upon herself to take me under her wing. I didn’t really mind. Jessica had always been protective of me, and she was just the same if not worse) now that I was in college.


  “Take your shirt off” Jessica suddenly said, jolting me from my daydreams.


  “Uh.. what?” I said, shocked by the sudden demand. I felt my face turning red and looked away. I didn’t want her to see my strange reaction to what was essentially a simple question.


  “Take your shirt off, Mike” Jessica repeated “it’s soaking wet and you look freezing. I’ll go get you another one to wear"


  I shifted uncomfortably on the spot, waiting for Jessica to leave the room. She lingered there for a few moments obviously taking great delight in watching me squirm. I just didn't feel comfortable taking my shirt off in front of her.


  When I finally heard her turn and walk out of the room. I peeled the soaked garment off my body and hung it over the back of a chair in the kitchen. I crossed my arms over my chest still shivering…it was absolutely freezing.


  Jessica returned shortly, holding a crumpled garment in her hand. I looked at her with a flat expression on my face, trying to hide the fact that I was extremely uncomfortable. She held out the garment and when I didn’t uncross my arms to take it from her, she tossed it over to me, but not before she had stood for a split second, trailing her eyes over my naked chest. She started at the collarbone and working her way down to my navel, making me squirm on the spot. I felt a strange and involuntary shiver run up my spine and cast my eyes to the floor once more. Jessica was one of my oldest friends, and I'd always known that she'd been...different. When she explained how she was different to me a couple of years ago, I can't say that I was surprised. But since then, her behavior changed. She had always been confident, don’t get me wrong, but now she was just plain outlandish.


  I have to say she often made me feel uncomfortable. I had nothing against her being a transgender, but for some reason it made me feel different. Her sexuality made me feel like I somehow didn't know who I was myself any more, and I knew for sure that I couldn't explain that to her. I suppressed another all-too-familiar shiver, as Jessica and I locked eyes and she tossed the shirt over to me.


  "Put this on" she said in her usual, demanding way. "We’re already late, I told them we would be there half an hour ago."


  I said nothing, but pulled the shirt over my head and walked over to the mirror to somehow try and style my hair into something other than a dripping wet mess.


  "You look fine." Jessica said with a smile. But there was no mocking, humorous edge to its tone this time "you always look fine. Come on, I saw the taxi waiting outside when I went upstairs to get you that shirt. Let's get this party started."


  I followed her out of the door and down the path, hurriedly. It was still raining hard and I was still freezing. We got in the cab and Jessica told the driver where we needed to go. I could have been imagining it, but I was sure Jessica was sitting up next to me a lot closer than she needed to be. And I could have sworn she was moving her foot up and down slowly, so that our calves brushed together gently. It suddenly felt hot and stuffy in the cab – and I tugged at my collar as I felt a slight sweat break out on my brow. Time was going by unbearably slowly and I was glad when we finally pulled up outside a house and heard loud music and laughter coming from within.


  Jessica paid the taxi driver and we got out, walking up the garden path to the front door in an awkward and yet somehow excited silence.


  When we got inside, my feeling of unease only increased. I found myself growing more and more uncomfortable. I don't know what it was that made me feel that way, even though I wasn't the most confident of people I usually found no trouble in striking up a conversation with strangers. Especially at a laid back and relaxed party like this one. But for some reason I found myself retreating further and further into my shell as the night went on.



  I decided the best possible course of action was to knock back a few stiff whiskeys. I knew that that would give me some form of courage.


  Jessica was off somewhere waltzing around with her friends, and had left me completely by myself. I started to feel angry, but instead I took a sip of my drink and tried to make the most of the situation. I was a college freshman – I had better start making some new friends. Just as I mustered up the courage to go over to a group of people and start chatting, a girl sat down suddenly on the sofa next to me.


  "Lame, isn't it." She said to me, taking a sip of her beer. "I’ve been at college for two years, and this is the most boring party I've ever been to."


  "Yeah." I replied smiling. "I came here with my friend, but she seems to have disappeared. Everyone is keeping to themselves; it's kind of difficult to mingle. I guess."


  "Ahh, so you're a freshman then?" She said with a grin on his face. "Nice to meet you freshman, I'm Chloe."


  "Michael" I replied, holding out my hand. "Nice to meet you"


  Once the ice was broken we spent the next thirty minutes chatting. I explained to her that I'd been spending most of my time with Jessica since starting at college, so I’d only really been to the parties that she'd been to. We chatted about college life, what we were studying – that sort of thing. I felt the warm, liquid courage starting to flow through me as our conversation went on. I grew more and more comfortable in her company, but I also grew more and more tipsy. I really had been hitting the whiskey quite hard. So I didn't notice the way they she was slowly edging her way closer and closer to me on the sofa, until she was practically sitting on my lap.


  "So where is this friend of yours then?" Chloe asked as the conversation hit a momentary lull. She leaned in close to me, and fixed me with an intense stare. I immediately felt uncomfortable – more so than I probably should. My heart began to race and there was a strange tightening in my lower stomach as Chloe's face loomed closer towards mine.


  "I... I'm not sure." Managed to stutter, feeling as if I was momentarily frozen to the sofa. "I think she might have gone out into the garden."


  "Well,” Chloe said, leaning in even closer now. Her voice was practically a whisper, "I suppose it's a good thing. I wouldn't want her getting jealous."



  I went stiff all over, and inhaled sharply as I felt Chloe place her hand firmly on my knee, and then slowly start to slide it up my thigh. I looked at her, wide-eyed with surprise, but she just smiled softly, and then leaned in kissing me firmly on the lips. My entire body went weak and my heart was racing. I didn't know what to do – how could I have been so stupid? How could I have misread the situation so badly?


  I had to stop it. I quickly came to my senses and pulled away from the kiss, pushing Chloe back with my free hand.


  "What are you doing?" I blurted out, my face flushing bright red. I tried my best to hide the fact that I was shaking; I wasn't even entirely sure what I was shaking for. Chloe looked shocked and puzzled, but left her hand planted firmly on my thigh. I brushed it away, feeling my confusion and anxiety turning into anger. How dare she do that to me! How dare she just assume that I was into trannies!


  "Take your hands off me!" I shouted, suddenly losing all control. "You just assume that because I'm here, with all you lot, that I must automatically be into this sort of shit? Well, I'm fucking not!"


  I didn't realize that I had leapt out of my seat and was now towering over Chloe, my hands balled into fists and shaking as I shouted at her. I also didn't notice that everyone around the room was staring at us. I had completely lost it – the drink, the atmosphere, the strange feeling of loneliness and confusion had all taken over. And even though I was shouting at her, I still couldn't get the feeling of her hand on my thigh out of my mind.


  "Whoah. What's going on here?" A voice came from behind me. I whirled around and found Jessica standing there looking quite concerned. She placed a hand on my shoulder, and I immediately melted, all feelings of anger washing away and being replaced by something that I couldn't even describe. I felt so utterly confused. I just wanted to run away at that moment. I wanted to scurry off back to my dorm and pretend this whole night had never happened. Jessica saw what I was thinking. She always had a knack for knowing what I was thinking.


  "Come on," she said in a soft, sympathetic voice. "Let’s go upstairs out of the way, give you time to calm down – yeah?"


  I said nothing but nodded enthusiastically, keeping my embarrassed face to the floor as I followed her out of the room, up the stairs, and into the empty master bedroom. I closed the door behind me and walked over to the bed sitting on the edge of it with my head in my hands. I said nothing. I waited for Jessica to speak.


  "Okay, I'm just going to come right out and say it" Jessica said. "You're lying to yourself, Mike"


  Again, I said nothing, but went visibly stiff all over. I didn't like the way the conversation was starting, but I couldn't see it going any other way.


  "Why can't you just admit it?" Jessica continued, his voice rising in volume slightly. "Is it so shameful that you can't even admit it to your best friend? Your best friend who also happens to be a tranny?"


  "I'm not..." I began, looking up at her but Jessica shot me such a scowl that I stopped dead in my tracks. I'd never seen her look this way before. She looked intensely angry, but there was also something strange behind her eyes. Like a strange kind of excitement, or even anticipation that I'd never seen in her before. Jessica just didn't look like Jessica. At that moment, she looked like someone else. Even sounded like someone else, as she spoke the harsh words of reality to me. My head was absolutely spinning.



  "Okay, fine, you're not" Jessica said in a low, strangely sinister tone. "So, just tell me one thing, then...” She was slowly walking towards me, until she was practically towering over me as I sat hunched over on the bed, looking up at her with wide eyes.


  Tell me you feel nothing when I do this." She whispered, and lifted her dress, pulling out her huge, thick cock right in front of my face.


  I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I completely froze, unable to move or tear my eyes away from her long shaft. It looked so absolutely...perfect. My skin began to prickle and the hair on the back of my neck stood on end. I watched her slowly sliding her hand all the way from the hilt to the swollen tip in drawn out, purposeful movements. Her ice-cold gaze was locked on my face, noting my reactions as if she was looking for a moment of weakness. I was completely and utterly powerless before her.


  The truth was, she could see right through me. She'd always been able to see right through me, even back when we were teenagers. No matter how much I protested that I didn't like her in that way, she somehow managed to see deep down into the core of me and know that what I’d said simply wasn't true. I had deep, hidden desires that I just couldn't admit, even to myself.


  And sitting before her, drinking in the sight of her huge, hard member I inwardly admitted to myself, at that moment, the thing I'd never been able to do so before. Every fiber of my being wanted to take her cock in my hand, slide it into my eager mouth and begin to suck. I saw a glistening bead of pre-cum gathering at its tip and licked my lips, feeling my own cock straining against the fabric of my pants. My cheeks were burning, as if I was reacting in shame and disbelief at the way that my body was betraying me. But I pushed those feelings of shame back, my breath catching in my chest as Jessica quickened her pace, groaning and gasping as she pleasured herself right before my willing eyes.


  I felt my cock straining against the inside of my pants, and immediately felt ashamed. This was so wrong. I shouldn't be feeling like this. All my life I thought I was straight. But I couldn't hide from the images that constantly played out in my mind. Beautiful women with large breasts, tight asses and something extra between their legs, my hands eagerly exploring them. Sometimes I’d think about them so much they would drive me insane, and the only thing I could do to get rid of them was to reach my own hand down my pants and touch myself in the way that I secretly wanted another man to touch me.


  And now it was happening right in front of me. I just couldn't take it, my cock was swollen and aching and I couldn’t control my breathing. I felt a mountain of volcanic tension building inside of me.


  It wasn't enough. Sitting on the bed before her and watching just wasn't enough. In a moment of psychotic acceptance I lost control of who I was (or who I thought I was) and reached out, grabbing Jessica's cock in my hand and squeezing it. She inhaled sharply through her teeth and let out a loud groan of appreciation as I moved with her hand up and down its hilt, watching the way it made the muscles on her shapely legs grow tense and then relax.


  It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen and, without hesitation, I placed my lips over her swollen helmet, swirling my tongue over the pre-cum that had gathered there and tasted the salty juices for the very first time. Then I let go of myself completely, and slid her cock deep into my mouth, sucking eagerly as my dick throbbed and twitched in my pants.


  Jessica groaned, dropping her glass of beer on the floor and grasping my head with her hands, running her fingers through my hair before yanking it, tilting my face up to look at her. She was a picture of raging desire and I just didn't know how to react, so I simply carried on sucking hungrily.


  "Like the taste of dick do you?" Jessica hissed, her voice sounding sweet and sultry. "You like the feel of my fucking cock sliding down your throat don't you."


  I was completely gagged by her cock, rendered mute and helpless – but if I could have spoken I'm sure that I would have cried out with a resounding ‘yes’! I swirled my tongue over her shaft, savoring every inch of it, feeling the swollen ridges and veins as she pulsated in my mouth. But nothing could have prepared me for what happened next. Jessica tightened her grip on my hair, and with an earth-shattering thrust. She stuffed her entire cock into my mouth and down my throat, making me gag. I spluttered as my throat started to spasm around her intruding cock, and tears immediately sprang to my eyes. I put my hands on her thighs, trying to push back so that I could give myself some breathing room – but it was just no use. She was so strong, so fuelled by lust that I had no choice but to sit there and let her fuck my face. Jessica started moaning softly with each thrust, sliding into my mouth and down my throat with such force that her balls knocked against my chin.


  Although she was rough, I was still aware of the throbbing, aching erection, concealed in my pants. Everything about the situation was so intense, it was as if I didn't know who I was any more – so I eagerly slipped my hand down the front of my pants and grasped my cock in my hand, squeezing hard. I took it out and began massaging it hard and quick. I needed this. I needed this release.


  "Oh no you fucking don't!" Jessica growled as she caught sight of what I was doing "if anybody’s gonna make you cum tonight, Mike, it's gonna be me!"


  With that she withdrew her cock from my mouth and pushed me backwards onto the bed with a force. It was all happening so fast. I didn't even have time to speak before she yanked my pants and boxers down around my ankles and took my length in her hand. I felt my cock twitch as she touched it, let out a loud groan of ill-disguised pleasure.


  I gasped and went tense as Jessica shifted her position, and bent low so that her face was only inches from my cock. I had to stifle a moan as I felt her squeeze the base of my shaft and then slide her hand up my length. I could feel myself pulsating in her hand, completely and utterly helpless as my body responded in a way that I had spent years trying to deny. I felt Jessica’s warm breath on my cock, and she quickened her pace. Everything about it felt right, which is why it was so distressing.


  “W... wait” I stammered, the jolts of pleasure zipping through my body taking my breath away. Jessica wasn’t listening. She knew that whatever was about to come out of my mouth was a complete lie. Jessica had always known what I was too stubborn and scared to admit.


  She licked her lips, teasing out a low grunt of arousal from me, and I groaned as she bent lower and opened her mouth. She extended her tongue and flicked out against the swollen head. Damn. It felt so good. I felt my balls tighten and my cock grow even harder in her hand, so hard that it began to spasm and ache. This wasn’t enough.


  I grasped at the sheets beneath me, and threw my head back on the bed. I gazed up at the ceiling, feeling Jessica’s expert hands as they caressed my swollen cock and then cupped my balls. I gasped, and then let out a loud, low moan as I felt Jessica’s tongue at the base of my shaft. She swirled it over my hard length, sliding upwards with just enough pressure to make pre-cum begin to ooze from my swollen tip. I literally felt like I was going to burst.


  “Admit it” Jessica suddenly said, her mouth only an inch from my cock. I felt her warm breath kissing my tender flesh and flinched. “Admit that you want this.”


  I screwed my eyes shut and balled my hands into fists. “I...” I began “Uh... I...” but I just couldn’t bring myself to say the words that had haunted my mind throughout my entire adult life. I couldn’t speak. I could only feel, and yearn, and sweat, and breathe – and scream inwardly that I wanted to stuff my fucking cock in her mouth!


  Jessica read my mind and opened up, sliding my hot hard length into her mouth slowly. I exhaled a breath that I didn’t even know I was holding, and then felt my hips start to shake slightly as Jessica swirled her tongue over my hard rod. It felt so good. It felt so right.


  Jessica clamped her lips around me and sucked hard, drawing out more of the pre-cum that was already oozing from the tip. I heard Jessica moan and gag a little as she took my entire length into her, making sure not a single inch of me went untouched. She was good at giving head, I could tell she’d had plenty of practice. I felt so amateur in front of her, self-conscious and embarrassed by my obvious lack of experience. I didn’t know how to act, or what to do – so I just lay there, dumbly, and allowed Jessica to go to town on me.


  She moaned and gagged once more, and her eyes began to water as her head bobbed up and down, sucking me faster and faster.


  “Fuck... I’m gonna...” I gasped, not able to construct full sentences because I was so consumed by the intense feeling of both pleasure and shame.


  Jessica squeezed my balls with her hand then trailed a finger down them and across to my inner thigh – idly tickling the sight crease where my legs met my groin. I writhed on the bed, overcome with sensation – and then I yelped like a wounded animal as Jessica plunged her finger into my asshole without a word of warning.


  I felt so dirty. Here I was, with my pants round my ankles and someone’s finger up my ass – getting sucked to climax. Jessica moved her finger in and out quickly, causing me to tighten and relax around her. It felt absolutely sensational, and I couldn’t help but cry out as I started to cum.


  My balls tightened and then my cock erupted, pumping wave after wave of hot steamy cum down Jessica’s throat, as she continued to finger my asshole. I gasped and whimpered, writhing on the bed as she teased out the last remaining moments of pleasure from my body. I stared up at the ceiling, panting and gasping as Jessica stood up and looked down at her handiwork.


  “You liked that, didn’t you” she said in a sly voice “you liked shooting your load down my throat didn’t you?”


  “Y... yes” I stammered, still trying to regain my senses. Although I had just cum, my dick was still hard and the aching feeling of extreme arousal remained. I was so exhausted and disorientated that I didn’t notice as Jessica gently slid my pants and boxer shorts off, and then began to remove her dress.


  “You liked my finger up your ass, too, didn’t you” Jessica said in a harsh whisper. Her voice was laced with lust, and it made me feel uneasy. I didn’t answer. I just couldn’t find the words.


  “I know you did, Mike. You can’t fool me” Jessica continued, her voice barely audible now “and since you liked my finger so much, I’ve got something else for your dirty little ass!”


  With those words, Jessica sprang into action. She grabbed me by the wrists and hoisted me into a seated position. I gasped as she then led me across the bed and roughly bent me over the end, so that I was draped over the wooden panel at the foot of the bed.


  “What the fuck...” I began, but Jessica moved quickly. She was already kneeling behind me on the bed and had her hands on my ass cheeks. I felt her squeeze them and then roughly pull them apart. I froze as I realized what she was about to do, and squirmed as I felt her teasing my asshole with the tip of her cock. I could tell she was very, very aroused because her cock was oozing large amounts of pre-cum, and she used it to make my asshole slick and wet. I groaned as I felt my cock twitch and Jessica continued to tease me with her length.


  Then she spanked my ass, hard, sending delicious jolts of humiliation through me. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen to me.


  But I didn’t have time to consider my situation further, because Jessica pulled my ass cheeks wide and then rammed her huge cock into my virgin asshole without warning. I squealed like a little bitch as the pain ripped through me, but that just earned me another hard spanking from Jessica.


  “Quiet!” she barked “while I make you my bitch. Don’t deny it, Mike, it’s what you’ve always wanted”


  With that she drew out and then slammed back into me even harder – making me cry out again. I balled my hands into fists, overcome by pain and shame as I allowed a cock to violate me for the very first time.


  I heard Jessica grunting with the exertion of her thrusts as she forced her way up inside me. I gritted my teeth and moaned in pain as my asshole stretched around her fat shaft. I was sweating and shaking, the room and my surroundings seemed to melt away until there was nothing but the feeling of Jessica’s huge cock filling me up. It hurt so badly – but it was a strange kind of pain. The more my asshole throbbed and strained against this violation, the more I felt my cock starting to twitch and throb. Jessica spanked me again, quickening her pace.


  “You want this” she hissed into my ear, hunching over me so that I could feel her breath on the back of my neck. “Just admit it. You want my dick up your ass. Say it!”


  But I couldn’t. Even then I couldn’t admit it. I screwed my eyes shut and gasped as Jessica continued slapping my ass. She fucked me brutally, squashing me up against the wooden slats of the foot of the bed. I yelped with pain, but then gasped with pleasure as Jessica reached around me and grabbed my swollen cock. Suddenly the pain in my asshole seemed secondary to the extreme feeling of pleasure as Jessica began to massage me. She tugged hard on my cock, making me twitch in her hand.


  I groaned as I felt Jessica’s breath on the back of my ear. I heard her breathing becoming irregular and I knew she must be close to climax.


  That thought made me weak at the knees and caused my stomach to lurch. Suddenly I felt more turned on than I ever had in my life – all because the thought of how it might feel to take her cum up my virgin ass. I realized in that moment that I wanted nothing more than to be filled to the brim by Jessica.


  “I want this!” I cried out, finally giving in to my internal desires. “Fuck my ass! Fill me with cum!! FUCK MY ASSHOLE!!”


  Jessica gasped at my suddenly filthy mouth, and squeezed harder on my cock as she slammed into me. She was in so deep that I felt her rubbing up against my prostate with every thrust. My cock swelled and my balls tightened. I knew that the moment I felt hot jets of cum filling my ass, I would erupt in Jessica’s hand.


  “Fuuuuck. I’m gonna cum!” Jessica cried and with one final earth-shattering thrust she emptied herself into me, shooting hard spurts of cum into my ass. I grunted and yelped as my own orgasm came rushing out, squirting my load onto the bed beneath us as my asshole tightened around Jessica’s shaft – drawing out every last drop of her load. It was incredible.


  We both stayed locked together in silence for a few minutes, while we tried to catch our breath. Although my head was spinning, I suddenly felt clearer than I ever had in my life. I groaned with pleasure as Jessica gently pulled out of me and kissed me softly behind the ear.


  “Come on, we better get back downstairs” she said, handing me my clothes. I threw them into the corner of the room and fixed her with an intense stare. She smiled at me, an amused look spreading across her face.


  The night was still young, and I still had plenty left to learn. And I knew Jessica wouldn’t pass up the opportunity to teach me. She smiled and removed her bra revealing a stunning set of breasts. I couldn’t believe what I’d been missing.
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