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I'm glad this shit's about to end, I thought while I was sitting in history class, looking around. The teacher had given up trying to explain something to us because nobody was listening anyway. Everyone was busy with their stupid phones, watching some embarrassing party or music videos in which big, fat women were shaking their butts. I rolled my eyes and devoted myself to my assignment again. 

I had a dream; I wanted to become a professional dancer and apply to the Medical Dance College in America. Being accepted there was relatively unlikely because I was only 18 years old and had a very skinny build. I had short, blonde hair and blue eyes, and also was around 5’5” tall. Anyway, I had to try. Dancing was my life, after all. 

My classmates had always bullied me about it, but I’d gotten used to it. Soon I was going to be done with college for the term, and then I’d never have to see these assholes again. 

My thoughts were interrupted by a slimy paper ball which was spat onto my cheek. I rolled my eyes again and threw it onto the ground. They were still so childish and I couldn’t wrap my head around that.

Finally, the bell rang and I went back home. Coming back there was a big relief for me. I didn't live in a packed house. It was just me and my old man. He was a very strict kind of guy, but we got along well.

There was one thing he could never know about me, and that was the fact that I was gay. On top of that, he could never as much as get a whiff that I liked dressing up and pretending that I was a woman. My mom died a couple of years ago, and ever since then, I developed a fondness for dressing up and looking like her. Maybe I was just trying to make up for the fact that she was not around anymore, but I didn’t know that for sure.

If he did find out about it, I would be sent to The Sissy College, like so many were. They liked dressing up to look like women and were sent there to fulfill their wishes and finish their transformations. It was their calling, in a way, after all.

I didn't want that for my life. I just wanted to be able to dress up sometimes without my life changing so much. I didn't want to be trained to be a sissy.

Not only that, I hated the fact that they were taking people to that “college” as if they had actually agreed to go there. Why on Earth would people allow themselves to be taken to a reclusive island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean? It didn't make any sense to me.

My best friend, Gary, was taken to the Sissy College. It was everywhere in the local news when it happened. Goddammit, why did he have to be so careless about displaying his feminine tendencies? We had agreed on a pact that, if any of us were to ever be sent to The Sissy College, the other would have to go for the rescue.

Well, I was a weak man, but I was not a coward. With that thought in mind, I packed up my stuff and headed out. I didn’t know how I would manage to get there, considering I had very little money and no connections at the port, but something needed to be done. All I knew was that I could never sleep again knowing that I failed my best friend, if that happened.
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I finally arrived at the port, looking for someone who could get me there. All the men there, with their big bellies and hairy bodies, frightened me. I didn’t want to share a single round of words with them. I felt that if I did that, I would probably put myself in danger. Those men couldn’t be trusted.

It was with that thought in mind that I kept on walking here and there, hoping to find someone that looked a bit more malleable. I almost gave up after spending like an hour of constant walking with very little result. It did seem to me that I was going to have to try my luck with one of those ugly men.

But then, out of nowhere, I spotted a man in his early thirties with an athletic body and a clear face that looked just like who I was seeking. He was talking with some of those brutes, but then he walked away from them, giving me the opportunity to finish the next step in my plan.

I approached him from the back as quickly as possible, patted him on his shoulder and bulged my eyes when he turned around. Goodness me, was he a hottie! That full beard, his ginger hair, his freckles, those blue eyes, his wide and strong chest - he had everything I needed in a man.

“Hi, what can I help you with?” He asked and at that moment, I felt my heart melting. His voice tone was deep and, at the same time, rough enough to add some vibrancy. It was very different from mine, which sounded like an animal shrieking even on my best days. 

“I need... to go to The Sissy College,” I replied with some stutters because I couldn’t think about what to say properly. Looking at him aroused me more than I thought possible, consuming most of my cerebral power. If that was what love at first sight was, then I really was fucked.

His eyes became fierce after he heard my plea, “You do realize that it’s off-limits, right? Only the boaters from the college can enter their waters. I’m not one of those.”

He was right about that, and up until then, it hadn’t crossed my mind. I immediately became more alert about how to proceed with this. There had to be something I could do to make him take the risk.

“Well... I don’t have any money, but I would be thankful if you were to take me there. You see, I’m training to become a very famous dancer.”

“Really?”

“And with that, I could give you as much money as needed to help convince you.”

“Alright, I will do it, then,” he said after some ponderation. I knew I shouldn’t, but I still believed him. Maybe it was because he was stunning and just looking at him was making my dick twitch in my pants.

I hopped onto the big boat and he started the engine. Minutes later, we were in the middle of the ocean, and I was in one of the rooms in the boat thinking about how I would save my dear best friend. I had no idea what the college was like from the inside, and that was surely going to be a problem, but little did it matter in the face of losing Gary.

The name of the boater who was taking me there was Calvin and he just stepped inside the room I was in. It was decorated with a bed and a couple of other furniture items that looked old and dusty.

“Looks like you’re already getting used to being on my ship,” he said, taking off his hat and putting it on the nightstand. He kind of reminded me of those cowboys from the old west. He certainly nailed the look with his checkered shirt and jeans pants.

“Yeah! Just trying to tune out and not think about how long this is going to take,” I said, opening a wide smile for him.

He then sat beside me and said, “We haven’t decided how you’re going to pay me.”

Puzzled, I asked, “What do you mean? I thought I would pay you after I became a dancer.”

“That’s only part of it,” he said.

Frightened now that I realized he wanted more, I asked, “... What else do you need?”

“How about this?” He said before kissing me without warning. I should be furious at that, but I was actually having the opposite reaction. I planted my hands on his cheeks and made our kiss tighter, more intense.

Gosh, if I knew that he wanted me, I would have given myself for him much earlier.

The room became hotter as the seconds passed and neither of us wanted to stop kissing. His hands were now over me, trying to take off the clothes I had on. I then immediately tried to do the same, because it was the minimum a good guy like me could do, but I was clumsy.

Before long, I was stark-naked, and he still had his clothes on. Scowling gently, he took them off himself, leaving me with nothing to do but admire the nice piece of a man he was. I sunk to my knees, dumbfounded that such a body existed.

Those abs, rounded pecs, enormous biceps, and his chest hair were mouthwatering. There had to be something about him that didn’t look as lust-inducing, but the more I studied his body, the more I realized I was wrong.

Calvin was just that perfect, and I had to accept that he was like that. I then gulped and started to stare at his cock. It stood flaccid and proud between this thick, hairy ginger legs. The aura coming from it said just one thing: it needed me, and it needed me now.

As I realized that it was my moment to
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