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Jackson thought he could scam the school.  He thought those front office secretaries were a bunch of dummies.  He would never get caught, not in a million years.

How wrong he was. 

Two weeks before the commencement ceremony, when the graduating class was due to receive their diplomas, he got a call from the principal’s office...which was pretty unusual, considering the school year had ended almost three months ago.

“We’ve been looking into these charities listed on your community service form,” the principal’s assistant told him over the phone.  “Quite frankly, they don’t exist.  I don’t know whose signatures you collected, but you obviously didn’t fulfil the mandatory requirements.”

Busted!

See, in order to graduate high school, every student had to put in fifty hours of community service.  This wasn’t optional.  But Jackson was admittedly lazy, and he didn’t see why he should have to give up his sleep-in Saturdays to hand out water bottles at walkathons.  How pointless was that?

“Look,” the principal’s assistant told him.  “I should really turn you in for fraud, because that’s what this is, but instead I’ll give you an opportunity to make up these hours.  My dad lives in a retirement residence and they’re looking for volunteers.  Just put in five hours a day this week and next and you’ll have your fifty hours in time for the commencement ceremony.”

Jackson groaned.  “Old people? No waaay!”

The assistant’s voice hardened.  “I could have phoned your mother at work, but you’re over eighteen so I’m dealing with you directly.  You’re an adult now, Jackson.  You need to start acting like one.”

If he believed that for even a second, he’d be wearing a crisp white shirt and a tie and working at his mother’s office right now.  The job was his: catching the train at 7:30 in the morning, running photocopies for eight hours, then home-again, home-again, jiggedy-jig!  Honestly, he’d rather be dead.  

Or volunteering with the elderly.

“I’ll call the place as soon as I’m off the phone with you,” the principal’s assistant told him, then read out the address.  “If you don’t show up tomorrow morning, so help me...”

“Yeah, yeah,” Jackson mumbled.  “I’ll be there.  Don’t have a hissy fit.”

Who knows why the principal’s assistant took such a personal interest in his well-being.  Maybe because he’d spent more time waiting outside that office than he had in class.  It was kind of a miracle he’d fulfilled all the requirements to graduate high school.  

Well, not all of them.  He had to do this volunteer thing.

* * * *
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JACKSON WAS LATE FOR his first day, but only by ten minutes.  For Jackson, that was almost like being early.  The retirement home had a brightly lit entryway with fake flowers on a ledge covered in dust—the flowers AND the ledge were covered in dust, he noticed.  He’d probably be asked to clean that up.  He just hoped he wasn’t instructed to wipe any elderly butts.  That would be the epitome of grossness.

“I’m Jackson,” he told the receptionist.  “Ms. Rossi from the high school sent me.”

“Oh, yes.”  The older woman behind the glass enclosure smiled.  “This is for community service credits.  Do you have your forms with you?”

“Uhhh...”

Her smile faded.  “Okay, well, I’ll try to get them from the school.”

“Thanks.”  He’d faked his forms, invented charities and signed with his left hand.  At least these ones would have a real person’s signature on them.

The receptionist slid a paper through a gap in the glass.  “Here’s a map.  The morning men’s group is going on right now in the Golden Oldies room.  You can help out there for now, then I’ll have our programming director give you your next assignment.”

“Oh. Okay.”

When she buzzed Jackson into the main building, he wandered around, half-heartedly attempting to locate the Golden Oldies room.  If he could kill 50 hours wandering hallways, that would suit him fine... until he caught sight of what was going on in the Kegel room: a bunch of half-naked old ladies lying face-up on yoga mats, inserting strange objects into their vajajays while a younger woman in a leotard shouted encouragements like a Zumba instructor.

He didn’t know what that was about, and he didn’t want to know.  Old people were so weird.  If only he could bleach his brain to get that image out, but he was pretty sure it would haunt his dreams until his dying day. He wasn’t so fond of vaginas to begin with. Elderly ones were too gross to think about.

With a shiver, he continued on his way, making a concerted effort to actually find this Golden Oldies room where the men’s group met.  Please, God, let them have pants on!  Jackson had seen enough grey pubes for one lifetime, thank you very much.

When he pushed open the door to the Golden Oldies room, he was glad to see there was nothing traumatizing going on.  Just a group of men playing cards in the morning sun.  

They certainly took notice when he walked in.

“Ahh,” one blue-hair said.  “Young blood!”

Somebody growled from across the room, and a streak of icy trepidation raced through Jackson’s veins. A group of old guys set down their cards and rose like zombies from their chairs—except the ones in wheelchairs, of course. They stayed put, but definitely turned in Jackson’s direction.  With great interest.

A bald guy got up and slapped him jovially across the back.  “Say, there, are you the new meat?”

“I... guess so?  Yeah?”

“But you’re not sure?” asked a thin man in a yellow golf shirt and khakis.

“I... don’t know.”

Jackson usually felt in control of every situation, but not this one.  He was surrounded by old men. Why was he getting a strange feeling he’d have to suck his way out if he ever wanted to leave?

“So,” Jackson said. “You’re playing cards?”

“We were playing cards,” said an old guy wearing a cap and sitting in a wheelchair. “But now that you’re here, why don’t you put on a show?”

“What kind of a show?” Jackson asked.

“A strip show!” cried a dapper grey-haired dude.

Jackson forced a laugh.  “You’re joking, right?”

The guy in the cap started unbuttoning his shirt.  “Here, I’ll get us started.”

Should Jackson report this?  Old guys taking off their clothes?  But who would he even report it to? The lady at reception who’d sent him here in the first place? Or the leotard woman watching old women put things in their vaginas?

“Maury,” a man in a red golf shirt said to the guy in the cap.  “Slow down.  You’re making the kid nervous.”

“My name is Jackson,” he said, by way of introduction. He didn’t appreciate being referred to as “the kid.”

“You’re making Jackson nervous,” Red repeated.

Maury shrugged.  “You only live once.”

Thank God he had a T-shirt on underneath that plaid shirt, because he got through those buttons damn fast.

Jackson didn’t know what to do or say. He felt like he was in a dream.

“You ever heard the word bukkake?” the dapper dude asked.

“Pssht, of course,” Jackson replied.

Would they buy it?  He’d never heard the word in his life.

Luckily, the man in the yellow golf shirt said, “It’s where a circle of men all jack it on one guy in the middle.”

“No,” said an old guy sitting on his walker.  “You’re thinking of a circle jerk.”

Red shook his head.  “There’s no one in the middle of a circle jerk.  There’s just a circle.”

“Well, this is a circle,” said Walker.

“But we’ve got the kid in the middle, so it’s a bukkake.” Dapper Dude waved in Jackson’s general direction.

Jackson turned slowly, taking in all the leering eyes staring him down. He hadn’t been ogled like this since the last all-ages pop-up gay dance he went to. It was mainly older guys doing the ogling that time, too, but those older guys were like... thirty?  These ones must have been in their seventies and eighties, even nineties.

“I’m not a stripper or a gigolo, if that’s what you’re thinking.”  Jackson just wanted to clear that up.  “I’m only here trying to get some community service hours.”

“You’re a criminal?” Dapper Dude asked.  “Oooh, I loves me a bad boy!”

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “Do I look like a criminal? No, I’m getting my community service hours for high school.”

The men’s eyes shot wide open all at once, and Red said, “Dear God, don’t tell me you’re a minor!”

He should have lied. Why didn’t he lie? 

“No, I’m eighteen. Don’t worry—you’re not corrupting me.”

Of course they were!  He’d never have known what a bukkake was if not for them.

“So what are you waiting for?” Dapper Dude asked.  “Take off your clothes and we’ll take off ours.”

Jackson shuddered.  He should have just left. Why didn’t he leave?

“Give me your tie,” Jackson told Dapper Dude.

“My tie?”  Dapper Dude held it possessively.  “Why do you want my tie?”

Rolling his eyes, Jackson said, “If all you shrivelled old dudes are about to get naked, I don’t want to watch.”

“What’d he say?” asked a guy in Lavender trousers. 

Maury shouted, “The kid doesn’t want to look at your shrivelled old dick!”

“Maury,” Red said, in a chastising tone.  “Play nice.”

“Very well.”  Dapper Dude took off his tie and wrapped it tightly around Jackson’s head as a blindfold.  “Better?”

“God yes.”

“Now it’s time for you to take it all off.”  Without any more warning than that, Dapper Dude tore off Jackson’s T-shirt and pantsed him swiftly thereafter.

“Nice,” the old men whispered to one another.  “Very nice.”

“A little on the scrawny side.”

“What do you expect? He’s eighteen!”

“I was a soldier at eighteen,” Maury said.  “Strong as an ox.”

The man in the yellow golf shirt cackled.  “Yeah, and look at you now.”

“Why I oughta...”

Jackson couldn’t see them through his blindfold, but he already recognized certain voices.  Others were just part of the crowd.  There must have been more than a dozen men in the room.  Some hadn’t spoken at all.

“What am I supposed to do?” Jackson asked.

Dapper Dude ripped down Jackson's underwear, exposing his dick to the group of elderly men.  “Just stand there and look pretty.  We’ll do the rest.”

“Turn him around,” shouted Lavender Lord.  “I can’t see his willy!”

“You can’t see squat,” Maury replied.  “You’re blind as a bat without your glasses.”

Dapper Dude’s hot hands landed on his shoulders, and he felt himself turning in a circle.  He also felt dozens of eyes on his dick.  

“It twitched!” Walker cried.  “I saw it!  It twitched!”

Oh God, the guy was right.

“Well, would you look at that,” Red said.  “The lad’s getting hard!”

“My name is Jackson—not ‘the lad.’”

“What’s got you so turned on?” Dapper Dude asked.

Jackson could feel the man’s face right next to his. “I don’t know. Just being looked at, I guess.”

“You like being looked at, eh?”  The man’s breath was hot against Jackson’s ear.  “Do you like being touched, too?”

Before Jackson could answer, Dapper Dude’s hot hand found his balls and cupped them possessively.  Jackson jumped, but he wasn’t going anywhere.  Dapper Dude still had him by the shoulder.

“That
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