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I never got in trouble in high school, not until my senior year. I was a straight-A student, a geek. I was the guy who stays home studying on Friday nights, while all the girls go out with the Alpha males, the guys from the football team. My record was squeaky clean. Until I got busted for cheating.


Steve Dobbs was the quarterback of the football team. He was tall, blond, blue-eyed, and in my senior English class. And he never did his own homework. He never had to. He could always find someone else to do it for him. That week Steve's homework was in my lap.

He and his buddies pulled up alongside me in Steve's jacked-up blue pickup truck as I was walking home the day before.

“Hey,” Steve said. “You're in my English class, right?”

I nodded. This was the most he'd ever said to me. Unfortunately, I knew he didn't give a crap about me and definitely wasn't just being friendly. He wanted something, and I knew exactly what.

“We've got that paper due tomorrow,” he said. “Tell you what, you write it for me, and give it to me before class tomorrow, and me and my friends won't beat the shit out of you right now. That sound okay to you?”

I put my head down and kept on walking. The truck slowly kept pace. I could smell the bitter smoke of the exhaust.

“Hey dipshit,” he said. “You hear what I said?”

“No,” I said, feeling a hard knot form in my stomach.

The truck stopped. Steve got out and suddenly he was in my face. I could smell his expensive cologne and on top of that cigarette smoke.

“What did you fucking say to me?” he said, his face inches from mine. “Nobody says no to me.”

I was skinny, at least three inches shorter than him, and in no position to resist. I felt my face flush, tears forming in my eyes.

“I just...I want to get into a good college,” I said. “I can't be caught cheating.”

“Cheating?” Steve laughed. “Who said anything about cheating. You're helping out a friend. We're friends, right?”

“Sure, I guess.” We weren't friends at all. I knew of him, but I was pretty sure he didn't even know my name.

“Just write the fucking paper and give it to me tomorrow morning,” he said. “Or Tank there is gonna shove his fist up your asshole.” He nodded at the guy behind him, one of the linesman on the football team, a mountain of meat who was scary to look at. I didn't know if he'd actually ram his fist up my ass, but I really didn't want to find out.

“Okay,” I said. “I'll do it. Just this once.”

Steve got in my face again, his breath hot. “You'll do it however many fucking times I tell you to,” he said. “Know why? Because you're a little beta cuck boy. And I own your skinny little ass.” With that, he reached up and smacked the side of my head, knocking me off balance. I fell to the ground, my ear stinging, spilling the books out of my arms.

Steve was already walking back to his truck, laughing at the fun he'd had.

We were supposed to write a ten-page paper on one of Steinbeck's works. Thankfully, I'd already written mine. I had to stay up most of the night to finish Steve's. But by three in the morning, it was done, and it was good, maybe better than mine.

As I lay in bed, I wondered if that was a mistake. If it was too good, the teacher might see right through it. I didn't think Mrs. Hanson could actually detect my style. I wasn't even sure I had one. But she could probably tell if it wasn't Steve's. I decided that was probably okay, as long as she couldn't tell exactly who had written it.

The next morning, I met Steve and his goons outside the cafeteria.

“Got a present for me?” he asked, laughing.

I dug in my bag and pulled out the paper. No one was around. At least that was what we thought.

I handed the paper to Steve, and he read the title out loud. “Economic Symbolism in John Steinbeck's Of Mice and Men. Wow, that sounds fancy. I better get an A, dipshit.” He rolled it up and whacked me in the face with the paper, then turned around.

There, waiting for him, was Vice Principal Kendall.

“Steve Dobbs,” Kendall said. “I would have expected this from you.” Then he looked at me. “But you're a model student. This is especially disappointing.” He told Steve's friends to get to class. Steve and I were headed to the office.

Our English teacher confirmed that there was no way Steve could have written the paper, but the Vice Principal had actually seen me give it to him, so that was just icing on the cake.

We each got a month of Saturday detentions. We were to meet in the cafeteria at eight o'clock sharp for the next four weeks. Part of the time, we could use it as a study hall. But we'd be expected to pick up trash around the school grounds and do other supervised chores. I didn't mind the punishment so much. But this was going to look horrible on my record. I thought maybe if I was repentant enough, I could appeal to the VP and ask that it be kept in a closed file or something.

Steve whined like crazy, though. Unlike me, he had a social life. Saturday's were precious to him. And for some reason, he blamed me for getting caught, though Kendall had almost certainly been keeping an eye on him. I figured from now on I'd need to watch my back.

I showed up at the cafeteria ten minutes before eight that Saturday. There were two other students there. One of them was a big guy, wearing a letter jacket. He was on the football team, too. Great. The other one was a girl, a loner. I didn't know her name, but she had pink hair, black combat boots, and too much eye liner.

Vice Principal Kendall sat on the edge of the stage, looking at his phone. He looked up at me when I came in, and pointed at a chair in the front, frowning. We all sat and waited for Steve to show up. For a while I thought he wasn't going to come. But fifteen minutes past the hour, he sauntered in like it was no big deal.

“You're late, Mr. Dobbs,” Kendall said.

“Am I?” Steve smirked.

“We're supposed to stay until four, but now we're here until five.”

“What?” Steve said. The others grumbled. I kept my mouth shut. That wasn't fair. But then, none of this was fair.

“Just sit down,” Kendall said. “Everyone do your homework. I know you have a paper to work on, Mr. Dobbs. I'll check back in at lunch.” He hopped up and put his phone in his suit pocket.

He was going to leave us here alone, unsupervised?

“I'll be over in the main building, in my office. I'll be keeping an eye on you all, though. Don't even think about leaving, and if there's even a hint of trouble, you'll be here every Saturday until the end of the school year. Got it?”

He didn't wait for an answer, instead heading through the double doors.

I sat down and pulled out my math homework. Maybe I could get something done, and this wouldn't be so bad.

Then I felt a smack on the back of my head. “What the fuck are you doing, geek?”

“Math,” I muttered.

“Math,” Steve said back in a girly voice. “It's all your fault we're here.”

That wasn't true, and we both knew it, but I kept my mouth shut and opened my book. Steve slammed it closed. Then again, maybe this was going to be horrible.

“I should kick the shit out of you,” he said, sitting on the table next to me.

“Your such an asshole,” the girl said.

Steve whirled around. “What did you call me?”

“An asshole,” she said. “You're like a walking, talking stereotype of a high school bully. It's pretty lame.”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Well what about you, little emo girl? You're trying so hard to be different, you look like about a million other girls trying to be different.”

“Look,” she said. “We can sit here shitting on each other, or we can go backstage. I'm in the drama club, and I keep a stash of weed back there.”

Steve raised his eyebrows. He looked at the other football player. “I dunno, what do you think, Andre?”

“Sounds good to me,” Andre said.

“What's your name?” Steve asked the girl.

“Abby,” she said, standing up and heading for the stage. “You guys coming, or what?”

Steve and Andre looked at each other again, then shrugged and got up.

“You coming, too?” Abby asked. It took me a second to realize she was talking to me.

“Me?” I asked. “No, I'm fine.” I was already in detention for cheating. Maybe I could get that off my record, but I wasn't going to compound it by getting caught smoking marijuana.

She walked up to where I was sitting and leaned over. She smelled like cigarettes and tangerine.

“Look,” she whispered. “You want these guys off your ass? Try hanging out. Whatever you were doing before sure as hell isn't working.”

Maybe she had a point. And I didn't have to smoke anything. I looked over my shoulder at the double doors. Kendall's office was nearly on the other side of campus. He wouldn't be able to see anything.

“Sure,” I said.

We all walked up the steps onto the stage, then through the blue curtains in the back. It was dark and musty, smelling like a second-hand store. There were racks with all kinds of clothes, and a pair of tables with vanity mirrors.

Abby climbed on top of one of the tables and pried open a loose vent high up on the wall. She pulled out a small ziplock baggie with two fat joints.

“Ta-da!” she said, hopping down. “Anybody got a lighter?”

“Here,” Andre said, pulling a yellow Bic out of his letter jacket. Abby lit up the first joint and took a long drag. She offered it to me, and I shook my head. She shrugged and handed it to Steve.

“So what do you guys want to do now?” Abby said. The way she said it made me wonder if she wanted to have sex. With one of us? All of us? Maybe I was imagining things, though my heart began to pound a little harder.

Steve took a drag and looked at her. “You have something in mind?”

She smiled, with a wicked gleam in her eye, but she wasn't looking at Steve, or even Andre. She was staring at me.

“What?” I asked. 

“You ever dress like a girl?” she asked me.

My face flushed hot. The guys looked stunned, then laughed.

“What?” I asked. “No. Hell no.”

“Because I get bored pretty easy,” she said. “That's how I ended up here in the first place. And we're surrounded by makeup and clothes. Besides, you have really nice bone structure. I think you'd make a pretty hot girl.”

“This is ridiculous,” I said. “I'm going back to study.”

“Hey.” It was Steve. He was looking at me in a really weird way now. “She's right, you know. That's something I'd really like to see.”

“Well I'm not doing it,” I said.

“I probably shouldn't tell you this,” Abby said. “But when a guy dresses up like a pretty girl, it gets me hot as fuck. I get to where I'll do just about anything.”

“That's something I'd really, really like to see,” Steve said, laughing and taking another hit.

Why hadn't I turned around and left yet? Probably because of the way Abby was looking at me. She was very hot, in that goth kind of way, and I was a virgin. The thought of turning her on, of making her do anything, was making me stiff.

Also, I kind of liked the idea of dressing up, though I guess I'd never really thought about it much. Now that I actually considered it, the idea was kind of appealing. I could wear bright clothes, a wig, and makeup. I could be a completely different person, and that sounded pretty good.

“Ooh, he's thinking about it,” she said, licking her lips. “You know, in Shakespeare's time, there were no female actors. Men and boys played the female roles. There's no shame in it. It'd be fun.”

“Tell you what,” Steve said. “You let her play dress-up with you, we'll call it even.”

Even? I didn't owe him anything. Still.

“You leave me alone for the rest of the year,” I said, clearing my throat. “You don't ask me for anything.”

Steve took one last hit, then passed the joint to Andre. “You got it, man.”

Abby clapped her hands together excitedly. “Shit, this is gonna be so fun.” She ran to me and grabbed my hand. “Let's pick out an outfit.”

Together we went up and down the racks of clothes. Every once in a while, she'd grab something and hold it up to my body. Most of the time she just shook her head.

Finally she came across a white skirt with red polka dots and a big white belt with a red buckle. There was a tight black top to go with it. She gasped.

“I think this would look fabulous on you,” she said. “I think this was from an old production of Grease. It's got that 50's teenager look to it.”

“Sure,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. But I was actually kind of excited to put it on.

“Okay, get those clothes off, girly,” she said.

I blushed again. “Here?”

“You want to go back and strip in front of the guys?”

We were behind racks of clothes, and no, I didn't want the guys to see me naked. I didn't really want Abby to, either. But I shook my head and started taking off my clothes.

I was self-conscious about my skinny body, but Abby didn't seem to care. When I was down to my white briefs, she nodded at those, too. “C'mon,” she said. “You'll feel free as a bird under this skirt. It'll be great.”

I both did and didn't want her to see my dick. I tugged down my underwear and stood naked in front of a female who wasn't my mother for the first time in my life.

She smirked, then began to help me put on the new outfit. She was right, with the skirt on, and my cock free, I felt oddly liberated. The black top hugged my body.

“You want some titties?” she asked.

“What?”

She produced two foam pads. I'd gone this far, so I nodded. She giggled and helped me tuck them into place. They weren't too big. They looked and felt kind of natural, actually. Sexy.

Abby found a trunk and rummaged around before pulling out a long blonde wig. My cock got just a little harder. I'd always wanted to be a blonde. I held my hands over my crotch though, not wanting her to see my boner.

She pulled the wig on my head and straightened it. It was a little itchy, but also felt kind of natural.

“You already look great,” she said. “But once we're done with your makeup, you're going to be fucking hot.”

She took my hand and led me back to where Steve and Andre were finishing the joint.

Their eyes widened when they saw me. Steve chuckled. “I thought this was gonna be a big joke,” he said. “But you actually look pretty good.”

My first compliment from a boy, and it actually felt amazing. I felt my stomach flutter as Abby led me to the vanity table.

As she showed me how to apply the base and blush, I felt like she was my actual girl friend. Not girlfriend, but like I was one of the girls. The boys lit up the other joint and watched in fascination as Abby worked on my eyes, using the little brush to thicken them, and a tiny pencil to line them. I thought maybe she would go overboard with the eyeliner, like she'd done with herself. But it was tasteful and perfect, just the right amount.

Finally she picked out lipstick to match the red polka dots, a glossy color somewhere between pink and red. She handed it to me. I spread it on my lips, and it was like unlocking some door inside me. For the first time in my life, I felt like a girl, and I was comfortable in my own skin. This was who I was supposed to be.

I puckered my lips in the mirror, then admired myself.

“Was I right or what?” Abby said.

She was right. I was hot.

“I'd fuck her,” Andre said. Steve and Abby looked at him, then burst out laughing.

“Yeah, I'd almost think about cheating on Bethany with you myself,” Steve said, breathing smoke out of his nostrils. I figured both of them were just making fun of me, but Abby bent down and whispered in my ear.

“Dead serious,” she said. “I'd fuck the shit out of you right now. I told you this got me going.”

That was it, my cock was fully erect, and I felt it starting to leak. God, I didn't want spots showing on the front of my skirt, so I tried to push it down and make it subside.

“Stand up,” Steve said. “Twirl around. I want a better look.”

I held my hands over my cock and slid the chair back to get up. The way they were looking at me, all three of them. I didn't think any of them were actually kidding. They wanted me.

I moved into the middle of the room and spun around so that my skirt fluffed up. The air on my balls and bare ass was intoxicating.

“Nice,” said Andre.

“So that was fun,” Steve said. “What do we do now?”

“How about we stick with the fifties theme?” Abby said. “We could play a game of spin the bottle.”

“What the fuck is that?” asked Andre.

Abby laughed. “We sit in a circle. We take turns spinning a bottle. When it stops spinning, you have to make out with whoever it's pointing at.”

Andre and Steve both looked at me. I expected them to balk, to laugh, to do something. Instead, they looked...curious.

“Sure,” Steve said. “Except if it lands on Andre, I'm not kissing that dipshit.”

“Is there even an actual bottle around here?” Andre asked.

Abby pulled out her phone. “They've got apps now.” She tapped the screen, then looked at me. “C'mon, sit down. It'll be fun.”

This was definitely not the direction I had thought things would go, and I really hadn't expected the guys to go along with this. Maybe they were just eager at a chance to make out with Abby. She was pretty good looking. I was sure that if one of them spun the bottle and it pointed at me, they'd just laugh it off and spin again.

Abby had apparently finished downloading the app. “Okay,” she said. “I'll go first.” She put her phone down on the floor in the middle of us all and flicked her wrist.

There was an image of a brown bottle on the screen. My stomach tightened as I watched the phone twirl, slowly coming to a stop...on me.

“Excellent,” Abby said. She crawled across the floor towards me, a wide grin on her face. Then she straightened up on her knees and ran her hands up my stomach and chest. She slid them up my neck and the sides of my face, then slowly, but strongly drew me towards her.

Our lips met. We both wore lipstick, and it felt so goddam hot when they pushed together. Then her tongue slid into my mouth, finding my own. She made wet circles, and I licked back, making circles of my own. Then her tongue slid back, but not out of my mouth, gliding across my upper teeth.

My cock was an iron rod. This was my first kiss, and it was the most sensual, incredible thing I'd ever felt.

The guys were cheering in the background, but they seemed miles away. I lifted my hands to touch her breasts, but just as my fingertips felt the fabric of her shirt, she pulled away, laughing.

“Time's up,” she said. “Next!”

Steve sat on her right, so if we went clockwise, he'd be next. Instead, Abby looked at me. “Spin it,” she said. “Let's see who you're gonna kiss next, bitch.” She laughed.

“Can we just stop now?” I asked. I felt like a swimmer who has gone so far out to sea they can't see the land anymore. A kind of panic gripped me.

“Spin it,” Steve said. Actually, it was more of a command. He was looking at me with those hungry eyes again, as if he knew exactly what was coming next.

I took a deep breath and twirled the phone as hard as I could. It spun and spun and spun, the slowed. I thought at first it would stop on Abby, but there was just enough momentum to carry it that extra forty-five degrees. It was pointing right at Steve.

If I actually kissed him, and he kissed me, he'd have to keep his word, right? He and I, everyone in the room, would be bonded in a pact by this secret, by what happened here.

I scooted towards him on my knees, already puckering my lips. But Steve hopped to his feet.

“I'll take a kiss from you,” he said. “But not on my lips.” He unzipped his jeans. I pulled my head back, now eye level with his open fly.

“Don't be an asshole,” Abby said. “That's not how the game works.”

“The game is whatever we want it to be,” Steve said. “And the bottle picked me, so I get to choose. It's still just a kiss, right?”

He reached into the dark gap and pulled out his stiff cock. It was bigger than mine, for sure, at least seven inches, maybe eight. It was thick and shiny in the backstage lights, and he stood there holding it in his hand, offering it to me.

“You don't have to do this,” Abby said to me.

“Yeah she does,” Andre said.

“Shut up,” Abby snapped.

“It's okay,” I said, putting my hand on her arm. “I think I want to.”

“Hell yeah,” Steve said. He licked his lips and waited for me.

I scooted up to him on my knees and looked up into his hungry eyes.

“Kiss it,” he said. “And don't stop until I'm done.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. I kept looking into his eyes as I slid my lips over the head of his cock. His skin was warm. The first thing I tasted was his sweat. Then a little dollop of cum squeezed out of him onto the back of my tongue. Part of me wanted to gag. It tasted kind of like rancid saltwater, but there was another flavor I couldn't describe that turned me on.

I pulled his hand away from the base of his cock and curled my own fingers around it.

“There we go,” Steve said, “She's fucking into it.”

He was right. I was. I hadn't known it, but I was really a girl. And this was where I belonged, on my knees, sucking an alpha male's cock. The fact that the goth girl and another jock were watching just turned me on even more.

I reached under my skirt and began to stroke my own cock.

“Hey,” Steve said. “None of that shit. You please everyone else before you get to please yourself.”

I took my hand off myself and put it on his thigh. “Yes, sir,” I mumbled around his thick cock. “Yeth thur,” was how it came out.

My mouth was filling up with saliva now, and I began to lick and suck the way I'd seen girls do in online porn. Only I was the star of the show now. I began to whimper as I slurped greedily.

“Okay,” Abby said. “This is actually pretty fucking amazing.”

“Yeah,” Andre whispered.

“You're next,” Steve said to him. “I don't give a shit what the bottle says.”

Yes, I thought. Use me. Make me your sex doll, all of you. I wanted that more than anything.

I sucked his cock like a good little beta bitch, like I was meant to. My knees were starting to hurt, and my jaw ached a little, but I didn't care. I was loving every second of this, feeling like a dirty whore.

I must have been doing something right, because Steve started to moan. He shut his eyes, and then I felt his cock shudder in my mouth.

I thought I was ready for the full torrent of his cum, but I really wasn't. Thick gobs of what tasted like gummy, dirty dishwater squirted into my mouth. It was gross and hot at the same time.

I let it fill my whole mouth, hot and funky, and I'd planned on spitting it in the nearby trashcan. But Steve pulled his cock out of my mouth and looked down at me.

“Swallow it,” he said.

I nodded, and like a good girl who does what she's told, I gulped it down. With the taste of Steve's cum filling my mouth, I barely had time to think about what had just happened when Andre was behind me.

“Get that ass up in the air for me,” he said, unzipping his jeans. I did as I was told, overwhelmed with how fast everything was happening. I heard Abby let out a gasp, but when I looked her way, she was watching with gleeful fascination.

I felt Andre lift up my skirt, exposing my bare ass. I heard him spit in his hand, then lube up his cock.

“This don't mean I'm gay,” he said. “You're just too damn pretty not to fuck.”

Then he pressed the head between my ass cheeks. I was afraid, but I was also thrilled.

This morning I'd woken up a virgin. I'd never even kissed anyone. Now I'd made out with a girl, given a blow job to a boy, and my ass cherry was about to be popped.

“Wait,” I said, my voice high and timid, almost unrecognizable to myself. Andre didn't wait. He shoved the thick length of his shaft into my asshole, and now it was my turn to gasp. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me, while my ass had been forced to stretch itself, being impossibly filled with meat. I instinctively moved forward, but Andre grabbed my hips and held me. He was so strong.

I cried out as his cock powered into my ass, pushing out all rational thought. Then he slowly began to slide it in and out. At first the pain and shock was so great, it overtook everything else.

But I began to embrace it, make it my own, squeezing my ass around his cock.

“That's it, baby,” he said, giving my ass a little smack.

I fell into his slow rhythm, sliding my ass towards him as he pushed into me. We were making sweet love, even though my eyes were watering from the pain. I was his little bitch, and I was going to make him cum so hard his head would explode. I wanted to feel his hot spunk erupt and fill my ass.

We picked up the pace together, and to my surprise, the pain began to be replaced by another sensation. I still wasn't touching my own dick, though it was still hard and dripping. But pleasure and anticipation began to well deep in my ass, spreading down into my balls. I was going to cum. I could feel it.

“Oh!” I cried out like a girl. “Oh, yes! Fuck me, fuck me.”

Andre began to ram me full throttle now, his flesh smacking into my ass. The pleasure bloomed, filling my world, and I did a thing I didn't know was possible. I came, squirting onto the floor without anything touching my cock at all.

Seconds later, Andre grunted and unloaded inside me. It was another alien sensation, but oh so satisfying, triumphant and filthy at the same time.

He pulled his cock out and sat down on the floor, and his cum oozed out of my ass and began to slide down my balls.

I slumped forward, exhausted, with Steve's cum coating my mouth and Andre's dripping out of my ass.

“Holy shit,” Abby whispered. “That's the craziest game of Spin the Bottle I've ever seen.”

The whole thing had taken less than an hour. Abby helped me clean myself up and change back into my old clothes. And by the time Vice Principal Kendall came back through the double doors, we were all sitting at the cafeteria tables, books open and heads down.

“No one's been up to any funny business, have they?” he asked the room. I smiled to myself. Funny business. That was one way to put it. My ass ached, and it would probably keep leaking boy cum for the next couple of hours. But it felt so good.

“Okay,” he said. “Well...something came up, so we'll call this a half day. You all be back here next Saturday, though. And remember, I'll be watching you.”

Sure you will. We all looked at each other. We shared a secret that I was certain none of us would tell anyone else. We had a new club, and I could see in their eyes that we would be doing this all over next week.

I couldn't wait to try on a new outfit, to put on the makeup myself. I was already excited about watching some video tutorials. I wanted to make myself pretty for Steve, Andre, and Abby. I felt like I belonged to all of them now.

“See you next week,” Abby said, giving me a little wave and a wink as we left the building.

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Hey.” It was Steve. “You need a ride home?”

“Sure,” I said. As I got in his car, feeling like his new girlfriend, I could still taste his cock on my lips.

God, I couldn't wait for next week.


You like sissy stories, you little perv? Read more!
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