

1

I was combing my hair in the mirror, dwelling on how good I looked and how absolutely **insane** it was that I still hadn't snagged a girlfriend. I’m a 19-year-old, tall and skinny, with a face so delicate that, honestly, with perfect makeup and maybe a damn wig, I could vanish completely into a woman’s role.

My phone rang. It was Matthew—my best friend, the one I seriously adore. We have one of those friendships that time just forges into something unbreakable; I basically think of him as my soul brother. He was, naturally, the total opposite of me. Huge, towering, bearded, and hair everywhere—on his arms, in places I genuinely don’t want to visualize...

“Tobi, you ready for me to roll up and grab you?” Matthew asked. I could hear the engine idling in the background, a good sign he was already nearby.

“Oh, for sure! For you, I’m always game,” I let out a tiny, playful chuckle and bit my lip, silently counting on this party being my golden shot at meeting a girl.

“Hey, you wouldn’t mind if Roy tags along, would you?”

“No...” I sighed, barely masking the sheer **annoyance** in my voice.

The problem with Roy is... well, he _was_ my friend, part of the crew, but then he came out. He’s gay, and I just can't stomach it. I was raised in a really conservative family, and the constant message was to steer clear of _that kind_ of person.

Every time I see Roy, my stomach clenches. His whole demeanor, the way he lives. I **hate it**. I hate those damn homosexuals, the way they literally fuck each other's asses, running their tongues all over those thick, veiny cocks, playing games... I simply can’t stand it. May God save me. Matthew _knew_ about my total aversion to Roy, which just made me want to explode. _Seriously, you’ve got to be joking, Matthew._
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I yanked open the door to the Uber, a Renault Sandero Stepway. Matthew and Roy were already squeezed into the back. Matthew was gesturing wildly, inviting me to join them and insisting we’d fit three, but I flat-out ignored him and hopped into the co-pilot seat.

The trip to Piper’s house was only about fifteen minutes, yet it felt like an absolute eternity listening to Roy and his ridiculously effeminate way of talking. _"This faggot is never going to shut his trap,"_ I thought, eyes burning with hatred as I glared at his reflection in the rearview mirror.

We pulled up to Piper’s place at 8:15 PM, and the sight was a madhouse—too many people, even for me. Maybe fifty people, all drunk, high, probably both, just trashing a three-room house and the yard. I loved it.

I strutted inside, doing my best to look hot while dancing, deliberately ignoring the guys I came with. I snatched a beer bottle and started downing it almost in one go. The party was epic. People were dancing, drinking like fish, singing off-key, and just destroying stuff.

As time ticked by and bottles of booze slid down my throat, I started feeling that familiar **heat**. That specific burn the alcohol brings, the one that makes my 16-centimeter dick get absolutely rock-hard and press painfully against my pants. Fiddling with my cock right there through my trousers, I had the most brilliant idea ever. _Piper, you are going to be mine._

While closing in on Piper, who was dancing, I took a moment to truly scope her out and admire her as a real woman. Piper was my high school classmate, but back then she was just average—no tits, no ass, maybe a pretty but forgettable face.

Today, though? She had everything a man could dream of. Gorgeous hair with two strands framing her cheekbones, a tight dress with a seriously naughty glimpse of cleavage over two distinct, though small, breasts, and hips that... I couldn't handle it. My cock was still throbbing. There wasn’t enough time to comment on how perfect her ass looked, nor did I have enough hands to grab it, or a big enough cock to truly wreck it, but my hopes were high.

“What’s up, beautiful,” I said, beer bottle in hand.

“I was beginning to wonder why you took so long...” Piper replied with a flirtatious edge that could knock any man dead. “Why aren’t you with Matthew?”

“He’s with Roy. No interest in that scene. What if people thought **I was a faggot**?”

“Tobi, you’ve been so mean lately. Roy has never actually hurt you.”

She thought she could make me feel bad, but I have zero empathy for faggots.

“Don’t talk to me about that queer. Why don’t you and I go do something else instead?”

Piper let out a laugh—it was almost demonic. Any other guy would have been freaked out, but I was ready for anything if it meant eating that ass. She checked her pockets and pulled out two pink pills.

“You and me? Only if you take this,” Piper said, making me open my mouth and slipping the pill inside.

I’m used to this crap; I love ecstasy.

When she saw I swallowed it, she grabbed my hand and led me through the house, up the stairs to the second floor. She then threw open her bedroom door and shoved me right in. I hit the floor hard. As I looked up, I saw Piper by the door, smiling that cynical smile again. Then she shut the door and stayed outside while I was still lying there.

“Hello, **tough guy**” I heard from the darkness of the room. **It was Roy.**
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I scrambled up from the floor, absolutely terrified. Piper had set me up. She locked me in a barely lit room with him... with Roy.

“What are you doing here? What the hell do you want?” I tried to sound tough, but Roy is huge—much bigger and more muscular than me. I've never been able to truly insult him face-to-face; I always knew he’d beat me senseless.

“You treated me like shit, you pushed me away. You said truly horrible things about me, things that _hurt_. Now, I want you to tell me what I am, right to my face,” Roy said, his gaze so icy I felt my ass cheeks **clench with pure fear**.

“Fa... Faggot,” I choked out, swallowing hard. I knew exactly what was coming.

Roy broke into a truly maniacal laugh. “Yes, I’m a faggot... or are **we**?”

When Roy said that, a suffocating heat started washing over me. It was a horrible, overwhelming heat that made me desperately want to rip off my shirt—_hell_, even my pants. My skin was screaming for air, but at the same time, I felt this intense pressure in my crotch. It was my dick, standing up insanely hard. _What the fuck is happening to me?_

“Oh, Tobi. The best thing you can do is just let go.”

Roy threw himself at me, grabbing me with all his strength and crushing me against his chest. I felt like a woman, looking up while her man holds her tight. “Let go of me, **queer**.”

I was helpless. Roy kissed me, pressing so hard I felt his tongue ram all the way down my throat. _"Impossible! A man is kissing me! This can't be happening, it's disgusting!"_ I was utterly sickened and totally paralyzed; I was being kissed in the dark.

Roy started squeezing my ass and spanking my buttocks. He even managed to drag my boxers down.

“Stop! I’m not a woman! I’m not a faggot!”

He was spanking me exactly like the girls in the porn I watch. _No way, this is unbelievably humiliating._

He finally released me and shoved me away; a trail of spit broke between us. Still revolted, I couldn't feel my legs, and my erection only worsened the situation. I couldn't stop myself from groping my cock through my pants. Roy walked toward me, smiling, dropped his trousers, and let his magnificent, veiny, and fleshy 18-centimeter cock hang there.

“Put it in your mouth,” he commanded, grabbing it and trying to smack my face with his dick.

“Get the hell away from me, faggot! Look what you’re trying to make me do! I don’t like m—” I couldn’t even finish the sentence before the cock slammed into my mouth. I tried to push him with my arms, but all my strength was gone. _"That damn pill,"_ I realized.

Roy placed both massive hands on my head and began to aggressively push me down onto his crotch. I still had the tip of his dick in my mouth, and my hands were useless. I struggled to pull my head back to get it out.

“Just let yourself go, it’s better this way,” he said, gently slapping my cheek to calm me down.

_"This can’t be happening, it absolutely cannot be happening. I have a dick in my mouth, a disgusting cock in my mouth,"_ I thought, feeling sick and completely turned on simultaneously.

I finally managed to wrench the tip of his dick out of my mouth when I saw a wicked flash from above.

“You either do what I tell you, or this shot goes out to the whole party.”

My stomach churned; I felt like vomiting. Everyone would see Roy putting his filthy glans in my mouth! That simply couldn't happen. I sighed. _"I have to let go,"_ I decided.

I looked up, locking eyes with Roy. “Don’t tell anyone,” I whispered, deadly serious.
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I drew a deep breath and ground my teeth. Then, after a long, shaky sigh, I opened my mouth and let that beautiful cock sink deep onto my palate. _"This can’t be happening, it can’t be happening. I’m a man being used like some girl, I’m being used. Just like in the porn,"_ the thought played over and over in my head.

I sucked gently, trying hard not to hurt him, but it was incredibly difficult—nothing like how easy they make it look in the movies.

Roy groaned, and I felt a wicked little tickle in my own dick, which I was still fumbling with over my boxers. _"I really need to take these off,"_ I mused.

I made up my mind: if I was already here, I needed to perform the best I possibly could. I started sliding my mouth up and down that cock, running my tongue along the sides, and finally hitting the glans. It began leaking a bitter, yet surprisingly **sweet**, fluid.

“Suck my balls.”

I dropped down to suck those hairy balls, looking up at his sweet eyes. From this angle, Roy looked like the most handsome man in the entire world.

While I licked his balls, my hands were busy masturbating his shaft. It was so huge and hard that one hand wasn't enough. I got the idea to take both of his balls into my mouth, and I started to tear up.

“You’re a goddamn expert,” Roy breathed out, moaning.

I felt good; something about Roy complimenting me was intensely satisfying.

I took that cock back into my mouth until Roy had enough. He clamped his two enormous hands onto my head and started fucking my mouth relentlessly.

_"No way, I’m one of those porn sluts now."_ I couldn't stop the thought as I was constantly deep-throated, my hot drool messing up Roy's cock, and my eyes streaming with tears from the sheer brutality.

Roy's cock started to pulse. I felt it vibrate deep in my throat. I’m a man; I know what that means. Far from wanting to escape, I accepted my destiny and waited for that delicious cum inside me.

Roy squeezed my head so hard I nearly gagged. I felt that heat in my esophagus and the stickiness on my teeth. _"I'm a whore,"_ I thought.

“What a beautiful whore,” Roy said. “But the night is only just beginning, my treasure.”

He grabbed me and tossed me onto the bed, legs splayed open. I know exactly what that means. I’m not ready, but deep down, I think I deserve it.
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