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Chapter 1

“Callum, get down here now!”

There it was. I knew it would be coming eventually. The shrill shriek of my mom beckoning me down the stairs to punish me for whatever it was I had done this time. Only problem is, what was it that I had done now? I had no idea what it was she knew about. I rarely did, part of the thrill, I guess.

Her phone was still in her hands as her arms started waving angrily at me, she must have just got off from whoever decided to tell on me.

“You wait until your father gets home. This is the last time I get a call from the principal about your filthy mind.”

I’d heard that one before, it’s always the last time this, or one more chance that. But Mom and Dad would never really do anything about it.

“Poor Miss. Williams, to have your dirty eyes perving on her, it’s disgraceful, when will learn to behave?”

I rolled my eyes and sat on the kitchen chair, leaning my elbow on the table, ready for the berating I was going to get, undeserved may I add. Miss. Williams was a slut, everybody knew it. She was the youngest teacher at the school and wore the shortest skirts with her blouse buttoned down. There was a rumor going around that she would get changed after her lunchbreak workout in the school gym with the changing rooms door slightly open. Of course, everybody else were too boring and God damn scared to do anything and look, so I had to check myself.

That was two months ago. Since then, near on every day at lunchtime I would go that changing room to peak on Miss. Williams. She knew it too. Our eyes would catch as she glanced towards the door, often just as she unwraps the towel, fresh out of the shower, water droplets dripping off her perky tits. I mean, what am I supposed to do in that situation? Just turn away and go to class early? What the hell do they expect from a boy like me?

So, this went on for a while, each time I would get more and more ballsy with it, it was tough trying to not to whip out my cock and fuck her right there. I began to jerk myself off in my pants at first, and then after a while I would let my cock out of my zipper, so she could see. She wouldn’t watch, she would just occasionally glance as she does, before returning to what she did with a smile on her face, making sure to bend over for me as she changed so I could get a good sight of her pussy. I came so many times onto the floor of the entrance to the changing rooms. Until one day, just as I was about to cum to Miss. Williams bending over to take an extensive look through her bag for some underwear, her always-freshly-shaved pussy popping out between her thighs like the entrance to heaven, I heard a shriek, and not like my ’s shrill shriek, but one of disgusted surprise.

“Callum’s Jerking to the girls changing rooms!” Came the cry.

My entire body shuddered as my eyes rolled back and I shot cum all over the girls changing rooms. Was this the time they discover why the floor in there is getting sticky? Apparently so. I took a deep breath and zipped away my dick, turning around to face my accusers.

I knew I was fucked instantly. It was Danielle and Jennifer, two absolute up-their-own-ass bitches who were as prude as they were snobby.

“You pervert.” Said Danielle, her lips curling into a look of disgust.

“We’re telling the principle.” Said Jennifer, unable to hide her excitement at being able to get someone else in trouble, let alone me.

I knew the jig was up, especially when a now fully dressed Miss. Williams appeared at the changing room door.

“Callum? What on earth are you doing? Girls, don’t worry, I will deal with this immediately.

The bitch. Though, I guess I can’t blame her. How was she supposed to handle the situation? Tell the principle that everything is okay, and the peeping was consensual? That she enjoyed it and let it happen? No, better I lose my academic career than she loses her actual career. They had been looking for a reason to get rid of me for ages anyway, it was no secret, the uppity-fart old male teachers didn’t take to me, miserable fucks.

So, there it was, Callum the pervert. I bet I’ll be the gossip of the school for years to come. Who forgets a teacher peeper? I could do without the trouble at home though, and there’s no point trying to convince my parents that actually, Miss. Williams was a filthy woman that wanted me to look at her meaty pussy.

“Don’t roll your eyes at me. And sit up straight. We’re going to hammer some respect into you whether you like it or not. You know what the principle just told me?”

“What?”

“You’re not allowed back into that school, ever. You’re lucky they haven’t called the police you pervert.”

Miss. Williams is lucky they didn’t call the police, she’s as much as pervert as I was a pervert, is what the truth really was. But I just bit my tongue and sat there with a huff and a puff.

“So, what, I’ll just finish he diploma online, you can do that these days. Why even go to a school? Waste of time.”

“You won’t be doing anything online. In fact, where you’re going you won’t have access to online. You probably would only spend all day wanking on your laptop anyway, not doing any schoolwork.

I sat up straight. Where I’m going? What the hell did that mean?

“Where am I going?”

“Just wait until your fa-.”

And just then my dad barreled through the front door, home from work early. That’s a bad sign if ever I saw one.

He bumbled into the kitchen with the ferocity of a barbarian about to attack but with all the threatening nature of, well, a bumbling idiot. Dad’s always tried to be some tough father figure who’s hand is ready to strike like it’s the olden days and we still hit kids, but he’s never had the ability to pull it off. I put my elbow back on the table and rested my head on my hands again ready for the verbal assault.

He just stood in front of me, briefcase in hand. Wide-eyed, he was fuming.

Doing his best to keep a quiet, moderate tone, he told me, “Go upstairs. And pack a fucking suitcase. You’re going.” His face was red as a tomato, he was holding back.

“Why, where are you sending me?” It better not be one of those boot camps or something you see on TV where we have to all march in line and make sure there’s no creases in our beds. I can’t believe anyone listens to those people.

“A boarding school. Don’t think you’re missing out on education just because you can’t keep your dick in your pants.” Mum chimed in for Dad, who was too besides himself to speak.

“England? You can’t just send me to England!”

Dad found his voice again. “We can and we are. Pack your suitcase. You’re leaving tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? Where am I going? I don’t have a place to stay!”

“Oh, we’ve thought about that.” Dad sounded menacing now and my brow furrowed.

“Did you have something planned already?”

“Callum, sweetie.” Mum was trying to play good cop now; I couldn’t believe these two! “We’ve had to have something in place. We haven’t had any good behavior out of you, since, well before puberty. Ever since you’ve had to grow into a man you’ve been-.”

Dad cut her off, “A man? He hasn’t grown into a man. He’s still a boy, a pervy one at that. Now. Get. Up. Stairs. And. Pack.”

I slunk out of the kitchen defeated. There was no point asking more questions now. They had their mind set. Besides, where could they be sending me that’s that bad. England’s a free country, they’re our friends, it’s not like they can send me to a school where they beat me and let me have no sunlight, is it?

“All this over wanting to see some pussy.” I muttered to myself, going through drawers and chucking clothes in the suitcase that had been waiting in the middle of my room. “Fucking prudes around here.”

And the cheek for Dad to call me out for not becoming a man? Some man he is, lets his boss, his wife, his kids, walk over him all day every day. Always complaining he’s tired, so-and-so wants him to do that, so-and-so wants him to do this. Well if I’m no man then it only came from him. Just he wait, I’m going to come back from England more of a man than he’s ever been. I can find a gym near where I’ll be living, get big. Maybe a good job, one that pays more than him. How hard can it be? I’ll show him what a man is.

I eye the Xbox in the corner of my room. “Mom, hey!” I shoulder down the stairs.

“What is it? Are you packing?” She replied, sounding reserved. Probably guilty for sending me away. Well, she should be.

“This suitcase isn’t very big. Will you be able to send my Xbox?” I shout down.

She doesn’t reply, but I hear a loud groan of disappointment from my dad in the kitchen. What did he expect me to do? Just go to England with no entertainment? I know they want me to get my education there, But first you’re telling me a guy can’t look at some pussy, and now he can’t play video games? That’s no life I want to live.

I finish packing my clothes, toothbrush, and any necessities I have. Which turns out isn’t much, maybe it is time to move out?

“Alright, I’m done. Packed. Happy now?” I say, walking into the kitchen.

Dad was sat at his laptop looking smug with himself. “Will be once you’re gone. Flights books, we’re driving you to the airport first thing in the morning. You’ll be picked up from the airport.”

“By who? ‘N where the hell is this boarding school?”

“It’s in the countryside, so there won’t be anywhere for you to go.”

“Whatever. Don’t they wear uniforms over there in England? Don’t think you’ll catch me in one. Though I don’t mind a girl in a uniform, could lift a few skirts whilst I’m there.”

“You won’t be lifting any skirts. It’s an all-boys school.”

“What? An all-boys school in the countryside? Are you fucking kidding?”

This just kept getting worse and worse, what next? Are they going to tell you there isn’t any female teachers either? So no girls, no women, probably no porn allowed on their internet either. Did they expect me to go that long without looking at a pair of tits? I told you my dad wasn’t a man of any kind, because if he was then he would understand the heinous crime he was committing on me here. He should be trialed if you ask me, for crimes against manhood.

“Callum, sweetie, please.” My mum pleaded, coffee in hand. Her tone had done a full 180 degree turn since I first came home, she definitely felt guilty. “Look, there’s a plate of dinner here for you. Why don’t you take it upstairs, double check you have everything and get some rest? Okay.”

“Whatever.” I took the plate off the side; lasagna. I was going to miss that cooking I couldn’t lie, school dinners are shit no matter where you go last time I heard, and I’d be living off them.

“We’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

* * *


Chapter 2

I woke up in the middle of the night thinking that it must all have been a dream. Being sent away from England? That’s ridiculous, I thought as I stirred in my sleep, barely awake and trying to convince my brain that none of it was real, go back to sleep.

When I woke up however, or should I say when I was rudely awakened however, by an unnecessarily chirpy mom, reality hit.

“It’s not even light out.” I groaned, trying to wrap myself up in my duvet and cover my face from my bedroom light that mom flicked on.

“Get used to it, there will be no lie-ins where you’re going.”

Where you’re going, why does he have to keep saying it like that? You’d think I was going to Narnia or something.

I got out of bed, reluctantly. I don’t know when I had last got out of bed so early, being on time to school wasn’t something that I was ever really into.

The drive was drowsy and didn’t help the feeling of being in a dream state. Mum was quiet and still carried an energy of regret, occasionally offering sentiments that things will be okay, and that I will love England. Dad couldn’t have felt more thrilled to be driving me to the airport.

They took me into the terminal and directed me to the bag weigh-in. Mum gave me a forced hug, her nails gripping into my back.

“Oh darling, I’m going to miss you.”

Doubt that.

Dad offered a handshake, I snubbed it, turned around, and went to wait for my flight.

It was my first time ever at an airport, and I’d never been abroad before. So, I spent my time browsing, wondering if it was worth spending the $200 dollars Mom shoved into my hand luggage on some off duty smokes and alcohol. Figured they’d probably confiscate them when I got to the school though, should probably scout out what these people are like before I start spending the pittance she gave me.

The flight took about 8 hours, and I got a good sleep on there as well as a breakfast which wasn’t too bad, despite what people say about airline food. Never mind what food they served though, it’s all about who’s serving it, where do they get these air hostesses from? I hoped there’s more girls like that in England.

Once I landed I walked out of the gate with my suitcase to find a woman dressed in all black in what can only be described as a robe. Maybe it was a skirt that went to the ankles and a black long sleeve too, but what it looked like, was a robe.

“You have to be fucking kidding me.” I muttered under my breath as she made strong eye contact with me in a way which signified, she was there to collect me. “I’ve entered Harry Potter world.”

“Callum Watkins.” Her voice authoritatively boomed over the background chatter of the airport.

“Yeah, that’s me.”

“Yes ma’am will do. Bring your suitcase. Thought you won’t be needing it.” She spun on her heels and started walking at pace across the airport, causing me to have to break into a fast pace walk to keep up. “Come on. Hurry Boy.” She said, without even checking to see if I was lagging behind or not.

“Fucking hell calm down I’m right here.” I replied, rolling my eyes at her impatience. “You pay for parking by the second here or something’?”

She stopped in her tracks, nearly causing me to crash into her. I stared at the back of her black attire, what the fuck was she doing? Was she going to tell me off or not? She didn’t even budge her head to turn and look at me, she just paused, dead stop, in the middle of the airport, arms by the side.

“What you doi-.”

She raised her hand at shoulder height, signaling me to stop whilst I’m ahead before I could finish the sentence before putting it back at her waist.

“I’m not a fuckin’ dog.”

I got the sentence just about out when she raised her hand again. I had a feeling I’m going to come to hate that hand.

“Whate-.”

The hand again.

I stood in silence until eventually she started marching again.

“Tough crowd.” I mumbled under my breath, making sure it was too quiet to hear.

She led me outside to a car with a driver waiting. It was an entirely black BMW, and when I say entirely black, I mean entirely, even the windows were blacked out. It wasn’t how I picture Harry Potter getting picked up, maybe this boarding school won’t be such an old drag Afterall.

“Put your suitcase in the boot.” Her tone was still flat and authoritative, it had no time for anyone, or no time for me, at least.

“The boot?” I asked, not knowing what she was on out about.

She closed her eyes briefly with what looked to be an internal sigh, “The back of the car, boy.”

“Oh, right, the trunk.”

I put my suitcase in the boot and got in the back with my hand luggage, where she was sat too, the other side.

“We’re ready, driver.” She said, and he pulled away and got us on the move. “When we arrive,” she was speaking to me now, “you will be shown to your dormitory. You will not take your suitcase; you do not need it. Any possessions we find and deem to be worthy of your keeping shall be returned to you. This can include but is not limited to, books of intellectual worth, personal mementos of family, medications, though these will be monitored, and stationery and books necessary for schoolwork.” Through all of this she didn’t look at me once, she gazed out the window, as though I weren’t even there and she was recording herself or was on the phone, making it hard to talk back or ask questions. “You will be given sanitation products and fresh towels, you will use your dormitory shower facilities and clean yourself, dress in the provided uniform, and then report to the headmistress for further instructions of your stay.”

I stared out the window too in response. If she’s not going to look at me, I won’t look at her.

“So, you’re telling me you’re gonna take all my stuff?”

“Did you understand my words, boy?”

Could you be anymore difficult? I could only hope they’re not all like this.

“I understood your words. But you’re not taking my stuff, especially my money, my mom gave me this money.” I replied, realizing as I spoke that my dollars would be useless here and I needed to get them exchanged.

We sat in a short silence as the car barreled along a highway on the opposite side of the road to home before she decided to answer me by telling me what she’d already told me. “Any possessions we find and deem to be worthy of your keeping shall be returned to you. This can include but is not limited to, books of intellectual worth, personal mementos of family, medications, though these will be monitored, and stationery and books necessary for schoolwork.”

“Alright, I get it. Whatever.” Surely this headmistress can’t be as bad as this. I bet she’s just some lackey, she says what she’s told to say but has no power to decide what is taken and what isn’t. I’ll just explain that it’s the only money I have and I’m going to need it when I meet the head woman, I thought.

Eventually we pulled into a long winding drive that must have gone on for at least 10 minutes. It was a gravel track lined with trees standing tall and proud either side. Some of the fields surrounding were used for sheep or for cows, but as we got closer to the school their become more kept lawns and sport fields, some with soccer goals, some with what looked like football goals but a bit different.

“What are those?” I asked the woman, the first time either of us spoke since she told me that they’d be taking my things.

“Rugby posts.”

“So like football posts?” I asked, surprised they had that here.

She tutted in reply and went back to looking out the window until we had reached the entrance to the school.

The driver pulled up on the crunching gravel and said, “We’ve arrived.”

I wanted to reply with ‘no shit’ but thought it not worth the hassle around this lady. I at least know I’ve got to start kissing some ass and leaving and making a good impression if I’m going to get on the good side of this headmistress woman.

The building was nothing like I had ever seen before, at least not in real life. It was long, old, and tall. It stretched across for easily 20 windows across with three floors and looked like it came out of one of those movies we had to watch in English class when we were learning about people like Shakespeare, or British kings and queens.

We got out of the car, and I went to walk up to the large front doors that must have been at least 10 foot tall. They were grand and threatening, the front door sat in the centrally to the building with towers either side that I imagined to be filled with high winding staircases.

The gravel was crunching under my feet as I looked up and walked when the woman snapped her fingers with impressive volume and barked at me.

“And where do you think you’re going?”

“Inside.”

“You wait to be invited inside, where are your manners? Do you expect me to carry your bags in?”

“I thought he was s’posed to.” I said, pointing at the driver.

“He’s not your slave. Now come on.” She snapped her fingers again and I sulked back to the car, the trunk popped open and I took out my bags and lugged them to the front door.

“And can I go in?” I asked with attitude and an eye roll, not bothered for the pompous show.

She didn’t reply but she opened the door and walked in with her chin high in an arrogant walk that I already knew I was going to learn to hate.

I followed her in and stood in the entrance. A grand hall type of deal with paintings larger than me hung on the wall, all important looking people. All the furniture was large and decorative, plant pots and fancy looking couches, they were all so large and gave me the feeling when stood there in the hall of being small and insignificant.

“Leave your luggage there. It will be collected and put safely away.” The mistress told me. “Follow me.” She was already walking out of the hall as she said it, but I followed the clanking of her heels on the hardwood floor as I wondered what the point of me bringing the luggage in the door was if I was just going to have to leave it anyway.

“Come on boy, quick.” I heard her call.

“Fucking hell talk about demanding.” I muttered under my breath, speed walking to keep up with her long-legged stride.

I followed her through halls filled with large paintings that spanned from floor to ceiling, up a staircase that separated into two separate staircases, winding with carefully crafted wooden banisters. Finally, we got to another large doorway, with a large brass knob on it. The bronze sign across the door read ‘Headmistress’.

The woman knocked on the door and waited to be called in to enter.

“Headmistress. The new boy is here, shall I see him in?”

I heard her reply for her to do so. The headmistress’ tone was flat and uninterested, the woman beckoned me in, before leaving and shutting the behind herself, leaving me alone with the headmistress. She didn’t look up from her desk where she was looking through a wad of paperwork, but she did speak.

“Sit down boy.”

I took a seat in one of the two chairs that sat on the other side of her desk, a desk so large it oozed importance and power, and despite my best tries not to be intimidated, the entire experience so far had gotten to me, and I was struggling to find the confidence I had spoken to the other woman with. The chair I sat in itself was seemingly for giants too, everything in this castle-like school seemed to be made to make me feel small.

“Whilst you stay here.” The woman begun to say, still not looking up from her desk. She hadn’t even glanced to see what I looked like. “You will follow our rules. These rules are put into place for the best of you, for your education, and for your growth. You come here a boy, but you will not leave a boy, so long as you do things to the best of your ability. You will be given a schedule, and you will follow it. I hear you think yourself a class clown,” She at this point looked up from her paperwork with a disapproving look on her face, she ran her eyes up and down me, “and a pervert. Both things we do not tolerate. We understand that boys are boys, and at your age, boys have urges, but you will have to figure out how to satisfy those urges without causing discomfort amongst our mistresses.”

“So, you know-.”

“Why you are here? We do.” She at this point put her head back down to thumb through papers whilst continuing her monologue that, apart from that slight diversion to let me know she knows what I did, seemed to one she had done thousands of times before. “You will be put in a dormitory and will share a room with another student. You would be smart to follow the lead of those around you rather than to try and bring your old behaviors here. Do you understand?”

“Yeah. Follow the rules, do what you say, yada yada.”

She looked up again and stared into my eyes when I answered before returning to her desk. The moments of silence felt like forever, right then I realized there was no use with the headmistress doing anything other than nodding and agreeing, so I didn’t press it.

“You may leave.”

“Where do I go?”

“You’ll be shown.”


Chapter 3

I left her office, closing the heavy door behind myself carefully. I took a deep breath outside and tried to capture myself. Already I could feel the looming presence of the school holding me down, and I said I wouldn’t let that happen.

“Whatever, it’s their job to walk over you, but don’t let the other boys do it too.” I said to myself as a boy came up the staircase.

“You Callum?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m Jonathan. I’ve come to take you to our bedroom.”

“Our bedroom?”

“Yeah, you know, I’m your roommate.”

“Alright, let’s go then.”

I followed the boy through the hallways and exchanged small talk. He asked where I was from and I told the truth, then he asked why I was here, and I told a lie.

“Fighting.”

“We have a wrestling team here if you think you’re good.”

“Nah, I’m good.” I replied.

We walked in silence through the halls and up staircases some more until I asked him if there were any girls at the school, which made him laugh.

“Not really no. There’s the mistresses, but they’re pretty tough. There’s some rumors about them, some lads in the past claimed to have fucked one or two, says that underneath they’re outfits they’re right sexy, I don’t know if I believe it, but why not you know? Everybody got to fuck, right?”

“Yeah, right. So, no girls at all then?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. Different people say different things. Some guys claim to sneak girls in, some guys say they’ve seen girls. Personally, I gave up on the thought of their being girls around, I just deal with those things myself, though that’s gonna be more difficult thing to do with you in the bunk bed too now.”

I didn’t respond, I chose to ignore that. I had never shared a room before and didn’t know how I was going to handle it, but the headmistress didn’t seem like the sort of woman to fight with straight off the back, maybe with good behavior I could get my own room.

We got to a set of hallways that had identical doors running down the halls that I assumed to be the dormitories. He turned around just before opening the door.

“One last thing about girls. You’ll get used to it, and sometimes, you just have to make your own girls, you know?”

“No, I don’t.” I replied. And I really didn’t.

“You’ll learn. Anyway, here’s our pad.”

He opened the door and let me in. The room was exactly what I expected it would be. Two desks, two lamps, two chairs to go with the desks, a bunk bed, a cupboard, and a chest of drawers.

“We’ll divide the drawers and cupboard, but it’s not like we need a lot of space. Some mistresses have already put your clothes on the bed.”

I looked on the top bunk and there were four folded up outfits, a weeks’ worth of underwear and socks.

“There’s stationery and toiletries in your desk. You’re gonna want to change into your uniform or you’ll get in trouble, they’re pretty strict. Then if you want, I can introduce you to the guys at dinner. In the meantime, the mistresses gave me the afternoon off to show you around, so we’ll do that if you want.”

“Sure thing.”

* * *

Jonathan showed me around the building, that as expected was much like I had already seen. It was formal, old, and mazelike. I joked to Jonathan that it was like something like Harry Potter, but he scoffed and said, “well there’s magic around here for sure, maybe you’ll get put into transformation class.” But I had no idea what he meant. He seemed to be suggesting at things that made no sense to me, so I just logged them in my brain and let them go through me for then.

The day passed quickly, and I decided Jonathan wasn’t a bad guy, pretty bland and average and I had no reason to be bothered by sharing a room with him, although I didn’t yet know what it would be like sharing a room, I thought that I could’ve done much worse for roommates.

He introduced me to his friends over dinner, and by his friends I mean the other boys in our dormitory, it seemed everyone stuck to their age and dormitory groups. Except for one older boy called James, who seemed to be a bit of a ringleader. He was intent on helping me out anyway.

“Look mate, keep to yourself, don’t act bigger than you are, just get on with things and you’ll be fine. You’ll fall into your natural place round here, we all have our roles.”

I didn’t like this at all, I told him to fuck off, I’ll be whoever I want to be. The rest of the boys laughed, but they were laughing at me I quickly realized.

James leant over and took a roast potato off my plate and ate it whilst looking at me.

“You aint the big boy you think you are, I can see it in you. The loudest are always the most uncertain.”

A few of the other boys muttered something amongst themselves before Jonathan butted in.

“Come on James, it’s his first day. No need for that.” He then turned to me, “James is right though, you’ll do good to listen to him, he’s a good guide.”

I went to bed that night, unsure what to make of this place, or of anybody in it, but I was determined to not ‘fall into line.’


Chapter 4

Things continued like that. There was a clear pecking order and I struggled to find my way into it. Especially since I was behind in every class, everyone else here seemed to know about Ancient Greek, Latin words, they knew history and math’s, everyone seemed to be good at something. But me? I realized I didn’t really have an education.

But just like Jonathan assured me, James was hell of a guide. He kept reassuring me that I’d be good at something, I just had to find out what it was. I told him that I was a good football player, but he laughed and said that meant something different over here.

“Maybe you can try your hand at rugby, that’s similar.” He said, but I didn’t know the first thing about rugby.

So I continued and got on with things, once I learnt to tie a tie and dress my uniform correctly I started to blend into the background, but still something felt wrong, something felt like it was missing, and I couldn’t help but to think it was pussy.

I hadn’t seen a girl for so long, at least a girl that isn’t a mistress with her hair tied back into a tight bun and a uniform that strikes the fear of a ruler to the back of your hand into you, and I was never one for BDSM porn.

I brought up the problem again to Jonathan and the guys one evening when we were shooting the shit in the dormitory rooms, but all they did was say that it shouldn’t make a difference to me, I’d never seen a pussy anyway.

“I have! I’ve seen loads of pussy, bet I’ve fucked more than all of you.”

They all laughed again, and James hit me on my back.

“Calm down mate, it’s just banter.”

Banter, everything was always banter with these guys.

But the joking and the teasing didn’t lessen the problem for me. Fact of the matter was that I was fucking horny. I shared a room with a guy who as it turns out didn’t much care to go out and socialize much, so we were always in it together. We made good roommates, we didn’t bother each other, and we mostly forgot the other was there when we were lying in our bunks, but all I wanted was a day of him gone, so I could wank my life away, in every part of the room just shoot this spunk that was filling up inside of me.

And if I could just get hold of some porn, everyone said there was none to be had, nothing got through the mistresses into the building without being vetted, it was tighter than a prison.

But my balls were aching, and I was at the limit. I tried to rub one out in the communal showers one night, I was the only one in them, but then a lad came in and stripped down to shower near me, he said wassup and I just had to turn around and try and hide my boner. But I must be backed up, because even with him there soaping up his body, I didn’t lose my hard on.

Somewhen in the first week though something happened that awakened my senses. It was around one in the morning and Jonathan was beneath me snoring. But between his snores I could hear the faint echoing of a girl’s moan carrying itself down the hallway, soft cries of pleasure drifting towards me and stirring me like the sirens to Odysseus (I had been paying some attention in my first lessons).

I sat up bolt right, what was that? I knew what it was, but really, what was it? There were no girls in this building, and surely it couldn’t be one of the mistresses. I’m sure they have to fuck, but in the dormitories? No way, it couldn’t be.

I sat there, alert and listening, hearing the faint squeaks, the ecstatic moans, occasionally a male voice drifted in, but mostly he stayed quiet. Words were whispered and finally there was silence after a particularly loud moan.

I lay there half-asleep replaying it in my head, over, and over, and over.

I’m dreaming. I thought, and I drifted back to sleep.

I didn’t tell anybody about it the next day, I just assumed it to be a wet dream.

But then it happened again.

And again.

I got so used to it I knew it was no longer in my mind before, I heard it, I knew it to be true.

Every night I would creep closer and closer to the door. Until finally, the door was open, I would stand just in the hallway and listen to the moans echo down the hallway. They were torturing me, soundwaves of lust that penetrated me so deeply.

I began wanking to them when they would happen, I would lay awake every night with hope that they would until either they did, and I masturbated to the sounds of the girl being fucked, or I fell asleep from exhaustion. That’s what no female contact and no porn was doing to me.

But then one night, I couldn’t take it anymore. Wherever that noise was I had to find it. I felt like the memories of sex were haunting me down the halls of this English school. Maybe the building was getting into my head, but I felt like the ghosts of the girls I’ve fucked have been moaning down the hall trying to entice me out of the bed. Yeah, probably, pussy enticing me into getting into trouble, that sounds about right.

I got out of bed and creeped through the door of my room. I checked my bunkmate to see if he was still asleep before I did so, but he was flatlined as a college kid at 5am after too much drink, nothing would be waking him.

I followed the squeaks down the badly hit wall. The lantern shaped lights mounted occasionally about did not help my feeling of being haunted. Why did they have to make it so all of these kinds of buildings were like in the movies?

A deeper moan joined the higher pitched ones as I got closer. People were fucking, I knew it. And there was definitely a girl involved. Maybe if I could catch them, I could get in on it? I’d never had a threesome before, but I would I definitely put myself through seeing another man’s cock if it meant I got to put mine away.

The hallway led to a dorm area that the mistress said was currently unused, or dormant as she put it, bet she’s still laughing in her head about that one, probably says it to everyone that comes here. But why would there be people in there? Imagine if it was her fucking away in there, I would put money on it. Uptight women like her, they must fuck still, surely? We all need to fuck. Maybe she gets rid of her urges by fucking us boys, filthy bitch. Fuck it, I would, I bet she wouldn’t look too bad underneath those ridiculous robes.

I crept to the door which had been left open, careful to not block the light from the lamp in the hallway and cast a shadow which would give me away, and it would ruin my view of course.

Inside was exactly what I knew I had heard. And after weeks and weeks of not seeing even the softest of porn, not even a magazine model, or even a sexy music video, what I saw could have made me cum instantly in my pants.

I pulled back for a moment to thank the heavens. Why do you always put me in this situation? It just happens to me, but I won’t complain. Besides, if I got caught this time then why would I get in trouble? I would just say I caught these two sneaking out and going at it, or sneaking in, I guess? How did she even get here?

I peered in again. The angle wasn’t great, I could mostly see him from behind, you know that porn angle they do that none of us know why they do? Of the guys ass hammering away, well it was mostly that. But what I could also see was too smooth, slender legs up and around him as he fucked away, a sexy little schoolgirl skirt and a blouse. It looked a lot like the uniform of the girls’ school not far from here, I had seen a couple of then waiting at school gates with their parents whilst picking up a brother, but that’s some way to come at night, surely not. Maybe they’d snuck her in and she’s going to sneak out in the morning. I needed to get me some of that action.

She let out a moan whilst he started pushing her thrusts deeper, the soft sounds of a girl, how I’d missed that. No better sight than a pair of legs up in the air and open for your dick to go between, how I envied him in there. I wished I could switch places, be in that room.

I started tugging on my dick underneath my underwear, there was already so much precum in there that the gooey noise of me doing so created a little echo down the hallway, but there was no chance of them hearing it as their bodies slapped together.

If only he would move a bit so I could get a good look at her, I could hear her at least.

“Fuck. Yeah. Go deeper.”

I’d never fucked a British girl before. The accent came as a surprise, but what was I expecting, I guess.

“Yeah, just there. Right there. Don’t stop. Right there. Fuck that’s so good.”

“You like that don’t you?”

“I do.”

Their bodies were slapping together with enough noise to reach several hallways and I turned around to make sure no one was coming before I continued tugging.

“Am I a good girl for you? You like me being a good girl?” She groaned in between the sound of his balls slapping against her ass, her legs going wider. I almost whispered in reply to her myself, ‘Yeah I like you being a good girl for me.’ But I held back, biting my horny tongue. I wish I could turn the damn light on in there.

She kept moaning, and he kept slamming her so deep his balls were rhythmically slapping against her ass sending me in a trance. I was wide awake now and so close to cumming to something other than my imagine for the first time in weeks. My whole body tingled ready to explode.

“I’m going to cum. Fuck.” She groaned; the fuck elongated.

“Fuck yeah, me too.” I replied.

Shit.

The boy turned his head quick snap, “Who’s there?”

Ruining my own orgasm, I put my cock away and ran up the hallway and back into my bedroom, streams of cum seeping into my underwear as I moved. The cum wouldn’t stop flowing either, it had been so backed up, so deprived, my cock was shunting away pumping out loads that were dripping down my leg as I ran.

I got back to my dorm area and went to the bathroom to wash the cum off my legs, wondering what the hell I just caught. Who was that girl? And who was he? I tried in my minds eye to conjure his face again as I lay back in bed, thankful for Jonathan still being asleep. I knew I knew that face. Blonde hair, short back, and sides, how many boys here get taken for regular haircuts? Not many, that narrows down the search. White and blonde, short back and sides. It could be multiple of the older boys, I’d have to keep an eye out, find out where’s he’s finding pussy around here.

I hadn’t cum like that for a while however, and the memory of her soft smooth legs and short schoolgirl skirt were hanging in my memory, I felt my dick stir as I thought about them and fall asleep rubbing my dick.

I had to get in on that action.

* * *

The next day I made it my mission to try and find out what I had seen the previous night, someone in this damn school must have known who was doing the fucking around here, and where they found the girls.

I went down to breakfast and sat at the table where James sat normally. He wasn’t there but his friends were. They didn’t pay me much attention, one of them nodded at me as I sat down, which is alright, I didn’t need the attention, but wouldn’t hurt them to be polite would it?

I ate my porridge, making use of the small amount of jam we are given for our toast by spreading it through the stodgy oats and try to make some semblance of flavor, just like they’d shown me how to do with the rice pudding.

After realizing James might not even turn up for breakfast, I tried asking the other lads who were in deep conversation about something soccer related.

“Nah fuck off, United will be back on top before you know it, just a slip.”

“You’ve no chance mate, your lot is gonna do a Leeds.”

I had no idea what they were talking about, but decided it wasn’t that important, so I but in.

“Erm, guys, lads.” I put my hand forward and out to catch their attention, but only the lad who nodded to me when I sat down gave me it, he raised his head upwards this time to signify he was listening. “Last night I saw something.”

“Yeah? Go on.” He hit the boy next to him on the arm and gestured for him to listen to me, and I quickly had all their attention.

“Well down the bottom of the hill in my dormitory I’ve been hearing noises all week. So I went and had a look last night and there were two people fucking.”

“And? You been peeping on people?” One boy asked.

“Oi lads we got a perv over here, fucking peeping on people!”

I quickly got defensive, thankful they didn’t know why I was sent to England.

“That’s not it. Fuck off! I was just wondering, there was a girl, I thought girls weren’t allowed on our campus?”

The boys burst into laughter which caught the attention of one of the prefects two tables over.

“Oi! Shut up will you! Some of us are trying to have a civilized breakfast.”

The boys quietened down.

“They think they’re so above us just because they’re in their last year. Probably over there talking about Plato as if they actually understand him.” Said a blonde-haired friend of James that I now recognized to be called Fred, who I shared English literature class with.

“Isn’t James in the final year?” I asked, confused by the division.

“Yeah, but he isn’t a twat like that lot. He’s down to earth.” Fred replied. “Plus like us, he really does understand Plato.”

“How so?” I asked, never having even heard of Plato until I came here.

“It’s all about staying in that cave, that dark wet cave, best place to be.” His voice rose as the sentence peaked and all the boys roared with laughter again at my confused face.

“You’ll get it one day newbie, maybe when you lose your virginity.” Said the tall ginger boy.

“I’m not a virgin!” I defended myself. Just then though, James sat next to me with a bowl of porridge and jam.

“What the fucks going on here then?” He asked, bemused by the conversation he had walked into.

“Your little mate over here reckons he saw a girl on campus last night fucking someone.” Fred told him, and the others sniggered again.

“Sounds like you’re seeing things to me Callum. Having strange dreams, I bet.” The other boys sniggered some more as James tucked into his breakfast and moved the conversation back to soccer. “United lost again, ay?”

The boys went back to their discussions that I didn’t really understand, and I slipped off quietly once I had finished my breakfast.

Could I have been dreaming? So, girl starved that I actually imagined my own porno right here? No, surely not. That wasn’t a wet dream, if it was then it was the most vivid dream I’ve ever had in my life. Besides, even if it was a dream last night then that doesn’t explain the fact that I’ve been hearing those noises since my first evening here.

I put the issue temporarily to the back of my mind, determined to figure it out, and went to philosophy class.

I sat along the row of desks that had become the normal placement for myself, with Fred behind me and Jonathan to the right.

I tried to focus through class, even though it was just more boring school, I did always consider myself somewhat of a philosopher, and a deep thinker. I mean, to appreciate girls the way I do, you have to see the divine of beauty, don’t you? But despite it, I couldn’t focus, my mind was entirely stuck on what I saw the previous night, and why were they all sniggering at me when I told them about it, and James was so dismissive. Something about it all just stunk, and I wanted to get to the bottom of it.

As I stared out the window I suddenly got poked in the arm by a sharp pencil, it was Jonathan.

“Ow, why’d you do that?” I whispered, trying not to draw Mr. Matthews attention, only for Jonathan to point to Mr. Matthews, who it turns out wanted my attention.

“Since you are so lost in thought there Callum, then I assume you are thinking about todays lesson deeply, yes? You have joined us late in term, so you wouldn’t have time to think of much else whilst catching up after all.”

“Erm, yes sir.” I replied, knowing it to be a trick question, but only hoping he would have mercy on me.

“Good. Well in that case, you can tell me what the meaning was behind Plato’s cave allegory, can’t you?”

There was silence in the room, anticipation to see if I would be able to answer or not. Not wanting to come out with absolutely nothing which would make me look empty in the head, I decided to just go with the layman’s version that the guys had said at the breakfast table this morning, and hope it was good enough for Mr. Matthews. Afterall, you couldn’t expect me to speak all philosophical with latin words and all that after my third philosophy lesson, right?

“Plato’s cave is, erm, about how the best place to be is in a damp and warm cave.”

Mr. Matthews rolled his eyes and sighed as the entire class erupted in laughter, just as the guys had at breakfast, and in that moment, I collapsed my head on the desk and realized exactly what was meant by what they had said. For fucks sake, no wonder they said I was a virgin. I was so busy thinking about the previous night I hadn’t even considered that they were saying anything but the truth. How the fuck would I know what Plato’s cave was? It wasn’t my fault I had been told a joke that I thought was in some ways the right answer.

“Silence!” Mr. Matthews shouted over the laughter, the class went silence instantly except a few uncontrolled sniggers here and there which were met with dagger eyes from Mr. Matthews. Once the class was entirely silent, he turned to me. “Very smart Callum. I’ll be seeing you for detention, 5pm, in here.”

“But Mr. Matthews, I-.”

“You nothing.” He gestured back to the rest of the class. “Does anyone who isn’t auditioning for a career as a comedian want to give me the answer?”

A hand went up at the back and Mr. Matthews pointed to it. It was Fred.

“That we are easily fooled into false realities, sir.”

“Good Fred, though it isn’t the entirety of the meanings we can explore, but it’s a start.” Replied Mr. Matthews, before turning to the bored to write this down.

Bastard, was all I could think. Bet Fred found that hilarious.

* * *

And he did.

“And then Callum goes and says that it’s about a warm wet place being then best place to be!”

The courtyard erupted into laughter. It was me and the boys from breakfast who’s names I was slowly becoming more accompanied with. Fred the blonde, the tall ginger was Michael, the black-haired boy that could grow a beard was Adam, and then there was Curtis, Connor, and Josh. Though I still kept getting their names mixed up.

“You absolute legend.” Said Adam, putting his arm around me, that was a ballsy move.

“Ha, yeah. Cheers.” I replied, realizing quickly that they thought I had done it on purpose as a joke. I caught Fred’s eyes and he was shaking his head at me with a smile, he knew that I didn’t mean it as a joke. But he didn’t out me.

“Got away with that one there mate.” He said, as we walked away and towards our dormitory.

“Yeah, I think so.”

“They think you’re a right joker.”

“Who’s to say I’m not?” I replied, smirking.

“Sure thing.” He said, smacking me on the back, and leaving for his own room.

* * *


Chapter 5

When the time for detention came around, I hopped out of bed where I had falling into a late afternoon slumber. Math’s that afternoon had tired me out, and I was in constant fear of being called out by a teacher, so I had to pay attention. I had to give it them there, it wasn’t like the schools I had gone to in America.

“So what do you have to do in these attentions?” I asked Jonathan, who was in his bed reading a book by someone called Oscar Wilde.

“Who’s it with again?” He replied, not looking up from his book.

“Mr. Matthews.”

“Oh you’ll just have to suck his cock.” He replied, still not looking up from his book.

“You’re joking.”

“I’m not.”

“Whatever.” I replied, leaving the room.

“Don’t forget some knee pads! He can take a while to cum!” Jonathan shouted to me as I left.

Trying to put the image of me sucking of Mr. Matthews out of my mind I entered his classroom.

“So you made it. Well done.” He said to me as he gestured to me to sit where I normally do. “Is this your first detention here?” He asked.

“Yeah.”

“Let’s try and make it your last. Did you bring a pen?”

“No.”

“Well, here’s one.” He says, handing one to me. “If you don’t have a pen then I imagine you don’t have paper. Grab a wad from over in that draw, and then sit down.”

I did as I was asked, I wanted to be out there as quick as possible. Which my understanding would be an hour but would be more if I fucked about.

“Since it’s your first. We’ll keep it to half an hour. We all have places to be, and believe it or not, I don’t like wasting my time with detentions either. But sometimes Callum life will make an example of you, and whilst I suspect that that you did not even know what you were saying in my class this morning, and that you had heard it elsewhere, I still can’t have it. So, you’ve got your pen, and you’ve got your paper. You have thirty minutes to write me an essay about why you shouldn’t repeat things you don’t understand.”

“You’re joking.”

“I thought you were the joker here Callum?”

I sighed and sat down. There was no use answering, he had already cut the detention time down. However, I didn’t want him to think me to be naïve.

“I did understand what I was saying though.”

“You did? You knew that wasn’t Plato’s meaning.”

“Yeah. I mean, I didn’t know what that was, but I knew it wasn’t it.” I was lying, I really knew next to nothing, but at least I looked a little smarter.

Mr. Matthews sighed. “Well, we’ll have to change your essay, won’t we? 30 minutes to write an essay on why your disruption to my class will not lead you to a career as a comedian. And no, I’m not joking. Your thirty minutes starts now.”

I sat and wrote for what felt like much longer than 30 minutes due to the dull nature of the task. It was a ridiculous ask, but I knew that the teachers like power games, so I did it anyway. My leading point was that an audience at a comedy club wouldn’t be as easy to make laugh as a group of schoolboys.

When I handed the work in Mr. Matthews agreed with the point, before turning to a more serious tone.

“Callum, despite our ways and the strictness of education, we do remember we are the caregivers and guardians here. So, whilst I have you, is everything alright with settling in?”

“Yes sir.” I replied. “Except, I have a question about campus.”

“Go ahead.”

“I don’t know if I can say this really, but, I thought I saw someone.” I was bumbling my words, I knew I shouldn’t have asked the moment I opened my mouth, I could get in trouble, or get someone else in trouble which was way worse. “Are there any girls on campus?”

Mr. Matthews raised his eyebrows and thought for a moment.

“Callum, I couldn’t tell you who is or who is not on campus at any time, because I don’t have an all-seeing eye. However, I think you’d do well to remember Plato’s cave that we learnt today; there is more to the world than meets the eye. But I won’t say more than that, get back to your dormitory, it’ll be dinner time soon.”

I thanked Mr. Matthews, though I wasn’t sure why I did, and returned to my room more confused than when I asked.

* * *


Chapter 6

It was my first sports lesson, and I was looking forward to seeing what the goals on the pitch were for, I was yet to see a game being played. I had seen plenty of soccer games, they played them on the concrete, on the grass, in the dorms, they were always kicking a soccer ball around, but that had nothing to do with those large goals. Oh, and they hate it when I call it soccer, but it isn’t football, is it?

I was given a sports kit with the rest of my gear. It was a red and black long-sleeved t-shirt with a white collar that seemed to only exist to be popped up like a prep school kid props up their polos.

I didn’t want anyone to know that I was anxious about the changing rooms, so I had no choice but to do what I knew best. I waltzed in there with all the confidence in the world. It always worked in high school, no one pays attention to you if you stroll in with that amount of confidence, they all assume you’re confident because you’re packing, and just you be.

But here, I couldn’t avoid attention.

“Here comes the yank!” Came the calls.

“Reckon he walks the walk? Got a gob on him he has.”

“Fucking doubt it, no one acts like that if they’re not covering up how puny they are.”

“Go on then new lad, get your cock out.”

There was a cheer of ironic ‘weeeys’ that I was quickly realizing to be a thing they did, but whether it was only ever in joking situations or if they really did expect me to get my cock out I didn’t know.

I just kept my head down and went to the back of the changing room.

“Look at him, he doesn’t have half the bite of his bark.”

I looked around the changing room, sat down on the bench and seeing the mixture of bodies. Skinny tall boys, chubby ones, the boys who look like they were born with pecs, none of them were being giving shit for how they might or might not look under their clothing.

“Alright, leave him alone.” Came a voice above the rest, “Can’t you see you’re making him upset.”

“Am not!” I shouted in reply.

“Alright calm down mate, no need for it, it’s okay to be upset, you’re the new lad and you’ve got things to prove, but how about you just stop trying to prove them.” The boy came over to me, he stood around 6 foot with broad shoulders, he had his shirt off and I could see that whilst he wasn’t jacked, he was toned and carried his body well, he looked athletic. He put his hand out to me. “I’m James, captain of the rugby team. You’re going to learn some things today.”

“About what?”

“Firstly, rugby. Secondly, yourself. As will the rest of us.”

I didn’t know what he meant but his attention and respect to me turned the other boy’s attentions away from me, so I took his words and got on, noting to keep my head down I got changed and got yourself to the green pitch with the tall white goalposts.

The sound of the metal studs of boots clattered away behind me as the rest followed suit, silencing once they reached the grass. A hand slapped me on the back as he ran past and nearly knocked me over and the boys laughed.

“Don’t let it get to you.” Said James, as he too jogged pass and out to the center of the pitch where our sports teacher was waiting, a football in hand.

The game started with the whistle of the mistress and my team kicked the ball into the half of the other team.

“Gaining territory, right?” I shouted over to James.

“Exactly.” He called back, running forward. Perhaps this game won’t be so hard, it seemed to be basically football but without the armor. I never thought I needed the helmet and shoulder pads anyway.

“Stay wide, stick there. There’s space!” James called over as the teams meet in the opposition half and clatter together. And I really mean clatter the fuck together. A pang of realization surges through me as I see the size of some of the lads and how they were tackling each other. I had no idea how anyone knows what’s going on as I looked over and see a pile of what looks like four or five boys basically all on top of each other with more fighting through to find the ball. Surely this can’t be how the game is played?

“Look alive Callum. Get stuck in!” The mistress shouted at me, noticing my hesitance to jump into the bundle.

Suddenly a ball smacked me in the face.

“For fucks sake new boy, what are you doing?” Shouted one of the new boys.

“Fucking yank.” Shouted another.

“She was talking to me!” I shouted back. How unfair is that? She can just tell me off for not playing right and then that makes me not play right. But my cries of unfairness play on death ears as the game continued, the ball ends up in their hands and an older lad that must be easily 6 foot came stampeding towards me.

“Tackle him!” Come the shouts of the others.

Now I will tell the truth and say that I had every intention of tackling him, and I had seen the way others tackle. Get down low and wrap your arms around their waist and bring them down, I thought about it. I really did. But before I had a chance to even react to him barreling towards me I was already being smashed to the floor by his leading shoulder.

It was jarring, he was big, I wasn’t. Maybe this game wasn’t for me. I laid on my back for a moment sure I could see stars despite it being midday. When I sat up it was to my teammates with their hands on their hips shaking their heads at me as one of their plays placed the ball on a cone for what looked to be for a kick at the goalposts.

“Not so tough after all, are you?” Muttered a boy as he went past my shoulder. Their player kicked the ball between the goalposts and the other team cheered. Each team set back up in their respective halves and the ball was kicked again.

Not much changed from there. The game moved faster than I understood, the tackles were more than I could manage, and there were no timeouts like in football. I was struggling. And by the end of it I was beaten, bruised, wet, muddy, and knackered. The coach sent us into the changing rooms, and we all trod towards it, the clattering of our boots studs against the concrete as we left the field and made the small walk to them signifying this time the end of the game.

“You did good mate.” James told me.

“I didn’t feel like I did.” I replied, sitting on a changing room bench.

“You tried. That’s what matters.” He turned his back to me and back to his own bag where he stripped down, wrapped a towel around himself and walked to the showers. His back was broad like his shoulders, his shoulder blades were clearly designed to be symmetric, and he stood tall.

Why am I noticing that? I asked myself.

I watched him walk awake and to the showers, noting the freckles on his back, and a scar near central on his spine.

I waited for most the other boys to shower, then went and showered myself before going to lunch where some boys from my dorm teased me about the rugby game.

“You should just be a cheerleader mate. I reckon we have an outfit somewhere. What do you reckon guys? Callum should be our girl!”

They all agreed and laughed.

Maybe they were right, I thought. England was revealing me to not be the man even I thought I was. Maybe my dad was right after all.

That night as I laid in bed I thought about James. I thought about his sweaty back glistening in the light as he walked away, the way his towel stuck tight to his waist, his kindness, and his sportsmanship.

As I closed my eyes whilst trying to drift away in bed my mind drifted even further. The horniness that began to eat me after being away from girls for so long was drifting anywhere it could to try and find an outlet. I saw in my mind the images of the changing rooms, the cocks hanging there, bouncing, swaying, the boys with toned bodies, the small boys, the tall boys, the big cocks, the perky asses.

My eyes shot open. What was happening to me? Why was I having these thoughts? I couldn’t figure it out, but decided that I was just horny, and there was only one thing to do to solve that, and that’s to rub one out.

My mind’s eye casts back to peeping on Miss. Williams in the changing rooms back in America. Her tanned smooth legs, so long like beautiful stems that blossomed all over, her delicate pussy that revealed itself with a wink through her thighs as she bent over to pick out something from her bag, her perky ass that was a perfect handful to hold, oh how I would imagine holding that ass as she rode me, up and down on my cock, the way her waist came in and then out for her body to blossom again at her tits.

I began stroking as I pictured her, remembered her, exactly how I wanted her, but before I knew it the door of the changing rooms were transforming, the walls around me were shifting in color, the sound of metal studs against concrete were clattering my thoughts of her lovely perky tits, Miss. Williams disappeared, and replacing her were a sea of cocks. Her naughty smile of knowing she was doing something wrong were replaced with the cheeky grins of lads who knew they wanted to do something wrong. My mind kept racing, kept changing the images, kept searching for what its desires were. Now everyone in the dressing room had growing cocks, they all looked at me, their semi’s dangling and thick, heavy and growing in size and length until fully erect, everyone in the changing rooms jerking together, legs open wide, assholes on show, hard cocks being jerked, eyes rolling into the back of heads, cum shooting everywhere.

Until it was shooting into my underwear.

Fuck, where did that come from?

I wasn’t in control of my thoughts, I never thought I’d be gay. No, I thought, I couldn’t be gay, I loved pussy, I loved everything about women, I loved watching women, fuck it, I’d like to be a woman, but just so I could play with myself of course. God, this school was turning me into someone else, it felt like. Maybe this was growing up.

I had to figure this out.

The next few nights I still couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t stop thinking about the couple fucking. I had to find out what I saw that night, and whether I really saw it. Although, I knew I did, or at least I thought I did. It was all just so confusing.

I stayed up for several nights in a row but there was nothing to hear, I would creep out of bed and put my ear to the door and listen out for those soft faint moans of a girl, but they didn’t come.

* * *


Chapter 7

Until they did.

It had been about a week since I had last heard the noises and I had mostly forgotten about them, full of an extra portion of pudding that I had traded with Joe for my jam at breakfast for three days, I laid in bed sleepy, ready to drift away, when a noise bolted me sat right up.

It was the unmistakable soft moans of two people fucking, trying to be quiet about it, but not trying very well.

I got out of bed quietly but with pace, swiftly getting to the door, opening it, looking back to make sure Jonathan wasn’t away, and slipped out of it, walking down the hallway as quick as I could without stomping and echoing my feet down the hallway.

I followed the dim light glistening out of the door, the same room as last time, the room of cock-hardening mysteries.

I stopped at the doorway, hesitant to peer in for fear they would see me, and everything would come crumbling down again.

I looked around the corner however, I could see the back of the head of the same boy, but things were still too dim to make him out properly. I could see the freckles on his back and a mole or two, he had a scar midway down his spine, I noted this then moved my gaze to the important part, the girl who was perfectly in the little light from the dimmed lamp. Her legs up and open as he fucked her on the dorm room desk.

My mind jutted for a moment, I knew that scar, I’m sure I did. But I put the thought aside, I would think about it later, for now I have more important, fun things to focus on.

Like God himself had given me this opportunity, her body was glowing in the light. Her soft moans, her closed eyes, I needed to know what that soft pussy felt like. The moans he made as his cock slid in and out made it seem like heaven.

She was in a schoolgirl skirt again and white button up shirt, she must have come from a neighboring school. I whipped my cock out and started stroking again, not being able to control myself, feeling what I felt when watching Miss. Williams, that insatiable need I had to satisfy, I couldn’t stop, even if I tried, just like when I say next video is the one I cum to, I always open more porn tabs.

I stroked with heavenly touch, I wanted to be in there so bad fucking that little slut.

It had been so long, and just like last time orgasm came quicker than I could anticipate. With a shudder I let out a groan and shot cum into the room, my eyes rolled into the back of my head and my ass clenched, I was in bliss with jelly legs when suddenly,

“You again!”

I wasn’t quick enough to respond, the fucking stranger pulled their boxer shorts on quick and ran out the room, grabbing me by the scruff of the back of my neck as I tried to turn on my tale and run.

He spun me around and I was faced with the enraged eyes of James.

“For fuck’s sake Callum.” His voice was hushed, but angry. He didn’t want to be caught. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Couldn’t you take a hint at breakfast the other day?”

“I didn’t know it was you!”

I knew I knew that scar!

James looked around for trouble, making sure we were still safe and couldn’t be seen or heard.

“You’re overstepping your mark, you’re a new kid, you can’t go around creeping like this.”

“I just want some of the action! Where’s the girl from?”

“None of your business.”

His eyes softened then, realizing that I wasn’t going to be a problem, his tone changed.

“Look, it’s none of your business, just go back to bed before we get into trouble.”

“Come on, can’t I at least get a look at her pussy?”

James laughed, shaking his head in disbelief.

“Look, fuck off. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

I stood there looking at him, defeated.

“Fine. But I won’t let this go.”

“Whatever, just fuck off.”

I turned and walked back to my dorm room, creeped back in and tucked up in bed, unable to shake the strange realization that I had just orgasmed watching James. Bright white smile, wide-grinned, blue eyed, black-haired James. Yeah, there was a girl there, but I had still cum to James.

* * *


Chapter 8

Tomorrow never came, James never spoke to me, and my attempts to speak to him were batted away. It’s not that he was ignoring me, he just didn’t want to talk about it in front of everyone and I hadn’t got a chance to get him alone so far.

Days past until one day when we were all walking down a hallway in between classes I pulled him aside.

“You said you’d speak to me.”

“And?”

“Well, you owe it to me.”

“Why?”

“You’re holding back pussy.”

James laughed.

“The fuck you mean? I don’t owe you anything. Besides, things aren’t what they seem.”

“Why does everyone speak like that round here? All coded?”

James sighed then put his hand on my shoulder.

“Look, meet me in the room you caught me in that night, after dinner I’ll be there, okay?”

“Fine, I’ll be there.”

* * *

The time passed slowly that day and every lesson was a slog that went on just far too long, I couldn’t pay attention to anything and barely touched my dinner, letting the others scavenge away at it like vultures.

I got to that room early, having left the dinner table early. I caught James’ eyes as I did so, and he gave away no inclination as to what was in store for me.

I paced the small dormitory room impatiently before finally just sitting on the bed and waiting. The light dimmed outside, and I turned the lamp on, just as it had been the nights I had watched him fucking the girl.

Finally, James walked in. He stood there and looked at me with a wry smile.

“You’re a horny lad, aren’t you?” He said.

“I guess.”

He laughed.

“Come on, I know you’re horny as fuck.”

I laughed too.

“Yeah, okay, you got me.”

“You know, not everything is as it seems.”

“I get it! Why does everyone say that.”

It’s an all-boys school, boys are weird, things get weird.”

“You’re being weird.” I retorted.

James smiled and sat down at the desk, spinning the chair around to face me.

“I like you, Callum.”

He looked at me, the smile still on his face, for an amount of time that made me feel uncomfortable in the silence. I squirmed and he laughed.

“Never had someone stare into your eyes before?”

“Guess not.” I mumbled. “Made me feel weird.”

“Bit intimate?”

“I guess.”

There was in that moment a feeling in my stomach that at the time I couldn’t explain and also didn’t want to explain, especially not to James. I felt a tingle like I had never felt before, it ran to my dick and through my body. I’ve been horny, I’ve felt that urge inside my dick, I’ve felt the ache inside my balls, but this went deeper than that.

“Can you just tell me about what I saw?” I asked James impatiently. “It’s driving me crazy. I thought I was hearing things for so long. Everyone said there’s no chance of a girl being in the building, that I was imagining it, but I know what I saw.”

“I’m not sure you do.”

“What do you mean?”

James smiled, then broke his smile for a more serious look.

“Look.” He spun around and opened the bottom draw of the desk. Out of it he pulled some clothes and chucked them onto my lap.

“Is this?”

“Yes.”

It was the clothes of the girl was wearing, the girl I saw him fucking.

I sniffed the skirt. It was perfumed, it was floral and bright.

“Haven’t smelt a smell a smell like that in a while, huh?”

“I haven’t.”

“You enjoy it.”

“Yes.” I said, taking another sniff of it.

“I bet it would smell good on you.”

I took another sniff, not realizing what James had said, until I did, then I looked at him and asked him what the fuck does he mean.

“Who do you think wears that?”

“How am I meant to know.”

“There’s no girls as you know them here, Callum.” He said.

“I saw you with one.”

James laughed again and snatched the skirt off me.

“You’re not ready.” He told me.

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It means you don’t even know yourself.”

“’Course I do, how could I not?”

“Then why are you always trying to prove something? Why do you have to tell everyone how many girls you fuck? Why are you hellbent on telling everyone what a man you are?”

“I don’t!”

He raised his eyebrows and cocked his eyebrows at me.

“You sure?”

I went to answer but nothing left my mouth.

“You’re not sure, then?”

“I guess.”

“Have you really fucked a girl?” He asked.

I took a long pause, a silence that told everything. I sighed deeply.

“No.”

“But you know you like fucking?”

“Well, yeah.”

James took a deep breath himself before saying.

“I know I might be stepping out of line here, but Callum I see something in you. I’ve known boys like you, so desperate to show you’re a man, and all that, but really it always seems to cover something else up. I’d put money on you having gay fantasies.”

I didn’t reply. The lamplit ambience of the room and the silence of the building created an atmosphere of calm that my fast-beating heartbeat was desperate to break. I wanted to deny it, but clearly, he knew something about me that perhaps I didn’t even know. How did he know I’d had those thoughts?

“What did you mean when you asked me who I think wears this skirt?” I asked him, beginning to come around to the realization of what was happening.

“It’s just not what it seems.”

“So everyone keeps saying. And now I’m just realizing.”

“Well, it is an all-boys school.” He said, before correcting himself, “Well depends on your definition of all-boys I guess.”

“So you’re saying that I didn’t see a girl?”

“Again, that depends on your definition.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I thumbed and fingered the skirt in my hands. My initial reaction was to throw it at James and just leave the room, but I couldn’t part from it, I could feel myself getting hard, I could feel a rush of excitement at the thought of it. Thoughts were creeping in and taking ahold of my mind, picturing myself in it, seeing myself be the girl I watched get fucked just weeks ago. It made sense, or at least seemed to, I clearly wasn’t like the other guys in the changing rooms, maybe this was right for me.

No, I thought. That can’t be right. This is just the building getting to me, it’s the horniness, all the time alone, the time without a girl.

I got up and slammed the skirt into James’ chest.

“I’m not going to be your girl.” I told him and stormed out and back to the dormitory.

* * *


Chapter 9

That night stuck with me however.

The next morning was awkward at breakfast and I chose to eat mostly in silence whilst everybody else were in good spirits about their being a week off for half-term coming up. Most of the other boys would be going back to their parents houses for the week and were all discussing what they would be getting up to. I doubted I was going to be asked back, but even then, I didn’t want to. I had become accustomed to living here, the food wasn’t bad, the guys weren’t awful company, and no one really bothered me here. Everyone was right, sometimes it was easier to keep your head down for a quiet life, I felt more peaceful here.

And the more I thought about it, the more I realized that that peacefulness was probably how I found myself in that situation the previous night. In the past I would’ve lashed out and punched someone like James for even coming near me with that gay stuff. But he was right, I had to admit, something in me is different, and when in the moments of peace I let myself stop trying to prove otherwise, I do start having… thoughts.

I let the thought pass though, noting it and decided I would see what happened. I wasn’t going back to America for the break, and a lot of the boys would be gone, most of them, in fact, seemingly all of them, but I knew I wouldn’t be the only one staying, surely.

So, over the next week I let my thoughts free, I stopped trying to be defensive about them, and in turn that stopped me being so defensive on the outside, something Jonathan noticed.

“You alright mate” He asked from the bottom bunk of the bed.

“Yeah, why?” I replied.

“Well, it’s just you haven’t called me a boring fag for reading all night all week, or you know, tried to fuck with me, or anything like that. It’s not that I want you to, just seems weird is all.”

“Yeah, I guess.” I replied, surprised at what he was saying, as it was the first moment I realized my inside peace was reflecting. “Just thinking about being someone else for a while you know.”

There was a short silence and a pause before Jonathan replied.

“Huh, good for you.”

“Cheers mate.” I smiled as I said it, knowing he didn’t realize what I really meant by thinking about being someone else.

What I really meant was that all week I had been thinking about putting a little skirt on and dancing through the hallways of the school without a care in the world, letting everyone see me in my dirty little fantasy, letting the boys see my asshole as I bend over, letting myself be free and fuckable and sexy.

In the build up to half term it was all I could think about. Jonathan would be gone, and I could do whatever I wanted to do in what would become temporarily my bedroom.

Maybe I will go back to that room, I eventually thought, maybe I will try that skirt on.

* * *

So, one the Sunday evening as the dormitories emptied out and the now own-clothed boys of the school drifted into the courtyards to be picked up by their parents, taxis, and family helpers to be taken home for the half-term, I drifted down the hall to what would become my room of becoming.

It was about dusk when I opened the door to the room, it presented itself to me magically. The golden afternoon turning evening sun shone a golden ray through the blinds, illuminating dust floating through the air to settle in the warm glow just as I did, sitting in the bed, staring at the chest of drawers in front of me, knowing inside were treasures that could transform me.

The building felt most silent than it ever had before. I got up and shut the door to the room, I felt as though I was in my own little world, the door to this room was a portal to a room that sat outside space and time.

The dust particles floated down in the ray of light separating me from the chest of drawers. Finally, after an eternity of butterflies in my stomach and uncertainty preventing me. I broke the spell and reached out through the light and to the chest of drawers, I pulled the top one open.

There was nothing inside it.

I shut it, worried that maybe I had missed my window of opportunity, but when I tried the second draw, I breathed a sigh of relief as a collection of girls’ clothing and accessories greeted me.

Laying on top was the skirt that I fondled in my hands just the other day, I took it in my fingers, I played with it again, feeling the hem and the pleats, the soft fabric. It seemed so otherworldly, so utterly different to anything I had held in my hand before, he held some sort of power.

I could feel the precum seeping out of my cock and with a nervous glance at the door I rushed to take off my trousers and boxer briefs. Once off, I slowly and delicately slid my legs into the skirt, it seemed to just fall up my legs and into place, and with one deep exhale, my entire body loosened and relaxed. It just felt right.

I stood there frozen in place, my body feeling electrified by the skirt, as though it itself held some sort of mystic power that was coming over me. I felt lost but alive, unsure of what to do with my body, but feeling like it was more mine than ever before.

But just as I got ready to look at what else was in the draw, a familiar voice hit my ears.

It was James, I hadn’t even noticed him come in the door.

“I knew you would come back.”

“Why?”

“I told you, I can just see it about you. The way you walk, the way you talk. The way you put on that act. Loud, brash, confident. The way you have to let everyone know that you’re not a virgin, that you love pussy.”

“I do love pussy.”

“I don’t doubt it.”

“But…”

“You’re curious.”

“Yeah. The night you caught me, when I went to bed I couldn’t stop shaking the realization that I had cum to the sight of you fucking, but somehow it didn’t bother me, at all. In fact, I kept thinking about your back, about your smile, your eyes looking into mine. How angry you were when you first caught me, but then you softened up, I was imagining that kind of passion and what it must be like to make it happy. Then the way holding that skirt in my hands made me feel the ither night, I realized that I wanted to be the girl.”

James sat there with a smile watching me monologue unsure of what I was saying and just word vomiting on the spot.

“So, you want to give it a go, is what you’re saying?” He then looked down at my legs and realized I was already giving it a go. “That looks good.”

“Thanks. I guess.” I felt myself be more reserved than my usual self, but I couldn’t help it, this was entirely new territory. “I just don’t want anyone to know, yeah?”

“No one needs to know that you don’t want to know. But people will know.”

“How?”

“People can see changes in you, gradual ones, that sometimes you can’t see, not until the transformations complete.”

“That’s a bit deep.”

“Maybe. But that’s beyond the point. You’d do well to listen to what I’m saying.”

“Okay, I’ll think about it, though it all sounds like philosophical rubbish to me.”

James laughed and the atmosphere cleared.

“What are you most curious about?”

“I-.” I was still hesitant to open up entirely and admit what had been happening to me. The thoughts of him and other men, the locker room fantasies, imagining myself prancing around in a skirt, the feeling of being fucked, exploring my ass, growing tired with everything that comes with being a boy, of acting, feeling like I was putting on a mask, I just didn’t know what to do anymore but to try something new.

I didn’t say that though. I said some of that. I said as much as the word vomit that involuntarily came out of my mouth could manage to say without me feeling sick and nauseous at admitting these disgusting thoughts.

I think James could sense what I was thinking though, and why I was hesitating. He had been here before with others I could imagine, which eased me somewhat.

“It’s okay to be unsure. It’s a lot to change.” He said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “If you want to do it though, just do it. Who gives a fuck? There are some lads here that might take you for a twat and call you names if they found out, sure. But you’ll realize as you get older, really, no one cares what you’re doing in your own time. And if this is what might make you feel good, then do it.” As he spoke, he reached into the drawers and pulled out a pair of knee high socks. He put them in my hand, “So want to give it a go?”

I smiled, I couldn’t control it. I just felt the opportunity to try something with someone unlike anyone I had ever met, someone that would understand it.

“I want to try.”

But just then we heard footsteps coming down the hallway, loud clattering stomps of an angry heel. They were coming closer and closer and me and James looked at each other terrified and wide-eyed.

“Shit.” I whispered, feeling condemned to being caught, not seeing an alternative.

“Just hide under the bed. Go, now.” James told me

“The light?”

“Leave it on.”.

I did as he did and got under the bed to the very furthest end, pressed against the wall. The creek of the cupboard door followed by the light tap of wood on wood as it shut. The footsteps got closer until they were undoubtedly at the doorway. Silence struck.

“Hmm.” Came the mistresses voice from the doorway. “That’s interesting.” She stood there for what felt like eternity, until finally turning off the light and saying, “We must lock these rooms.”

We listened as her footsteps left and exited down the hall, I took a deep breath, realizing I had been holding it and that I felt dizzy.

I heard James leave the cupboard and whisper to me.

“She’s gone. You can come out.”

I crawled out from under the bed, and I could just make out James’s face in the dark. He was grinning ear to ear. My heart was pumping hard in my chest, I felt like it was going to explode during the whole ordeal. James’s smile was the opposite of the fear I felt

“I was always in trouble at home, you know.” I told him, feeling pathetic for being so worried about being caught.

“You’re not home though, are you?” He laughed as he spoke. I asked him why he was laughing.

“Because it’s ridiculous! Hiding in the cupboard and under the bed”

“I guess it was silly.” I giggled.

We looked at each other in the dark, our eyes adjusting finally and able to make each other out a bit more. We stared into each other’s eyes. His hand took mine gently by the fingertips and a rush of exhilarating joy came over me.

I looked at him and then laughed uncontrollably. He laughed too. And then I laughed more, and louder, our bodies were moving joyously together, our chests rising until we were laughing uncontrollably from our bellies.

“Shhhhh.” He put his finger to my mouth, still trying to stifle his own laughter. “We’ll get caught.”

I bit his finger playfully and he pushed me back onto the bed which made me laugh again.

“Hey come on you’ll get us caught!” He leaned over and tickled my sides, making me laugh even more. “Stop being so loud!” He said playfully.”

“I can’t! Stop!” I managed to get out between gasps.

He stopped tickling me and lay next to me on the bed. We sat in silence for a few minutes, taking in the moment, nearly getting caught, finding ourselves closer.

“It’s good to laugh, in a place like this. They try and take the fun out of everything.”

I exhaled deep, feeling more comfortable in the skirt than I had ever felt in my uniform.

“Yeah, you’re right.”

He put his hand on my leg just above my knee and he run it up my thigh until it was underneath my skirt and my body lit a fire inside of itself, I felt my cock come alive, I wanted him to touch me all over, explore me, I wanted him to grab me by my skirt and pull me about and to dress me up until I was his perfect little girl.

“How about we dress you up some more?” He asked.

“You read my mind.”

He got up and turned the light back on before going into the drawer of feminine secrets. The refuge from the masculine landscape of the all-boys school.

“Everyone is different when it’s their time to change, so we might have to do some digging to find what you like. But what do you think about this?”

He pulled out a short-cropped top, it was in a pale pink color and had red bubble lettering across it that said, ‘Daddy’s Slut’.

I didn’t need to think about whether or not I liked it because my body was doing the talking. My brain was buzzing with an excited whir that ran through my body as though for the first time ever the gears were turning how they were meant to, causing me to feel alive.

“I love it.” I told him.

“I thought you might.”

He passed it over to me and I got off the bed to stand up. I took off the shirt I was wearing as part of my boys’ uniform, it may have been suitable with the schoolgirl skirt, but it was fitted like a men’s and felt large and clunky. I pulled the crop top over my slim torso, the narrow shoulder hems fit perfectly on my smaller frame. The fit was perfect, and for the first time in my life I felt like that was how clothes were meant to fit on me. Tight, revealing my slimmer body, I always felt like I was wearing an older brothers’ clothes when I was in my boys’ clothes, it felt like my body wasn’t for them, like I was hiding away behind a disguise that everyone else could see through.

“That looks hot.” James said, running a finger down my torso, enjoying the clothes. “Can I get a twirl?”

I got nervous. I had never twirled for anyone before, I felt my face flush.

“Here.” He said, offering his hand above my head with his fingers dangling. “I know it can be difficult first time to be comfortable.”

I took his hand and he twisted to guide my arm which I in turn guided my body round in a twirl that made my skirt flutter, as well as my heart. I finished my twirl facing James, who took me by my hips.

“You’ve never done this before?”

“No. Was that no good?” I asked defensively. I had lost guard of myself for a moment but regained it, I wasn’t fully able to let myself go again. I was afraid of doing it wrong, of looking silly. The thought flashed in my head, what if this was all a joke?

“No, it was! I was just asking.”

“Okay.”

James sat on the bed, his cocked his head as he looked at me, his eyes were alive, there was a fire burning in them.

“Why don’t you give me a twirl without my guidance? You look so naughty; I want to see that skirt come up and you show me what’s underneath. The trick is to pretend like you don’t know you’re revealing yourself, it’s a sexy innocence.”

I stared at James, he knew so much about these things. He knew what he liked and he knew I wanted to be it. But I was hesitant and scared. I turned around for him, slowly.

“Not, not like that.” Said James with a little laugh.

“Then like what?” I said, getting pissed off. I knew what he wanted and that I shouldn’t be getting annoyed, but I was nervous.

“You don’t need to be so aggressive, I’m not trying to be a dick.”

“But this is who I am.”

“You say that. But I don’t think you are, you just seem angry at something.”

I leant back against the wall and sighed. Maybe he was right. I felt deep inside me that he was right. I didn’t feel like arguing, but I didn’t know why.

“Did you ever try this?” I asked him. Maybe, I thought, this wasn’t normal, maybe he was just playing some big joke on me, or using me, after all, we were all horny here.

“I did. I wondered about it, thought about, wasn’t sure about it. But the moment I tried that skirt on I was sure it wasn’t for me. What was it we learnt in English? The clothes make-.”

“The man.” I finished, rolling my eyes in disbelief that I actually learnt something from literature class.

“Exactly. And I didn’t feel like they made me.”

We sat in silence. I still perched on the chest of drawers with my legs overhanging, my legs still visible beneath the short schoolgirl skirt.

“How does it make you feel?” James asked.

I got off the chest of drawers and softened onto the bed next to James, laying down and letting my head rest onto the pillow. I stared straight forward at the wall, I felt empty, like I had cut myself and bled all I had been into the mattress but couldn’t find the strength to draw new blood into me.

“Tired.” I replied.

“That’s normal.”

He lay down next to me with his hand on my hip, he pulled me in close and I could feel his erection press against my ass over my skirt.

I felt tired, horny, confused, but accepted.

Early in the morning we woke up, and we creeped back into our dorms. Our rooms were empty, most were home for half-term. As I fell back asleep, my balls and my entire body aching with newfound life, I pictured myself falling asleep in James’ bed.

* * *


Chapter 10

Waking up the next day was strange. Firstly, because it was my first half-term in the building, it was quiet, empty, deserted. I woke up late but that was okay, break, lunch, and dinner became just brunch and dinner on the weekends and other times off schooling.

The other strange thing when I woke up, was that I never took my slutty girl clothes off when I sleepily walked back to my dorm and got in bed the previous evening, which was a risky move. But aside from it being a risky move, it was just an awakening to awake like that. I was exhausted the previous evening from exploring this new me but waking up as my new me felt exhilarating.

Never-the-less I changed into a normal uniform, went to get the uniform I took from the unused dormitory room so as not to raise suspicion, and went to get my late breakfast.

There were only 5 boys in the breakfast hall of what was normally a couple hundred. All of them sat separately, they weren’t boys that normally mingled.

I spotted James and got my breakfast then joined him. Everything was so normal that no one would have ever expected the previous night, not even me, and I was there. The room was quiet and echoey with a lack of boisterous teenage boys shooting the shit, so we were quiet.

“I couldn’t sleep when I got back into my room.” James whispered over the table as I bit into the sausage in my English fry up—the treat we get on non-school days to break the monotony of porridge, toast, and fruit. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you in that little skirt, that slutty little top, your slim legs coming out of those pleats, the pre-cum I could see that was dripping on the inside of the skirt. Fuck it was so hot, you are such a sexy little slut.”

My eyes darted around for anyone that might be watching or listening, but no one was paying us any attention at all.

“I woke up in the clothes and I felt so good, I want to be a girl. I want to be your girl.”

“I’ll meet you at your room after breakfast.”

“Got it.” I replied.

James finished his plate and left, leaving me with a head full of filthy imagination.

I was going to be a girl.

* * *

After finishing my breakfast, I went back to my dormitory and gave myself a quick shower, making sure to moisturize afterwards to make sure I was smooth and nice to touch. My imagination was fluttering between scenes of filthy decadent sex and innocent games of dress up that were filled with the enticing sensations of being a girl. The magic of the clothes, the allure of the make up and perfume, the transformations, the with craft and princess power.

Once I cleaned myself up, I put on the schoolgirl skirt, knee high socks, and Daddy’s Slut shirt. Over the top I put my t-shirt and jeans that I had arrived in, we were allowed our normal clothes back during half-term, so I decided to use them to cover the female beneath.

Is that what I’ve been doing my whole life? The thought flitted through my head, as I did so, and as it did, so a release of self-awareness washed over me, and a momentary sense of peace.

I walked down the hall with purpose, thinking about my journey from peeping into the girls’ room back home, to peeking into that dorm room here, to peeking into another realm of existence in my schoolgirl outfit.

I got to the dorm room and opened the door; James was sat on the desk in nothing but his boxer briefs. He looked me up and down.

“I wasn’t expecting Callum.” He said, referring to my clothes.

I smiled at him knowingly as I took my t-shirt off and revealed myself to be much more than Callum, but a Daddy’s Slut. He laughed, eyeing up my body and how the t-shirt fit it so tightly. I took off my jeans next and revealed my knee-high socks and schoolgirl skirt.

“That’s more like it.” James’ said, holding a hand-out for me to take, I did, and he pulled me in, his hands taking my waist. “Now what are we going to call you?”

“Whatever you want.” I replied, unsure what he meant.

“Because Callum’s dead, he lies in a pile of clothes on the floor, baggy jeans and t-shirt all that remain.”

“Oh.” I realized what he was getting at. “I’m not sure.”

“Has anyone ever called you Callie?” He asked me, I replied saying no.

“Well good to meet you, Callie.” He whispered, before putting his lips on mine and kissing me.

My breath got heavier instantly, and I went in for another kiss, and then another, and then our tongues glided across one another’s causing us to search for that feeling again, we kissed passionately as his hands ran all over my body before finally, he pulled away, teasing my lower lip with his teeth as he did so.

I had my hand on his hard cock, gripping through his boxer briefs, I wanted it more than anything in the world.

“Can I suck it?”

He nodded, his breath was heavy, and words weren’t quick to come to him. I unbuttoned his boxers and let his dick free through the gap. He was still sat on the desk, and I only had to bend over a little bit to get his cock to my mouth. It was bigger than mine, which excited me.

For the first time in my life I felt the softness of the skin of a cock on my lips, I let my tongue explore the shaft, I let the soft silky skin wash over me from the senses to my mouth and all over. James let out a small moan, unlike any noise I’d ever heard from him before. His cock was growing even more in my hand, I took the tip in my mouth and swirled my tongue around. I tried to take the entire shaft, careful to not let my teeth scrape along his cock, partially unsure of what I was doing, and how to do it. But protecting his shaft from my teeth with my lips I got him to the back of my throat, and then rather expectedly in retrospect, I gagged hard.

James laughed as I looked up at him with spit and dribble hanging off my chin, some still attached to his cock, sloppy and stringy. I felt filthy, like every slut in every porno I had ever watched. I felt that I must have looked like the desperate cock-craving whores that I always fantasized about, without realizing that back then I was fantasizing about being one.

“Slow down there.” James said, coming to the end of his laughing. “Take it slowly, you don’t need to be gagging.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“Look, try this.”

He took his cock in his hand and slid its smooth pre-cum covered tip across my lips. A tingle rushed through me with excitement at him using my mouth like that.

“Kiss it.” He said.

I did. I gave it a long lingering kiss that said more than any words could. My eyes closed I let my lips caress the tip of his cock. Feeling its slipperiness, tasting him, enjoying him

“Open.” He told me.

I did that too. My eyes still closed I opened my mouth, he held my head and slid himself in. My body was practically vibrating with want and desire, the excitement of potentially being caught. The novelty of the schoolgirl clothes. The proud sensation of being desired by one of the most popular boys in the school. The anticipation of him teaching me, fucking me, making me a girl.

He slid his cock back and forth in my mouth with careful thrusts of his hips. I held my mouth open as spit dribbled and down me, I used my tongue where I could, giving him extra pleasure. But mostly I was just happy to being used. It felt free, like I could just let go, take away the pressure of performing with my dick and just let myself perform as the object of desire.

“Mmm that’s good.” He moaned, his hands still gripping my head, using my mouth, until he pushed too far and made me gag. He pulled out and laughed and apologized.

“Sorry, got carried away. Your mouth feels so good to fuck.

“Am I doing good?” I asked.

“You are.”

I looked up at him from on my knees and appreciated the shadowy outline of him in the lamplit room--well-toned and shaped, sculpted. His cock was in my face, thick, not long, about 6-inches if I was to guess. But girthy, it felt strong in my hand and filled in my mouth nicely.

I took his cock in my hands and started stroking it. It was slippery and wet from my spit and the noises it made in doing so were turning me on anymore. There was nothing about the encounter that wasn’t turning me on in-fact.

“Please fuck me, James.”

His head was thrown back, he didn’t reply, he was enjoying me stroking him cock.

“Please, I’ve dressed up for you. I’m your girl James. I want to be a girl; I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked. I want it to be you. Please my asshole is ready.”

He grabbed my wrists tightly with passion and pulled up to signify me to stand up. He wasn’t using his words anymore, the energy in the room had gone past words, they were no use to us anymore, they couldn’t in anyway express what our bodies could right now.

I got up and he lifted me from underneath my ass, wrapping my legs around him. I could feel his hard cock up against mine underneath my skirt and I began to rub myself against him, desperate for his touch, I wanted him to make me explode, and I wanted him to explode with me.

He put me down on the desk and kissed me passionately. My hand was wrapped around his cock now and I jerked it as he kissed me, on the lips, on my neck, biting my ear. My hips were lifted, I wanted him to take my asshole.

He got down lower and put his hands on the back of my knees.

“Keep your knees up.” Is all he said, and I took the back of my knees so he could use his hands to pull my panties to the side and eat my ass. He was making it as wet as possible, rimming his tongue around it, loosening me with desire and pleasure.

His tongue entered my asshole. The first time anyone had ever done such a thing to me, and I let out a moan louder than our situation dictated I should be moaning.

“Shhhh.” He smothered my mouth with a hand that only turned me on more as he used the wet looseness of my asshole to slide a finger in. “Tight.” Is all he whispered.

“I know, but I can take you.” I told him.

He spat on my asshole one more time and played with it with his finger.

“Well let’s find out.”

“Please” Was all I could reply, desperate to be fucked.

He slid his finger inside of me, and then out, the in again, every entrance produced a horny rush through me different to any sort of wank I had ever had before. The way my skirt rested on his head when he leaned in the spit, and how he circled my asshole with his thumb was mesmerizing me. My cock was harder than it had ever been, struggling to hide underneath my mini skirt.

“Do you like that Callie?” He asked.

“Yes.” Was all I could reply with my head thrown back as I gasp. “A lot.”

He got up and I could see his cock throbbing and dripping precum. He took it in his hand and stroked it masterfully over my little body, and in no more than ten strokes, he was covering me in massive shots of cum, warm sticky cum all over me, all over my schoolgirl outfit, all over my little body. With his other hand he slid two fingers into my asshole and played with it in a way that made my little girl cock explode in my skirt.

I was wide-eyed, watching him cum in amazement, as I came hands free in my skirt, my whole body releasing my masculinity in one orgasmic goodbye, as James made me a girl.

* * *


Chapter 11

We fell asleep in that dormitory room that evening. James assured me that during half term there isn’t any presence from any authority, mostly. He said that it was never worth their time for the handful of boys that stayed, and that the teachers and mistresses have life’s that they want to attend to too.

I woke up on his chest, feeling small. He was fast asleep though, so I left him alone and went back to my own room. The morning sunlight was sobering and in some ways I was afraid of what I had done, afraid of James’ disposing of me, of using me, maybe he was just that desperate and horny for a fuck, I thought.

He wasn’t there when I got my lunch, and t wasn’t until evening when I saw him. I was laying in bed, fondling the clothes that the previous night had transformed me and transported me into another world. If they weren’t 9in my hands in that moment, I would have thought it all to be a dream.

I was startled by a sudden knocking at the door. Fearing the worst I stuff the clothes under my pillow, my first thought that it would be a mistress coming to punish me for the previous night.

“You avoiding me?”

It was James.

There was silence after his words as we looked at each other.

“Kind of.” I admitted. “I just-.”

“I know, I understand. It’s normal, you don’t need to explain it to me. Just have the time you need to adjust. And, meet me in the room on Wednesday, around 8 in the evening, yeah? As Callie, I want Callie.”

I smiled.

“Me too.”

“See you there?”

“See you there.” I echoed back. James left the room, and I took the clothes out from under the pillow.

Callie. I was Callie.

* * *

I kept to myself Monday through Tuesday, enjoying the peace of having the bedroom to myself and no one being around.

It gave me time to reflect on my first term in England, and how much had changed about myself. Firstly, the obvious, I would never have got myself into this situation before. All the perverted peeping, the fantasies, the obsession with pussy. I would never have thought that I just wanted to be what it was I was desiring, that the reason I was so brash and loud was because I was trying to cover up my femininity.

Part of me wondered if this was what my parents wanted, but then I caught myself in my stupid thoughts and realized that there was no in the world they knew this would happen. Dad wanted me to become a man, ha! I wanted to become a man, well not anymore! How fucking dull is being a man?

I wondered if the mistresses knew what was going on. I thought that they must, they spent enough time around teenage boys to know the urges we have, to know that we need to fuck, to explore, to discover. And there were hints of what happened here, and the philosophy professors’ suggestions during that detention.

There was just so much going on in this short space of time, I never got a moment to stop and think about what was happening.

And what was happening was some kind of magic, I began to suspect I had gone to some bizzarro Hogwarts school.

* * *

When Wednesday came, I spent extra time in the showers. It was nice to have no one else around whilst washing and to be able to take that time to myself. I made sure I was cleaner than I ever had been, and then got dressed and went to that magical room of transformation.

I walked through the hallway as the dusk light shone through the small slit windows. There was magic in the air again, the dust floating through the light beams. I felt like I was ascending with every step. I reached the room and opened the door expecting to see James, but he wasn’t there. I stepped in, shutting the door again behind me. The light was the same in here again, it carried a quality that was not quite normal, it was the moments before the sun set, the between where the night was to be decided and the day was done, the time for a change of guard.

I sat on the bed in the room that was lit with only the beams of dying sun through the slits of the blinds. I took a deep breath and relaxed, wondering what James’ plan was or where he was when I noticed next to be a piece of fabric folded up. I picked it up and opened it, some other pieces of fabric and a note fell out of it. I picked up the note and read it.

“Callie, I got these for you, they should fit. Meet me in the sports hall in an hour.”

In an hour. I assumed that meant an hour from the time of 8pm that he wanted me here. I put the night to the side and picked up the clothes.

The first piece I picked up was a small lacey piece of lingerie, I held it up in front of my face and my stomach folded over on itself with nervous excitement. What I would’ve given just some months ago to hold a pair of these, to sniff them, to take them off a girl. Now I wanted nothing more than to slide my legs through the delicate fabric and feel the string of the thong slide between my ass cheeks.

I picked up the larger piece of clothing which revealed itself to be a little black dress. Thin spaghetti straps ran over the shoulders and the neckline hung lung. It was short, judging by its length I didn’t think it would come very far down my thighs, which was exciting to think about.

I checked the door with a bit of anxiety that someone was watching me, but when I became confident it was just me and only me in the silence of the boarding school, I peeled off my clothes, the claustrophobic uniform of maleness, and left them in a heap on the floor.

I let my naked body breath the air of the transformative room, imagining the dust in the air settling on me from my shoulder downwards, imagining it like fairy dust, magical and full of wishes fulfilled. I wanted to become the essence of what this room was to me. I stroked my cock as I stood there, it was flaccid but I still felt the tingling of sexual excitement as I thought about the clothes James’ had left for me. I thought about his vision of me and how remarkable it was, how much I wanted to be that vision.

I bent over the desk, stroking my hardening cock.

“Fuck me James, please.” I moaned to myself, reaching a hand behind and spreading my asscheek. I wanted James to fuck me so bad. My cock was growing in my hand and was getting slippering with precum. Nothing made me grow hard quicker than thinking of James fucking me, nothing ever had. The wanks I had silently in the top bunk when Jonathan was asleep had come alive when I started to imagine myself as Callie, being a little slut for James, my Daddy.

I felt my body explode and relax as I shot cum all over the furniture and into the room, I felt free. I felt alive.

I collapsed onto the bed and laid there fondling the clothes that James had left for me until I remembered I had to meet him in the sports hall.

I pulled on the little lacey thong, the feeling of it sliding through my ass was divine and left me with a sense of femininity that boxer briefs would never achieve in a lifetime. I felt delicate and ornate as I hid the cock inside of them with some struggle to conceal my still slight half-hardness.

Using the mirror in the bedroom I put on the matching bralette that I found on the bed too, missing its presence in my excitement was first. It was strapless so as to not disturb the elegance of the breast on the shoulders. It was a simple lacey pull over boob-tube type fit. But it made me feel incredible. I looked at myself in the matching lace lingerie in the mirror and found my slim body transformed from an unathletic young guy to a beautiful young girl. I twisted and turned, I looked at my perky little ass in the thong, my small tits inside the bralette. How it framed me as my waist came in. I pictured myself as though Callum was looking at me, Callum looking at Callie, how funny to become so fractured yet to feel so whole. I knew I would fuck me, I would be mesmerized by the little thong and the lacey bralette, turned on my the magic of the unrevealed imagination.

I went to pick the dress up and saw one last item in the bed I had overlooked. It was lipstick, and in some way held some glowing magical property to me, it felt like the next step in transformation. It felt sexy. It felt naughty. It felt alive. I fondled the metal and plastic tube for a moment and let the butterflies flutter in my stomach. Smiling, I placed it down on the desk, and picked the dress up, and in my inexperience, asked myself if I put it on over my head, or from my feet.

I opt to pull it over my head and the silky fabric glided across my skin as I admittedly rather ungraciously tug it down my body in places and make sure the spaghetti straps sat on my shoulders. The feeling was tremendous, I felt like I was being lifted off the ground by some heavenly light. I felt lighter, nimbler, fairer. I looked in the mirror and saw that the dress fell just right, my legs were teased out of them in an alluring fashion and the low chest sat above the bralette, teasing, and insinuating nakedness beneath.

Feeling like I’m floating on a newly formed heavenly cloud of feminity I take the finishing touch off the bed, the lipstick. Puckering my lips I for the first time ever in my life remove the cap and twist it to reveal the red waxlike stick. I put it to my lips and with great care I spread the sultry red across my lips until I’m comfortable that I’ve covered them without doing so in a garish manner.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I could only think that there’s no way James would resist me.

I checked the time and realized I only had five minutes until I was supposed to reach him. So I opened the door, but as I went to step my foot out, I realized the issue in the plan—how was I going to go meet him dressed like this?

Accepting fate, I decided to brave it, I would just be careful before turning corners. So with care but speed I made my way through the old English boarding school for boys, dressed as the prettiest little prom queen slut I could be, ready for a night that I hopes would change my life.

And in many ways, it did.

* * *

“It isn’t much, but I can’t do much more than this.” Told a beaming James as he held is hands out as if to say ‘look at what I’ve done.’ He was sat at the far end of the sports hall, dressed in a white shirt, black trousers, and smart black shoes. “I thought we’d have a ball.”

His eyes diverted there gaze to me and ran up and down my body.

“You look amazing.” He told me. “I knew you would look good in that dress.”

The hall was dimly lit with a plethora of candles at strategic points that made it seem more like a romantically lit ballroom than a sports hall, the surrounding sources of fire creating the stage for us to step on, which we did as we stepped towards each other, though I hadn’t yet realized.

There was music playing, I recognized it from our music lessons, it was a slow waltz, though I couldn’t remember the name. My heart jumped with anxiety; I couldn’t waltz.

“You look amazing in candlelight.” James told me.

“So do you.” I replied, as I took my final teetering step towards him to meet in the middle of the hall. “Thank you for my presents.”

“No, thank you for being you.”

“You showed me how to be.”

I bowed my head, nervous to look in his eyes. They were sparkling in the light and his smile put butterflies in my stomach. It was bright white and infectious.

“I feel more Callie than Callum.” I told him.

“Is it a good feeling?”

“It is.” I replied.

“Then let’s lose ourselves, you don’t get to opportunity around here very often. Can you dance?”

I was nervous to reply honestly.

“No.”

James smiled as I lay my head into his shoulder.

“That’s okay. Just follow my lead.”

He led me with his left foot, then his right, through a 1-2-3 count and I picked up the pattern quickly. His body moving in tandem with mine was exciting despite the slow dancing and I could feel his chest rise and lower, I just wanted to jump on him there and then, experience his body, see it, feel it. I wanted to show what a good girl I was for him.

But just as I raised my head to kiss him, a voice echoed down the hall.

“What on earth is going on in there?”

James looked at me wide-eyed.

“You ready to run?”

“I’m gonna have to be.”

He looked around the hall quickly before pointing me to the doorway behind me.

“You go out of that one, I’ll go out of the main entrance where the mistress is, I can slip past her.”

“But she’ll see you.”

“Doesn’t matter, I’ll get a few detentions at most I bet.”

“Come out now!” The voice was closer, she was basically at the entrance.

“Meet me at the empty dorm rooms. Go!”

James let go off me and I spun on my feet, I ran as fast as I could for the exit, hoping that Ms. Dalow wouldn’t even see me. My cock slipped out my lingerie as I ran, the excitement of the evening causing it to be semi-hard, my bare legs feeling the cold gush of air that breezed down through the halls. There was a pit of fear in my stomach, it couldn’t grow though, it couldn’t even germinate because James’ confidence ran through me and I knew we wouldn’t be caught, and if we were, what’s a few detentions? Or so I thought at first, then I remembered what I was wearing, what I was doing, it might be a different story for me.

I ran as fast as I could, my heart beating, the sound of the waltz music now silenced, perhaps by the mistress giving chase, or perhaps by the distance I had put between it and me.

I heard thuds of heavy footsteps echoing down nearby halls, the clattering of a mistress’s heels and the angry shouting for someone to get back there now. James was definitely getting away, and come to think of it, why wouldn’t he? There was no way the mistress was chasing him in her heels, they use their power and your fear here to get you to come to them, but James didn’t possess that.

I finally got to the more familiar territory of the dormitories, I paused, listening for footsteps, but heard nothing. I didn’t want to be seen by anyone though, not just a mistress, so I made a fast-paced walk towards the empty dormitories where I would meet James, hoping for the best and that he hadn’t been caught.

He hadn’t.

I turned the corner into the room, a single candle was lit and flickering against the walls, the shadow of James’ against it.

He stood there in just his boxer shorts; his body warm in the glow of the candle. He grabbed me, one hand on my waist and another on my ass, he pulled me in, his hand really tightly squeezing and exploring my ass underneath my skirt. He caught me by surprise, but I melted into his kiss and let it take over me as we walked backwards still in embrace until I was pressed against the wall.

He pulled back and looked into my eyes with the cheeky smile that I had become so accustomed to seeing at all times, he wore it almost permanently as though there was always mischievousness in his mind.

“You make a better girl thank you do a rugby player; I can tell you that much.”

“Oh fuck off!” I slapped him on the shoulder, and we laughed together, and when our laughter died down and just smiles remained, our eyes locked together, he returned his lips to mine. I could feel myself grow in my skirt, and I couldn’t believe what was becoming of me, but I was ready to go headfirst into it, it just felt so right, I didn’t need to try to be someone I wasn’t, I didn’t need to be Callum, with all the trouble that came with Callum, if I could just be this, forever.

“I want you to fuck me.” I whispered through deep breath, his hands feeling all over my body, groping my ass, and even grazing gently against my cock on its exploration, causing me to moan as my whole body twitched with desire. “Make me your girl. Just like I saw you when I would watch you, I want you to fuck me like that, on the desk. I would cum so hard watching you, it made me so hard. I want it to be me.”

In that moment as I spoke, I realized something. It wasn’t that I necessarily found the girl in that scenario erotic, when I was watching from the hallway in secret, my whole life I had been placing myself in the wrong position in sex, thinking that it was the femininity turning me on because I wanted it, but really it was femininity turning me on because I wanted to be it.

“We have to be careful, they’ll be looking for us now.”

“Did she know it was you?”

“I don’t think so, I ran the opposite way to where she was coming from, but we have to be careful. But it’s not like there’s a lot of boys here during half-term.”

I stared at him, my body longing to touch him in every way, longing for him to touch me in every way, to enter me, to stroke me, to take me, to love me, to fuck me.

“I don’t care. Let me-.”

I gently pushed him back and got on my knees, the carpet was cool on my bare skin, reminding me I was in my little skirt, a reminder that never ceases to be thrilling.

I unzipped his trousers and unbuttoned his boxer shorts, his cock was semi hard and thick in my hand as I pulled it out. James took my head in his hands and tried to push me away as I went to kiss it.

“No, we can’t. It’s too risky.” I looked up to see he was looking at the empty door.

“It’s fine. We can. We’ll hear footsteps.” I wanted to take charge, take control, take what I wanted, and I wanted to be fucked, to be made a girl.

I went to take his dick again and he didn’t push me away this time, he gave in to my wants.

For the first time in my life I felt the softness of the skin of a cock on my lips, I let my tongue explore the shaft, I let the soft silky skin wash over me from the senses to my mouth and all over. James let out a small moan, unlike any noise I’d ever heard from him before. His cock was growing in my hand, I took the tip in my mouth and swirled my tongue around. I tried to take the entire shaft, careful to not let my teeth scrape along his cock, partially unsure of what I was doing, and how to do it. But protecting his shaft from my teeth with my lips I got him to the back of my throat, and then rather expectedly in retrospect, I gagged hard.

James laughed as I looked up at him with spit and dribble hanging off my chin, some still attached to his cock, sloppy and stringy. I felt filthy, live every slut in every porno I had ever watched. I felt that I must have looked like the desperate cock-craving whores that I always fantasized about, without realizing I was fantasizing about being one.

“Slow down there.” James said, coming to the end of his laughing. “Take it slowly, you don’t need to be gagging.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“Look, try this.”

He took his cock in his hand and slid its smooth pre-cum covered tip across my lips. A tingle rushed through me with excitement at him using my mouth like that.

“Kiss it.” He said.

I did. I gave it a long lingering kiss that said more than any words could. My eyes closed I let my lips caress the tip of his cock. Feeling its slipperiness, tasting him, enjoying him

“Open.” He told me.

I did that too. My eyes still closed I opened my mouth, he held my head and slid himself in. My body was practically vibrating with want and desire, the excitement of potentially being caught. The novelty of the schoolgirl clothes. The proud sensation of being desired by one of the most popular boys in the school. The anticipation of him teaching me, fucking me, making me a girl.

He slid his cock back and forth in my mouth with careful thrusts of his hips. I held my mouth open as spit dribbled and down me, I used my tongue where I could to give him extra pleasure. But mostly I was just happy to being used. It felt free, like I could just let go, take away the pressure of performing with my dick and just let myself perform as the object of desire.

“Mmm that’s good.” He moaned, his hands still gripping my head, using my mouth, until he pushed to far and made me gag. He pulled out and laughed and apologized.

“Sorry, got carried away. Your mouth feels so good to fuck.

“Am I doing good?” I asked.

“You are.”

I looked up at him from on my knees and appreciated the shadowy outline of him in the dark, well-toned and shaped, sculpted. His cock was in my face, thick, not long, about 6-inches if I was to guess. But girthy, it felt strong in my hand and filled in my mouth nicely.

I took his cock in my hands and started stroking it. It was slippery and wet from my spit and the noises it made in doing so were turning me on anymore. There was nothing about the encounter that wasn’t turning me on in-fact.

“Please fuck me, James.”

His head was throne back, he didn’t reply, he was enjoying me stroking him cock.

“Please, I’ve dressed up for you. I’m your girl James. I want to be a girl, I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked. I want it to be you. Please my asshole is ready.”

He grabbed my wrists tightly with passion and pulled up to signify me to stand up. He wasn’t using his words anymore, the energy in the room had gone past words, they were no use to us anymore, they couldn’t in anyway express what our bodies could right now.

I got up and he lifted me from underneath my ass, wrapping my legs around him. I could feel his hard cock up against mine underneath my skirt and I began to rub my panties against him, desperate for his touch, I wanted him to make me explode, and I wanted him to explode with me.

He put me down on the chest of drawers and kissed me passionately. My hand was wrapped around his cock now and I jerked it as he kissed me, on the lips, on my neck, biting my ear. My hips were lifted, I wanted him to take my asshole.

He got down lower and put his hands on the back of my knees.

“Keep your knees up.” Is all he said, and I took the back of my knees so he could use his hands to pull my panties to the side and eat my ass. He was making it as wet as possible, rimming his tongue around it, loosening me with desire and pleasure.

His tongue entered my asshole. The first time anyone had ever done such a thing to me and I let out a moan louder than our situation dictated I should be moaning.

“Shhhh.” He smothered my mouth with a hand that only turned me on more as he used the wet looseness of my asshole to slide a finger in. “Tight.” Is all he whispered.

“I know, but I can take you.” I told him.

He spat on my asshole one more time and played with it with his finger in between licking and lapping at it hungrily.

“Well let’s find out.”

“Please” Was all I could reply, desperate to be fucked.

James got up and I could see the fully glory of his erect cock dripping with precum. I felt my eyes widen and my entire body soften and weaken with the desire of him, a flash thought in the moment wondered how I could have ever thought I wanted anything but this.

He teased my asshole with the smooth wet tip of his cock, and I felt myself loosening up for him. He rubbed his cock tip in an up and down motion, inviting my hole to open for him, the sensation was a tingly and magical, I had never felt anything like it before. My cock was rock hard and dripping precum. I thought to the earlier wank I had on my own before the evening, and how much harder my cock was now with my legs up and a boy between them ready to make me his girl.

He put the hand that wasn’t on his cock on my face, holding gently but with authoritative grimness on my chin, directing me to look him in the eyes, making me feel like his.

“You make a good girl. The way you hold your legs up like a good little slut wanting to be fucked. Your body in the dress. Your red lips.” He slid his cock into my asshole, and I gasped as I took it all in one slow long push. “You’re my favorite girl, my little American school girl.”

He began gently sliding his cock in and out of my ass, I took it well, with a slight hurt as expected for my first time, but mostly pleasure. It felt like every thrust from James was pumping more precum out of my cock and making me wetter. He took it in his hands, it looked small in comparison to his, he told me it was cute and girl-like, which only turned me on more. I had always been secretly self-conscious about my cock size, and I guess that’s why I was always overcompensating with my lies and my attitude. But it made it feel okay when it was a cute girl-cock, it should be cute, I’m a cute girl.

He put his hands on the back of my knees and held my legs up for me, my body was rocking with every thrust, and I could feel the pleasure build inside of me as I closed my eyes and drifted away to a dreamlike world. I could hear his pleasure filled moans and grunts and his cock get larger inside of me.

“Am I a good girl?” I could hear myself distantly whispering under my breath. My body and my soul felt more together than they had ever been, yet I felt so distant from both, I felt alive in a way I had never been before, in a new consciousness.

His thrusting grew heavier as I continually whispered my new mantra about being a good girl. It’s what he wanted, he got off on me being his little girl under his big cock, I could tell.

The feeling grew inside of me. I wasn’t sure what it was at first. I just knew it was good. I had never experienced anal pleasure before, not like this anyway. But as it grew from a molehill into a pleasure mountain my eyes shot open right as I reached the precipice.

“Oh, fuck I’m going to cum.” I squeaked out in a girly voice, all the boyness fucked out of me.

The feeling grew into a peak and exploded as my cock shot out endless streams of cum, I didn’t even touch it, it just pumped from my asshole as my whole body quivered, my eyes rolling into the back of my head.

James picked me up, his cock inside of me, he did so with ease, I was still quivering, my legs just about wrapping around his as he held me one arm wrapped under my ass the other my back. He laid me on the bed and kept pumping my asshole whilst I seemingly-endlessly orgasmed, quivering underneath him, exorcising my masculinity out.

My eyes open to James in a not too un-similar condition. He looked me in the eyes right as he told me his was going to cum.

“In my mouth, please.” I moaned, and he pulled out of my asshole, and with me laying flat on the bed, came and put his cock in my mouth, fucked it with his balls slapping against my chin, a few wet sloppy thrusts until his whole body exploded as cum shot down the back of my throat.

I guess I wasn’t a virgin anymore.

* * *

“Can this last forever?” I asked James, laying my head on his chest, fondling his now softening cock. I knew it couldn’t nothing can, but if I lost myself enough in the moment then I believed I could store away the feeling and never let it go.

James squeezed my waist with affection.

“No, but it can last as long as we can make it last.”

“That’ll do then, I guess.” I smiled, my eyes closing involuntarily, until I fell asleep on his chest.

When I woke up, he was gone, but had left a note by the bed side said that he had gone to breakfast and didn’t want to wake me. I took me a short sleepy moment to understand why the note was there, and then I realized, it wasn’t all some crazy dream. I really had become a girl at the all-boys school.

I got out of bed and smiled at myself in the mirror. After that evening with James, I felt like I could go to breakfast in my girls’ clothes, and maybe I might have if it wasn’t so against school code.

I peeled the thong off my legs and pulled the dress off me. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was sure that I had become more feminine over-night, maybe I had, maybe it was in my head, either way I didn’t think it mattered.

I put my boys’ clothes on begrudgingly but with acceptance, and went to breakfast, daydreaming about what lay ahead for Callie, and when I could leave Callum behind entirely.

My parents sent me here to grow from a boy, and well, in some ways that got that.

The End.


With Love from Jenny

I hope you enjoyed reading about Callum, if you did then I would be over the moon if you could leave a review on Amazon, my dream is to go full time and every review helps!


About The Author

Jenny Sparks

Jenny loves the transformative magic of transgender stories and believes that we would all feel more free if we allowed ourselves to play any role we wished.
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