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  I took in a deep breath and swallowed down a refreshing gulp of my beer. It was the last night of the festival, and I had spent the entire weekend drinking, partying and watching some of my favorite bands rock out until the sun went down. It had been absolutely awesome and I didn’t want it to end!


  But as the final act on the main stage played their second encore, the realization that it would soon be over began to sink in. I sighed and took another big gulp of my beer. I didn’t want the weekend to be over. Not yet. I couldn’t stand the thought of going back to reality.


  I had spent the entire weekend with my friend Kate and her best friend Allison. I knew Kate from college and we had become really close in our first year – but I hadn’t met Allison until this weekend, when Kate randomly announced that she would be spending the weekend with us. But I have to say that, when she first introduced me to her, I was kind of pissed off that she’d invited someone along without even mentioning it to me first.


  I was immediately suspicious of Allison, and I wasn’t sure why. Whenever I looked at her I got a strange feeling in the pit of my stomach. There was something about her that made me feel a little bit uneasy. She was tall, dark and really muscular. She had athletic shoulders and narrow hips -- the sort of physique you'd expect a professional swimmer to have. There didn't seem to be an inch of body-fat on her, it was all muscle. Ripped, tight muscle. It was one of the first things I noticed about her when Katie had first introduced us just a couple of nights ago.


  I found myself wanting to dislike her, but she stretched out her hand to me with a warm smile on her face – and had every appearance of being genuinely happy to meet me that I just couldn’t. I couldn’t force myself to feel a certain way, not around her. I noticed how strong and firm her handshake was. It made me feel strange.  There was something about her I couldn’t quite explain.


  Since that moment, I found my attention kept wandering towards her, and as time went on I found myself looking at her more and more. I just couldn't seem to help myself, and I knew that Kate had noticed.


  "You do know that Allison's has more to offer than most women, right Chris?" Kate had said on the second night, while Allison was off buying a round of drinks.


  "Yes of course I do." I retorted. "You’ve told me, like, a thousand times." I was aware that I was being overly touchy. Kate gave me a knowing look and then remained silent. She studied my face intently, as if we were in some sort of mini stare-off. It was clear that she was simply waiting for me to speak, so I obliged. "Why would her being trans, even matter to me?" I continued, humoring her by way of giving her what she so obviously wanted. "I mean, I'm fine with people being whomever they want to be. You know that. I don't understand why you have to keep bringing it up. She has a penis. There's nothing wrong with that, nothing wrong at all."


  "I never said there was" Kate said. Her face was serious and she fixed me with an intense stare, but I felt sure that she was trying to stifle a smile. I felt my face turning bright red and hastily took out my phone, pretending to text somebody so that I wouldn't have to meet her gaze. Kate could see right through me and I didn't like it. I didn't like it one bit.


  I also didn't like the fact that whenever I caught myself staring at Allison, I would look over and see that Kate had caught me doing it too. Part of me thought the she'd done this on purpose. It was as if she'd orchestrated the entire thing, inviting her impossibly good-looking friend to the festival with us, simply so that she could create some sort of drama. Well, I wasn't rising to it. I wasn't playing into her hands, and I wasn't about to do something stupid. It seemed as though Kate automatically assumed that I must be gay or bi or anything other than straight simply because I'd never had a real girlfriend before. But there was a perfectly good explanation for that, and I had explained it to her over and over again. I just didn't have the time to have a girlfriend. I took my studies very seriously, and I played football on a semi-professional level ever since I was a teenager so there had never been time for any sort of serious relationship with my busy schedule. And now that I was in college, I didn’t think it was exactly the right time to start dating women. I had my studies to think of. I told her this, and yet she still had these crazy ideas about me. But I humored her as I always did. It was the only way I could preserve my friendship with her.


  But inviting her trans friend along to this festival that was supposed to be just for the two of us was just out of line and downright rude. Kate and I told each other everything (well, nearly everything) and I knew there must be some sort of ulterior motive behind what she was doing. It was out of character for her to pull such a wild card, and although I was sure she had intentions that she thought were good, I couldn’t help but be annoyed with her. But I couldn't exactly say anything to her about it, not while her striking, leggy friend was hanging around. So I decided to just grin and bear it, and tried to get along with Allison as best I could.


  That turned out to be a lot easier than I first anticipated. Allison was a cool girl. She was articulate, funny, enjoyed the same sports as I did and we both supported the same teams. As the festival went on I found that I was spending more time with Allison than I was with Kate, and I didn't feel even the slightest bit guilty about that. It was Kate's decision to bring her along without even consulting me first, so I thought it fitting that she deal with the consequences. And the strange thing was that I wasn’t even doing it to get back at her. The more time I spent getting to know Allison, the more I found myself drawn to her.


  The unexpected divide in the group became most apparent on the final night. The energy in the group had shifted, and it made me feel a little nervous as I stood watching the final act. I took another gulp of my beer and looked around to see where Allison was. Kate stood next to me, her arms folded tightly across her chest as she watched the band play with a stony look on her face.


  "Where the hell is she?" Kate suddenly spat, scowling like a petulant child. "She went to get me a drink nearly half an hour ago. I know it takes a while to get served at this place, but this is ridiculous!"


  She was right. Allison had been gone a long time. I took out my phone in order to ring her (I was the only one out of Kate and I that could get a signal at this overcrowded festival in the middle of nowhere) and I noticed that I had a text message. I knew Kate was looking at me, so I tried to act casual as I opened the message. It was from Allison;


  Back @ the tent. Come find me. Allison x


  I felt my heart do a somersault, but tried my best to make my face remain looking neutral. I couldn’t let Kate know how my stomach was churning, and I was hiding a big ball of excitement inside. I needed to play it cool, so I acted casual and then pretended to dial Allison’s number. I held the phone to my ear and waited patiently. Kate watched me, still with a scowl on her face.


  "No answer" I said, thrusting the phone back into my pocket. "I'll go to the beer tent and look for her, stay here."


  Kate rolled her eyes, then turned away from me and carried on watching the band. I didn't care about her mood, nor did I care about the fact the she'd been waiting for over half an hour to get a drink. All I cared about was getting back to the tent as quickly as I could and seeing Allison.


  After almost twenty minutes of winding my way through campfires and groups of people dancing, I finally arrived back at the tent. I took a deep breath and last swig of my beer – suddenly very grateful for the warm, liquid courage that was circulating its way around my body.  Allison had just lit a campfire and was crouched over it, warming her hands. The first thing I noticed was the way that the flickering shadows highlighted the contours of her shapely thighs. I pushed that thought out of my head, and forced myself to look casual.


  "Hey" I said, suddenly feeling incredibly nervous and not entirely sure why. There was something different about Allison, something that made me feel very unsure about myself. She had a look of agitation on her face, and a kind nervous energy about her as she glanced up at me. It made me feel excited and uneasy. I had thought she was a calm and collected character – the way she acted and the way she held herself just seemed to ooze confidence. But right now she didn’t look confident. Right now she looked like she was unsure of herself, in a strange way that I couldn’t describe. It made my heart beat even faster and I felt my legs threatening to tremble. I had to keep it together.


  "Hey, to you too" she said, getting up slowly and walking over to me. I didn’t manage a response, but smiled instead as she advanced towards me, fixing me with an intense stare. I felt my heart leap in my chest as she stood before me. She was standing very, very close. But I didn't take a step backwards. It was like I was frozen in both fear and anticipation. I knew there was something different about tonight. I felt different. I was different. But I just didn’t understand why.


  "Listen, Chris" Allison began, but then cut herself short. She looked away, as if she didn't dare say what was on her mind. A part of me felt like I didn't want her to say what was on her mind either, and yet another part of me was desperately urging her on.


  "Chris" Allison managed again. "It's the last night of the festival; I go back to Cleveland tomorrow. I just wanted to say that... it's been... I've really enjoyed getting to know you".


  Again, my heart did a somersault inside my chest, and I felt my cheeks burning. Why was I reacting this way? These were simple words spoken by a new-found friend, nothing more than that. So why did I feel like I was about to have a heart attack?


  Allison must've seen the delight and apprehension in my eyes as she spoke, and this gave her more courage. She reached out and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tight. It was all happening so fast that I just didn't have a chance to stop it. I'm not even sure if I would have stopped it anyway, because at that moment. I found that I was squeezing back. I trailed my thumb over the top of her delicate hands, and felt an involuntary smile creeping over my face. I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the vast amount of beer that I drank that night? Maybe it was the excitement and the festival energy? Or maybe it was simply that I'd finally given in to some strange yearning that I've been hiding for so long? Whatever it was, it caused me to grasp Allison’s hand even tighter as she leaned forward, cupped my chin and kissed me.


  The kiss was hard and full of pent-up passion. Allison practically threw herself into it, her lips pressing against mine firmly. I was completely paralyzed with shock and surprise and dropped my beer where I stood. But perhaps what was more shocking was the fact that I found myself opening my mouth and allowing her tongue to creep inside, gently wrestling with my own. I had never kissed someone like Allison before, and I was shocked at how strong and yet tender it felt. A rush of excitement blasted through me as the realization continued to hit me, over and over again. I was kissing Allison! I was kissing a shemale, for the first time, and it felt so damned good.


  I felt my cock twitching in my pants as she grabbed my arm and squeezed my bicep. She was holding me so tightly that I couldn’t have gotten away even if I’d wanted to. She was full of power. Full of heat. I was shocked and even a little intimidated by the way she grasped at me, squeezing my arm and clawing at my shirt. I was completely hers. And she knew it! She knew that every inch of me was just begging to be taken by her – no matter how much I had tried to deny it.


  She pulled away from the kiss, and held me at arm’s length – her amber eyes burning into mine.  It was as if she was looking right through me, as if she could see down into the secret part of me. The part of me that I couldn't even admit to myself. I felt my cock twitch in my pants once more, swelling and pressing against the fabric of my jeans. I was beginning to grow desperate.


  There were people all around us, milling about the campsite. My initial reaction was one of embarrassment. I was ashamed that I was doing this. I was ashamed that I was finally admitting to myself to think that I could never do so before. Were they staring at me? Did they know what Allison was hiding beneath that little sun dress? I didn't have time to check whether or not my fears were true, because Allison grabbed me roughly by the wrist and pulled me towards her tent.


  "Wait" I stammered, but she didn't turn her head to look at me. She just squeezed my wrist even harder and pulled me with more force into the tent. "I... I've never done this before." I managed to blurt out. Allison looked at me, and the corner of her mouth curled up into a slight smile. Of course she knew I'd never done anything like this before. She could probably smell my inexperience, and tell that I was out of my depth just by looking at me. Maybe that was part of what turned her on. I got the distinct feeling that she was getting off on the fact that she would be able to dominate me. And for that matter, so was I.


  "In that case" Allison said, taking a step towards me. "I think you're in for a pleasant surprise"


  She made sure that the tent was zipped up tightly behind me, while I just stood there dumbly, feeling my heart racing inside my chest. I was still all too aware that there were thousands of people just outside, all with perfectly good ears. And yet here we were, huddled up inside the tent together as if it were the only place in the world and we were inaudible to all the outsiders. The thought that somebody might hear us made me feel uncomfortable, but also sent a rush of excitement through my body.


  Everything about this was completely insane! I was tearing myself apart inside, caught up between what I thought in my head and what I felt in my body. I was straight, wasn't I?  Although to be honest I wasn’t sure if this qualified as straight or gay or both. The only thing that made sense was the feeling of pleasure that ran up and down my spine and the glowing warmth that started in the pit of my stomach and spread out into my groin, over my balls and down the shaft of my cock. I was more aroused than I ever had been in my entire life. No normal girl had ever managed to make me feel this way before. And yet Allison was succeeding in working me up into a riotous frenzy, without even using her hands. It just didn't make any sense at all.


  Allison moved into the center of the tent, her face dimly lit by the light that was seeping through the canvas, coming from the surrounding campfires. I studied the lines of her face and watched her mouth as it curled up into a sly smile once again. Then she slowly slipped off her dress, making me quiver with anticipation. I knew what she wanted me to do. She took out her huge, hard cock and began massaging it slowly in front of me. I didn't know where to put myself, nor did I know where to look or what to do. I was so flustered and confused, but that just seems turn her on even more.


  "Come here" Allison whispered, but although her voice was soft the intent behind her words was forceful and domineering. It wasn’t a request, it was an order. So, I obediently took a step towards her, feeling my breath catching my chest as I heard the sound of her massaging her cock even harder.



  "On your knees." Allison commanded, and again I obeyed. It was like I wasn't in control of what I was doing any more and I was more than happy to give over control to somebody else. That way, I wasn't responsible for what I was doing.


  But there was a distinct part of me that knew I was. And it was a part of me that was desperate not to feel ashamed any more. Desperate not to hide the secret and yet most significant part of me. And the fact that all I could do was think about how Allison's cock might feel sliding down my throat only served to prove the fact that I had been lying to myself for years. I felt a little bead of sweat slowly crawling its way down the side of my brow and licked my lips, waiting patiently for my next instruction. My eyes were fixated on Allison's hot, hard length as she tugged on herself, causing her balls to tighten and then relax. It was one of the most delicious, and yet sinful things I'd ever seen in my life.


  I waited for the inevitable command, and let out a soft groan as the ache in my pants grew stronger. My erection was throbbing, almost to the point where I felt like I couldn't take any more. I looked up at Allison and licked my lips once more. She smiled in response, and I took that as my cue.


  I opened wide and slid her long, thick cock into my mouth. A rush of excitement coursed through me and I felt all the blood in my body heat up a couple of degrees. She tasted so good. She felt so smooth and yet so hard inside my mouth and I greedily ran my tongue along the bumps and veins of her shaft. I couldn't believe it had taken me this long to taste the sweet saltiness of another cock for the very first time. I sucked greedily on her cock, grasping the hilt in one hand and then cupping her balls on the other, squeezing gently. I sucked her in the way that I could only hope she might suck me. I sucked her in the way that I'd imagine myself doing so over the years. And I knew I was doing a good job, because Allison soon began to lose it.


  It seemed like all the cool, calm and collectedness of her character was slowly washing away before my eyes. She began to groan, sucking in air through her teeth and then moaning softly. I felt her thighs tensing and then relaxing as I sucked hard, and took great delight in watching her composure melt away in front of my very eyes. She ran her fingers through my hair, and then grasped tight, yanking my head back a couple of inches so she could look down at my satisfied face while I feasted upon her.


  I squeezed her balls even more tightly, causing her to let out a groan of ill-disguised pleasure. I could tell that she hadn't expected me to be this good. Hell, I hadn't even expected me to be this good. I guess the years of pent-up desire was finally coming out of me and, holy shit, did it feel right!


  I felt Allison's cock swell up in my mouth and begin to twitch a little. It was clear that I was taking her closer to the edge, so I sucked and licked even harder now, my head bobbing up and down while her balls became wet with my saliva. She gasped and hissed, tugging on my hair before finally yanking my head back so hard that I came away from her cock. I stared up at her, looking into her eyes and seeing the deep burning lust that I had seen there during the moment that she had first kissed me. My stomach clenched and my body burned. I knew what was about to happen.


  We were all over each other at once, tugging at what little clothes remained and kissing and biting every inch of exposed flesh as we wrestled to rid each other of our clothing. Allison undid the button of my jeans with one hand, whilst pulling my T-shirt over my head with the other. I on the other hand fumbled with her bra, as I managed to get it unhooked her full perfect breasts were exposed and I couldn’t wait to take one into my mouth.


  What I wanted didn't matter though, because before I knew it we were both completely naked and Allison was laying me gently down onto her sleeping bag. She planted soft but passionate kisses over my torso whilst inching her way agonizingly slowly down to where my huge throbbing cock stood, erect and ready.


  She cupped my balls with one hand, kneeling down low so that my cock was just inches away from her mouth. She looked up at me, obviously keen to see my reaction as she slowly extended her tongue and began to lick around the rim of the head. I gasped in shock, curling my toes and tensing my legs as she went to work on me. It was the most erotic thing I've ever seen in my life, watching her head bob up and down, feeling her tongue swirling over my thick meat. I drank in every detail of her beautiful body from her long auburn hair to her thick beautiful cock; observing the sinews in her neck as she strained to take all of me into her mouth and throat. It was so unbelievably satisfying I felt like I was going to explode in her mouth there and then. I had to calm myself. I couldn't let it be over this quickly. Not now!


  "Wait!" I managed, but before I knew it Allison was sitting upright, with both her hands gripping hard on my hips. her piercing eyes looked down at me, and I just had chance to notice the all-too-familiar sly smile as it spread across her face before she rolled me over onto my front. She was so strong, so powerful and skilled in what she was doing that I had absolutely no time to protest.


  She placed her hands on my ass cheeks, and then pulled them apart. I gasped and groaned as I felt the unmistakable feeling of a hard cock resting between my cheeks. She slid herself up and down a couple of times, slowly, but applying plenty of pressure. I heard her groan as she did so, and felt painful throbbing from my cock is it pressed down onto the floor beneath me, my bodyweight holding it in a restricted position. Oh God, what I would have done to have a wet mouth or strong hand around my poor aching swollen cock at that moment! But it didn't matter; because little did I know that I was about to experience pleasure from a completely different part of my body.


  I felt a cold dripping sensation on my tight hole and a single finger massaging the slick wetness just slightly inside of me followed that.  I had never had anything go in my ass before and it was an amazing feeling.  My arms and legs trembled as I anticipated what was to follow.


  "Now" Allison whispered, hunching over me so that I could feel her breath on the back of my neck. "I'm going to fuck you in the ass. And you're going to cum.”


  With those words, Allison repositioned herself and pressed the tip of her prick right up against my tight, virgin ass hole. The warm skin replaced the feeling of the cold, wet lubricant. I gasped, trying to brace myself for what was coming next but I had no time to ready myself before she thrust forward with her hips, burying her prick deep inside my tight ass. I let out a howl of pain, then grasped desperately at the sleeping bag beneath me, twisting the fabric in the palms of my hands. The pain was unbelievable. I gritted my teeth and yowled like a wounded animal as Allison forced her way up inside me. The pain worsened the deeper she went, stretching my ass unbearably around her huge, thick shaft. She drew out of me agonizingly slowly, and then before I could even let out another howl of pain, she thrust her way back inside even harder.


  I screwed my eyes shut, hissing and panting as Allison's cock delved even deeper inside of me. I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe how much it hurt. But yet somehow felt so right. Here I was, face down, getting fucked in the ass for the very first time. And all I could think about was how the pain just felt so right. Allison quickened her pace, causing me to buck forwards where I lay on the floor. The friction against my cock trapped beneath me began to flare up the strange pleasure inside my stomach once more. I grunted and moaned, my sounds of pain slowly turning into pleasure as Allison fucked me.


  "You like my big shemale cock in your ass, don't you!” Allison whispered, still hunched over me so that I could hear her loud in my ear. I didn't manage a response, but involuntarily tightened around her shaft -- as if my body was trying to draw her in even further. It was clear that I liked it. It was clear that my ass was just begging to be filled up with her hot jets of cum.


  I heard Allison’s breathing becoming irregular, and she placed one hand in the center of my back to give herself leverage. Then she began slamming into me with a renewed force, causing me to cry out in pain and pleasure. I wanted this so bad, and she knew it. I felt something swelling up inside me, and I knew for certain that it wasn't just Allison's cock. She was in so deep that, with every thrust, I felt a burst of pleasure inside every time she pushed against my prostate. I was going to cum. I was going to cum from getting fucked in the ass!


  "Fuck me!" I cried, turning my head and looking over my shoulder at Allison as she steamed into me. "Fuck my ass! Harder! HARDER!”


  Allison said nothing, but let out a strangled groan of ecstasy, thrusting forward with earth-shattering power. She grabbed my shoulders, her nails biting into my flesh as she forced herself up inside me so far that there was nowhere else to go. Then she let out a loud long grunt and a deep moan as she emptied herself inside me, her cock shuddering and spasming as it pumped me full of hot cum.


  That was too much for me. Feeling the hot jets of cum spraying inside and her pulsating cock massaging my prostate sent me over the edge, and I felt my cock erupting suddenly and violently all over the sleeping bag beneath me. It was absolutely sensational, and I never wanted the feeling to end. I didn't even care who might be listening as the wild cries of pleasure escaped me. All I cared about was how good I felt, and how unbelievably satisfying my first ever anally-induced orgasm had been.



  Allison didn't pull out of me right away. Instead, she slumped forwards, pinning me to the floor with her breasts pressed against me as we both lay there sweating and gasping for breath. I smiled to myself as I felt her cock slowly relaxing while still inside of me. It just felt so right.


  My surroundings seemed blurry and not quite real. I was in a kind of daze, and I didn't even notice when Allison planted a soft kiss behind my ear, and eventually rolled off me. I just lay there in a kind of numb stupor, a ridiculous grin plastered to my face.


  “Do you want to go and enjoy the last night of the festival?" I heard Allison say, although her voice seemed like it was miles away from me. She rolled over onto her side and looked at me, a mischievous and excited glint in her eye. She already knew my answer.


  "I want to enjoy the rest of the festival alright," I said with a grin. "I would rather just enjoy the rest of it in here, with you."


  I rolled over and propped myself up on my elbows. Then I glanced over at her as her eyes wandered from my face and rested on my crotch, where she could see that my huge erection was still throbbing. she smiled and licked her lips. Although I was inexperienced, it was clear that I was desperate to learn. The festival could wait.
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