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"Come on man, just get out there, go in, and get the test sheets!" Dave ordered.

"Guys, I really think we should take another swing at this...Hey, maybe Kevin can sneak into the school and get the test sheets there!" Kyle pleaded.

"It's either now or never, now go!" Dave shouted, kicking Kyle out of the van.

Stepping out of the van in tennis shoes, thigh-high white socks with a couple red stripes at the top, a tight-fitting pink cheerleading outfit, with silver earings and full make-up on, Kyle looked around himself for a moment before fixing himself up. He instinctively pulled his skirt down, feeling uncomfortable and somewhat exposed from the length of it, only coming down past the mid-way section of his thigh. He felt a chill breeze from the cool october night blow between his thigh gap, and felt a rush of bashful fill his face. He looked like the prettiest young cheerleader that ever was, but only for tonight. He didn't even need to wear a wig thanks to his luscious long blonde hair he had grown out over the course of 3 years, stretching just down past his ears, giving him a feminine, though slightly tomboyish hairstyle.

He had begged and pleaded not to do this with his fellow fraternity members, though as the freshman, who had yet to earn full membership in the fraternity, it was either play ball or get out. And he really wanted to get in at that fraternity. Of all the newbies they could have chosen, they chose Kyle because he was the shortest, slimmest, and had the least muscle definition; an ideal candidate for dressing as a girl. It also helped that he had nice full lips and naturally dark eyelashes. They accentuated his feminine looks after the make-up was applied. Dave had his sister personally come over to do his make-up, though even she remarked that little else needed to be done to finish the job. She applied some foundation to round-out his cheekbones and soften his brow, but other than that, he looked golden.

Kyle's goal for the night was a simple one, but fraught with danger. Infiltrate the sorority house, get the test sheets, and get back out. Simple...But in the most complex of ways. First he would have to find the test sheets, then he would have to search around without alerting suspicion, then he would have to leave, all while pretending like he belonged to the sorority, despite everyone knowing each other quite well. And if he did managed to get caught, he risked possible expulsion, or worse, arrested and possibly charged with trespassing. He was comforted earlier with his worries about the situation by Kevin, who told him, "Don't worry, it's a Halloween party, they're all going to be drunk or high. I doubt any of them will even notice you."

These test sheets were just that important. Half the fraternity members had mid-terms coming up before Halloween break, and they shared classes with a number of the sorority sisters, who happened to skim the professor's files and found answer sheets for the tests. Everyone knows how they got them; the Alpha Pi Beta Kappa sisters were notorious faculty-sluts. It was not just rumors either, as a number of them had been caught by fellow students or faculty sucking and fucking their brains out in their very classrooms. How else could they end up getting straight A's when they hardly ever leave their sorority house?

Walking up to the large McMansion that the sorority was housed in, Kyle timidly approached the first guests of the party he saw. They were drinking out of the usual red cups, dressed in various costumes. Having taken singing lessons, when he put on his 'girl-voice', he sounded surprisingly natural, save for the slight timbre in his voice at the end of sentences that made him sound a like he had a minor cold.

"Hey, is this the party?" Kyle asked, hesitantly in a girlish voice.

Some guy in a pineapple costume talking to a couple girls dressed as a pirate and a cop looked at him, interrupted from their flirtatious affair. Looking Kyle up and down, Kyle's heart began to palpitate from the sudden direct socializing. He knew he had been found out. He had to make a quick get away, an escape, somewhere so he would not get caught.

"Yea, you're at the right place. Head on inside, the keg just got tapped only a few minutes ago." The man responded.

Kyle let out a breathy sigh, though tried to hide it. He had fooled the first of the few guests, he was wondering how well he would do inside. This brief encounter boosted his spirits at least though.

Walking further into the party, going through the large double-door entrance, there was trap music blaring, dark lighting with strobes, and plenty of streamers and halloween decorations everywhere. It was the liveliest amateur party he had ever been to. One guy in a glowing skeleton costume was waving glowsticks, sliding through the crowd from the main center hallway and into the living room, where there was a DJ on a raised platform.

Kyle actually smiled in amusement and began to bob his head, feeling at ease, dancing subtly to the music. He felt someone from the crowd grab his ass, cupping their hands over one of his entire cheeks and gently squeezing it. He became alert, looking behind himself. It was someone, somewhere, now long gone or right next to him; he had no idea. The sudden disturbance, having broken his distraction from the music, reminded him of his duty here. "Right, the sheets." Straightening his skirt out from behind after the minor groping, he backed himself against the staircase wall in the center foyer.

With his back to the wall, Kyle slid upstairs, gradually moving past the men and women, and even women and women who were making out along the way. Girls in cat costumes making out with guys in sailor uniforms, girls in angel costumes making out with girls in devil costumes. Kyle raised an eyebrow. Everything he had seen in media seemed to accurately depict what he was witness, it was like he was in some sort of teen sex comedy, or some early 2000's coming-of-age college flick.

Continuing up the stairs, he noticed a dizzying amount of doors, many of which were locked. Heading to the end of the main upper landing hall, he saw the first cracked door. He opened it, hoping to hide inside and take a breather. As he silently entered and sighed, he was alarmed to the sound of a creaking bed, and then hearing the quite crystal clear moans of some girl. Turning around he saw a blonde girl with girl straightened chin-length hair in a bee costume, ass raised on the bed, being fucked doggy-style by some black guy. Wait, he noticed that black guy, he was the lead quarterback for the University!

"Hey, you're Charlie Bowry!" Kyle blurted out, his girlish voice slightly dissipating, to which he quickly shut his mouth and capped it with his hand.

"Yo, what the fuck? Come on bro, can't you see I'm busy?" Charlie replied, annoyed, but not stopping as he continued humping the bee-costumed girl, who only casually side-eyed Kyle as she kept moaning.

"Sorry!...Sorry..." Kyle said, opening the door and backing out. There were a few other cracked doors, but he like-wise saw similar situations unraveling inside them. Other couples were having sex, some partially costumed, some completely nude, including, surprisingly one of the more 'nerdy' freshmen, Lynus Meswell, from the University's debate team. Kyle's eyes widened, impressed when he saw he had what looked like a 9 inch dick. "Holy shit." Kyle whispered, peering through the cracked door, "Little nerd does pretty well for himself, doesn't he?"

Continuing to watch him, he chuckled. Lynus was aggressive in his screwing of what looked to be one of the actual cheerleaders, smacking her ass repeatedly, saying, "You like that slut?" Kyle never would have guessed that such an inconspicuous, meek-looking guy could pack a wallopping, both in his bedroom behavior and his pants-packing power.

As Kyle hunched over, peeking through the door, amused but also kind of turned on seeing the cheerleader taking such a massive beating, he felt hands ease onto his shoulders.

"Hey there, pretty lady, you actually a cheerleader, or is that just for tonight?" A smooth voice washed over his ears, giving Kyle goosebumps all down his back and neck.

"Ayyyyy, hey there!" Kyle said, easing backwards with tensed shoulders.

"Why so tense, pretty girl?" The man replied, turning him around. He saw a tall rugby-esque jock with broad shoulders, a sharp jawline, and square head, towering over him. Kyle was only 5'7, so for a girl was on the middling-size in height, able to perfectly fit right in with a crowd, but this guy was at least 6'1. Kyle felt slightly flattered by such an attractive guy hitting on him, but politely pushed him away at the chest.

"Sorry, excuse me." Kyle said in a delicate, soft-spoken, girlish voice.

The man grabbed his wrist, holding him. "Hey, wait a minute, I just wanted to say 'hi'...Besides, what were you looking at?" He said, peering in through the cracked door. "Ho-ho, shit, is that Lynus? Who knew that pale little dork was packing! Good for him?" Turning back to Kyle, "You know, you don't have to just watch them...I can help you do that." He said, with an inviting smile.

"I'm sorry, I really need to go!" Kyle said, delicately at first, but ending with a forceful punctuation as he pryed the man's hand from his wrist. Running to the nearest bathroom, he stressfully placed his hands to his face.

"Hey man!" Some guy said, leaning against the counter.

Looking down, Kyle saw Miss Heathermoore, the English teacher, sucking off one of the students.

"Miss Heathermoore?" Kyle said, in disbelief. He had classes with her every Tuesday and Thursday, and never in a million years would have expected to ever seen her 41 year old face between the crotch of a some guy he happened to run across. In fact, it was not even just 'some guy', it was Derrick, the boy who's poems Miss Heathermoore always trashed, but for still some reason managed to get passing grades on his projects.

Miss Heathermoore's tightly brown haired, bunned head kept sucking away, ignoring Kyle. She got to go to parties like this only a few times every semester, and secretly enjoyed sucking off the students from her class that she liked, and she was not about to be interrupted by some tarty blonde cheerleader.

"Isn't there anywhere in this place that people aren't having sex?!" Kyle shouted, still keeping his girly voice intact.

"Try the library, dude." Derrick responded, casually.

"Oh...Well, thank you." Kyle said, surprised by the response to his clearly rhetorical remark. "And uh...Good for you, Miss Heathermoore." Kyle awkwardly tried to cool the situation, giving her a thumbs up with his purple-colored fingernail. She continued ignoring him, slobbering on the student's erect and veiny shaft. "Right..." He added, trailing off.

Exiting the bathroom, the pumping music back in his ears, Kyle leaned over the railing, looking out upon the foyer and the dense crowd of people thumping and moving. Putting a hand to his chin and relaxing himself, he watched, lazily. After a few moments, his eyes travelled up to the far side of the railing, seeing another guy staring at him. He had slicked back, thick black hair, with only a few strands strategically hanging in front of his face, with light 5 o clock shadow, a small mouth, and warm eyes. He was staring right at Kyle, who looked like a lonely bored little girl in his small pink cheerleading outfit.

Then Kyle noticed something, it was not just any guy, it was the boyfriend of one of the heads of the sorority. He would definitely know where they kept the test sheets!

Kyle gave a bored but playful smirk at him, tilting his head as he did. As he flirted with him, he was trying to remember what his name was, he had heard it all around the campus multiple times.

The guy stood up and began to walk over to Kyle, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a drink. Kyle's heart fluttered a moment, wondering how he was going to do this. He realized he may actually have to do some real flirting, not just eying up strangers or making small-talk...perhaps even some kissing. If he did not play the part appropriately, he would be kicked out of the frat, or worse, expelled or arrested. Those thoughts kept hounding him the entire time he stood there as the man approached. He was suave looking, and if Kyle were dressed as his normal self, even if he were gay, he likely would be far outside this guy's range. It would be like if he tried walking up to Emilia Clarke and asking her out.

"Hey." He said. Short, simple, comforting. Damn he was smooth, Kyle thought.

Responding back, thinking how to behave, he clutched his hands together tightly in front of him, acting shy and bashful like he thought a girl would, tilting his head slightly, before responding back, "Hey."

He smiled. "I'm Dirk."

'Dirk! That was his name!' Kyle shouted in his mind. He realized this was actually working. Kyle then began to think, 'Damn, guys really are easy', thinking about how many times he had been hit on since arriving, comparing that with how many times, dressed how he normally was dressed, girls either ignored him or out-right taunted him. But here, he was that little glowing starlet that attracted the top men.

"'Dirk'...I like that name." Kyle continued, smiling at him.

"What's your name?" He asked, leaning back against the railing.

"Emilia." Kyle could only think of the first name that came to his mind, and seeing as he had just been thinking about Emilia Clarke, he blurted her name out.

"Emilia. That's a real nice name." He said, placing a hand kindly on Kyle's arm, smoothly trailing it down to his elbow. In a single motion, almost without even noticing, Dirk motioned his head, nodding it slightly to the left. Kyle hardly batted an eye as he was led by the arm effortlessly down the hallway.

As he was being led, he felt his heartbeat begin racing, "Hey, I hear the sorority girls have the test sheets for the mid terms." Kyle had to shout it over the loud music, as Dirk was not looking at him and could not combine what he heard with lip-reading to gauge what he was saying, but Kyle was still just barely audible.

Dirk replied, "Yea, Sorority girls love getting under the bed sheets." He yelled back.

"No," Kyle yelled, "Test-" as he was about to finish, he was brought into a study-looking bedroom. It was rustic. There was an oak desk, large book shelves, and a quaint looking metal-frame bed with a queen size mattress. "-sheets..."

"Ta-da!" Dirk exclaimed, presenting the bed with his hand.

"No, I don't think you heard me, I meant to say-" Kyle looked over at the oak desk and saw a mess of papers laying out on it. Looking closer, he was amazed. It was here. These were the test sheets! "Yes!" Kyle exclaimed, flipping through them, his purple-painted fingers flicking with intensity.

"You can have a look at those later," Dirk said, guiding Kyle at the waist over to the bed, "Right now, it's just you and me." He finished.

"Wait, before you-" Before Kyle could finish, Dirk tossed him onto the bed, then laid on top of him, kissing Kyle's luscious, ruby-red lips that had an extra glossy coating. He was frozen. Dirk's hands ran down his thigh, then up his skirt, caressing him. Kyle was glad he shaved for this, other-wise it would have been real awkward when Dirk reached down and felt a bunch of bristly hairs.

"Dirk, wait, I-" Kyle interrupted, gently pushing him away from his lips. He looked into Dirk's eyes and, for a moment, felt queasy, then felt butterflies as Dirk held his hand down, and he leaned in for another kiss. He took Kyle's hesitation for that oh-so-feminine playful reluctance, and soon, Kyle's eyes began to flutter, before they simply gave in and let the moment happen. If he interrupted Dirk, he might raise suspicion. He also could not simply get up, grab the test sheets, and then walk out, as Dirk would clearly tell his girlfriend, or even stop Kyle himself. He had to play along until Dirk was either gone or passed out.

Kyle slowly moved his arms around Dirk, embracing him. He rubbed his fingers through his gelled black hair, his other arm rubbing his thin button-up shirted back. Kyle regularly kissed Dirk, but then Dirk kissed him back, harder, pushing his tongue into his mouth. Kyle's eyes grew alarmed, but then went at ease, doing so back to Dirk. Kyle convinced himself that, while dressed as a girl, it was perfectly fine to act like a girl, and if that included making out with guys, then so be it. At least none of the other frat guys could see him.

Suddenly, Dirk raised himself up, kneeling over top of Kyle, tearing off his button-up shirt, revealing a massive physique.

"Whoa..." Kyle responded at the sight of Dirk's abs and voluptuous pecks.

"I thought you might like that." He responded, smiling. He then grabbed Kyle at the waist and flipped him over.

"Whoa, wait a minute, Dirk, stop!" Kyle stated, but Dirk already lifted his skirt, revealing his cute little blue panties and sporty butt, and had wrenched them down his thighs.

Dirk had stopped. Kyle bit his lips, anticipating his blown cover as Dirk inevitably saw his testicles and penis. There was only silence.

Peeking behind himself as he laid on his stomach, Kyle looked back with a hesitant, shy grimace. "Dirk?" He said, lightly.

Dirk simply looked up at him with a smile, "Is that what all the fuss was about? You're trans?"

Kyle did not know what to say in response. He stumbled with words, before Dirk simply responded for him.

"Hey, that's fine." He comforted Kyle, "I'm bi." He said, matter-of-factly, like Kyle should have known.

Kyle gave a surprised satisfactory nod, until his eyes frantically searched, realizing what that meant.

"Hey, come on, give me the drone!" Dave complained to Kevin, reaching for the controller.

Dave and Kevin stuck nearby in their van, parked a little ways down the road. They had their own invitation to the party, in the manner of a miniature stealth drone. With a large TV set up and an electric generator, they were able to control and monitor the party from the outside, as well as peer into any windows they pleased.

They hovered over the back of the house at first, getting a layout of the crowd and taking in some of the hijinks in the pool, but quickly turned their interest into peering through the bedroom windows. They had gone from room to room, first seeing a lesbian tryst unfold in the master, then some girl in a bee costume getting railed by Charlie the quarterback, and then some other girl getting double-teamed. Kevin laughed, watching the girl getting double-teamed, taking a sip of his beer. Dave, seeing an opportunity, snatched the remote controller from his hands.

"Hahahhh! Who's laughing now!" He said.

"Aw, not cool bro." Kevin returned.

Dave flew the buzzing drone around the house, looking for a window they had not spied in on yet, finding a window on the side of the house and seeing a couple figures moving within. Flying closer to the window, they spied a sexy cheerleader getting pounded from behind, doggystyle.

"Oh, yes, now this is what I'm talking about!" Dave exclaimed, moving in even closer, until he noticed something. "Hey, wait a minute, isn't that?" He noticed the pink cheerleader outfit, jostling as it may be, with its skirt flipped up covering the lower half of it. They used the zoom function on the camera, seeing their blonde-haired crossdressing newbie, Kyle, with a pained but pleasurable look on his face, mouthing the words, "Oh yes! Oh god, fuck me!"

Dave and Kevin froze what they were doing, a cheese puff in the midst of being transferred to Kevin's mouth and Dave unable to control the drone as it hovered there. They both looked at each other in shock. Looking back at their screen they sat there watching their pledge take one for the team, literally, as Dirk's thick cock slid in and out of his virginal anus, bouncing on the bed back and forth vigorously, clearly enjoying and even participating actively in it.

The next morning, Kyle awoke. With his anus being sore, and having a slight headache, he became immediately lucid. He saw he was completely naked, still with his make up and thigh-high socks on, in bed. Lunging into an upright position from the realization, he scanned the room, noticing it was empty and silent. He fell back onto the pillow. "Phew..." He sighed, before turning his head to see Dirk nude laying next to him. Kyle smiled, satisfied.

As Dirk began to awake, he could feel something tugging on his penis, then a warm enveloping sensation. Looking down he saw 'Emilia', curling 'her' tongue around his flaccid cock that was quickly becoming erect again.

"Hey sleepy-head." Kyle said, seductively. "How about a little morning treat before I go?"

"Oh, that would be fantastic." Dirk replied in a groggy morning tone, laying back with his arms behind his head, closing his eyes as Kyle continued to lick away at his shaft and glans. It did not take long for Kyle to arouse him, and he sucked his supple glans, tongued his firm shaft, and even did a little bit of gagging for him, his short blonde hair periodically tickling his cock.

Finishing off Dirk, and making sure to catch his cum in his mouth, lest it get on his face and he have to wipe his make-up off, he watched as Dirk let out a grunt before falling back partially asleep, newly comforted from his morning orgasm. Kyle slid off the bed, fitting back into his outfit, and grabbed the test sheets of the desk.

Exiting the room, noticing the house was a mess, but mostly empty, save for a few passed out party-goers from the night before, he whispered, "The guys are going to love me foor this!" He squealed, holding them to his chest, not unlike how a girl holds her books in the hallway in highschool. He was definitely in for a surprise when he got back to the fraternity.
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