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“I don’t care if it kills me, but somehow, someway, we’re gonna get you laid this year, Ryan Collins...”

It was only the fact that we were sitting together in Regan Hills High School’s busy lunchroom that kept me from choking too loudly at my best friend, Tori McNeil’s, suggestion. Couldn’t draw attention to myself, after all... I had enough issues with bullies as is, and senior year had only just begun.

“I, uh... huh?” I replied, lowering my voice and darting my eyes around to make sure nobody had heard us.

I appeared to be as invisible to the rest of the school as ever, so, that allowed me to breathe a sigh of relief. Being the first day of school and all, I was happy to not have to deal with the inevitable Kyle Bowman sighting just yet.

Tori eyed me mischievously because... well, she was a mischievous sort, and as possibly my best and only friend, she knew I let her get away with a lot. I’d known since before I could remember, and all told she hadn’t changed much in the entire time I’d known her. Ever since we played in the sandbox, she was a tomboy who could beat me or pretty much any other boy in a fight, and that hadn’t really changed. True, now at 18 she was taller (even if my 5’11” height towered over her 5’5” frame now), slender and lithe with that classic redhead complexion of pale skin, freckles on her arms and cheeks, bright, clever blue eyes and a mop of curly hair that fell about her shoulders.

Her fashion sense hadn’t changed much with age, as she still wore the same slightly-baggy overalls and long-sleeved tie-dyed shirts that kept her covered up, but I’d have to be blind to miss that her curves now strained her tops.

I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t wondered what it would be like if I made a move on Tori. I had this idea that we were destined to be together, if just out of a lack of options... but that wasn’t going to happen. Tori had an active social life as an out and proud bi girl who had time and again admitted to me that she preferred girls generally, and I was too much of a coward to try anything to be one of her rare guy exceptions.

Still, it was a lot of fun girl-watching with her, so, even if the two of us were likely never going to happen, we had our fun.

Chuckling softly, Tori reiterated, “We’re so gonna get you laid this year.”

I laughed nervously. “That’s... that’s very unlikely. Very unlikely.”

“Why not?” she replied, taking a sip from her Coke. “You’re not a bad-looking guy. I mean, not all that standout, but there’s certainly room to work with for you. I bet if we got you going to the gym, some new clothes-“

“I like my clothes!” I exclaimed.

“And so do I, it’s a good look, you pull it off well!” Tori explained. “And you’re such a nice guy, and a funny guy, and I think you got a lot to offer. It’s just making that initial inroad that seems to be the problem, so my thinking is that... if what you’ve been trying hasn’t been working, maybe switching a couple things up could do you some good... you know I don’t have any fashion taste, but I know some girls on the paper who do. They can probably offer some good advice.”

I flushed with embarrassment, but, this wasn’t exactly new. I had always been on the shy side, while Tori was pretty well the exact opposite of that. It made us good friends for each other, she could speak up for me and I could temper her wilder moods, but it made these public conversations a challenge.

“I don’t think new clothes are gonna change a thing,” I admitted, looking down at what was left of my lunch.

“Not with that kind of attitude,” she replied, sighing. “I’m sorry, I don’t wanna be a dick about this... it’s just, you’re my best friend, and it sucks seeing you not have all the fun that you could be having. There’s a lot of hot girls in school here, like, an uncommon amount, it’s actually kinda great, really... girls I think you could have a chance with if you just have some confidence in yourself. I believe you can do this, man... I just wanna do what I can to get you to believe in you.”

I nodded, having difficulty meeting her gaze. Tori was only trying to help, in her usual battering ram kind of way... and she was right about one thing. Regan Hills High School did have an uncommonly high percentage of beautiful girls, especially in our class. Maybe if I put myself out there, I could stand a chance at getting laid... but fuck was making that first move nerve-wracking.

Still, having someone who believed in me made a difference.

I looked up at Tori. “I’m not changing how I dress. Yet.”

“You don’t have to,” she replied, smiling warmly.

“But if you’ve got any other ideas, I welcome them,” I said.

She thought about this for a second, twirling one of her fiery red locks around a finger, before releasing it. “Alright, so, let’s not start with something big. Let’s go with something small, see if we can start building that confidence.”

“Something small,” I replied, rolling the words over in my head. “I can work with small. What did you have in mind?”

Looking away from me, Tori nodded slightly as the idea formed. “This week... I want you to do something outside of your comfort zone. Just one thing. Try something you’ve never tried before. Say yes to something you probably wouldn’t have last year. Try just one new thing, and I promise you, if it doesn’t completely wreck you, it’ll make it a lot easier to try other new things, up to and including getting you laid.”

Now, I wasn’t sure about how her math shook out on this one, but she did have a point. I had rather comfortably put myself in a rut by the end of junior year, and as senior year had just started, I’d had no intentions of getting out of that rut. Save for getting bullied by one of our school’s star football players, I was pretty happy with that rut.

Shaking my head, I replied, impulsively, “Fine. I’ll do one thing.”

“You promise?” she asked, cocking her head skeptically.

If I’d known how drastically my next words would change my year, I probably would have been a little more enthusiastic with them. Instead, I hemmed and hawed before I finally settled on committing to what she’d said.

Taking a breath, I said, “I promise I’ll do one thing outside my comfort zone this week.”

Tori smiled, broadly, then reached across the table and squeezed my shoulder. “Kickass, Ryan. This is just the first step on an epic senior year.”

She waved her hands in the air as if spelling something out on a marquee. “Step one! You try one new thing! Step two? Who knows. But step three! Yes, step three, we get you drowning in titties and pussy and ass ‘til you don’t know what to do with yourself! Yes, Ryan, we set you up for the most epic fucking year possible, and when it all shakes out, you’ll have me to thank for it!”

I had no idea in that moment how right she was. All I knew was that Tori was making me laugh as she made a huge spectacle of herself, and I could only respond to her with two vaguely embarrassed words:

“We’ll see.”

***
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If you’d asked me at the beginning of my senior year at Regan Hills High School what I was looking forward to about it the most, I’d have told you: the end of it.

Yeah, lots of people and pretty much every teen movie I’ve ever seen like to go on about how high school is supposed to be the best years of our lives, and how we’re supposed to cherish them since we’ll miss them when they’re older. I don’t know who started that narrative, but from experience, I knew when I started senior year that that was fucking bullshit. From all I’d seen until that point, the high school experience was misery and psychological torture masked under the guise of getting an education, and that was if you were lucky enough to be popular.

Find yourself a few rungs down on the popularity ladder, and you’re in for a shitshow from day one to graduation. And if you’re at the bottom of that ladder? Yeah, nice knowing ya.

That is what it’d seemed like to me, anyway. I was happy that on a long enough timeline I’d be proven very wrong about all of this, but, we’re starting this story from the very beginning, and the me at the beginning of this winding saga had a lot of shit he needed to sort out first.

Still, I’d spent most of my high school career about a step above the bottom rung of that ladder, far from the most hated kid in school but sure as hell not worth noticing either. Nobody looked at gawky and skinny Ryan Collins with the short brown hair and the glasses as anything more than a low-level nerd at best and a piece of background scenery at worst. As far as friends, I had Tori, but beyond her, the pickings were slim.

Oh, sure, I was friendly with a lot of people, but by choice I wasn’t really close with anyone. A hulking brute of a bully (and star football player, naturally, because it turned out my life was a walking cliché) by the name of Kyle Bowman made sure to halt any chances I might have of making new friends as his way of controlling me and keeping me doing his homework. Thankfully, Tori didn’t give a shit about Kyle... but there were times I wanted more.

More friends.

More excitement.

To be more than unexceptional.

By the time I’d turned eighteen and senior year had begun, there was one thing I knew that was probably exceptional about me. I had at least one difference that likely set me apart, one little thing (well, one big thing, but more on that later) that I wasn’t ready to boast about just yet, leaving me in my place of semi-contented anonymity when this story began.

I’d told myself that I was content to simply let the year pass on by, keeping my head down and waiting to distinguish myself in college and later at work. I looked to the future as a distant goal, and this year to be something that was best skipped over before I put Regan Hills High School in my rearview mirror and never looked back.

This was something I probably could’ve pulled off, too, if I hadn’t made that promise to Tori that I would try something outside of my comfort zone. That one promise ensured that that “one little thing” that distinguished me would become public sooner, rather than later, leading to a series of events tumbling into each other one after another like dominoes that would make my senior year truly... memorable.

But we haven’t gotten there yet. Let’s go back to my blissful ignorance, when that first domino had fallen and was about to hit the next. 

***
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It was Friday of the first week of school, and just as I was mentally celebrating the first week having been surprisingly sedate, I heard some of the most frightening words you could hear from a teacher.

“Ryan, can you stay behind for just a moment?”

I gulped. Fuck.

These words would have been bad enough on their own, but the snickers and outright laughs of my classmates as they filed out for lunch felt pretty brutal.

My throat lurched. It had only been a few days, not enough time for me to get in trouble, right? I knew I could’ve done something bad, made some mistake without knowing it, but I doubted it. Whatever the case may or may not have been, the fact remained that I was being asked to stay after class, and that’s never fun.

Especially when it might have meant disappointing Mrs. Lynn.

Mrs. Brenda Lynn would’ve been my favorite teacher even if she weren’t a top contender for the hottest teacher in school (and it was a competitive list). At 38, she’d been teaching for the better part of a decade and hadn’t lost her touch yet, always showing up bright and enthusiastic, with a hint of a playfully malicious side that she could easily turn on whenever some jackass tried to disrupt one of her classes. She was one of the only teachers I’d ever had who actually understood how exciting history was as a subject and found ways of bringing it alive to the class.

Beyond that, she was one of the few people who’d been consistently nice to me at Regan Hills High School. I’d first had her in World History during my sophomore year, and she’d caught me once in the hallway on the verge of a breakdown. Rather than walk past like most other teachers would, she’d asked me why, and I was in a mood enough that I broke down and told her about how Kyle and some of his friends had been harassing me during lunch. Instead of causing a scene, or insisting that I bring this matter up to Principal Carpenter, or even trying to force Kyle and me into a room together to hash this out, Mrs. Lynn simply offered her classroom up to me during lunchtime if I ever needed a safe place to hide away. Lunch with Mrs. Lynn became a semi-regular thing after this point whenever Tori and I couldn’t make it work, and honestly, her compassion probably helped me survive the last two years here.

Mrs. Lynn was a friend when I desperately needed one, an adult who never talked down to me, she was compassionate, funny, smart, and... well, I did mention she was ridiculously hot, right?

Yeah, that was probably one of the main reasons all the boys (and a fair few girls) in school really paid attention to her. Her short, bobbed blonde hair framed a beautiful, sharp-featured face, with lively, big blue eyes and a full, pouty-lipped smile that could brighten up any room. Although she always dressed professionally to class, even on the hottest days of the year, it was impossible to ignore her large, round breasts, full bubble butt, narrow waist and long legs. Looking like this, you can probably understand why there were a number of rumors that she was once a porn star before she got into teaching.

She wasn’t, for what it’s worth.

...what? It’s not like I wasn’t going to check out a rumor that juicy. Crushes came easily for me, and the chance that there might be naked pictures of one of them circulating out there I could jack it to was too good to pass up. So, I looked, I found out it was bullshit, and rather than a feeling of crushing disappointment, I just felt good, old-fashioned, thoroughly stupid guilt. Here I was, trying to find naked pictures of a woman I genuinely respected, and liked, and even cared about, the teacher who had helped me out when I was at some of my lowest moments and... yeah, I felt like shit for trying to find those kinds of pictures of her.

Sometimes it made it hard to look her in the eye, because I could swear it felt like she knew, like, if she looked at me, she’d be able to see all my sins and know exactly what I thought of her in the dirtier recesses of my mind. I don’t know how she actually could have known, but every so often she would share an amused smirk with me, and I’d feel my heart pounding and this certainty that this time, this was it. This time she knew, and I’d be doomed and... and then nothing would happen, and everything would go back to normal.

Mrs. Lynn had one of those smirks now as I approached her desk, and that sting of irrational fear returned.

No... I was putting too much thought into this. Right?

She waited for the rest of the class to file out before giving me her full attention. “Ryan...”

“Yes?” I squeaked.

I shouldn’t have squeaked. I knew this, but there was nothing I could do about it now because the squeaking was done and out there, and all I could do was hope that Mrs. Lynn would move on without noticing it.

She smiled, warmly, laughing slightly. “It’s alright, Ryan. You’re not in any trouble.”

“I’m not?” I asked.

“Far from it, actually,” Mrs. Lynn replied, getting up from her desk and walking toward a nearby filing cabinet. “I asked you to stay after today because I wanted to ask you a favor.”

She bent over just so slightly as she searched for something in her filing cabinet, and my unruly eyes couldn’t help but watch as the fabric of her skirt tightened over her nice, round ass. My imagination, unbidden, flashed images before my eyes of pulling up that skirt and sticking my cock inside of her, pounding her until she screamed my name.

Realizing what I was doing, I lowered my binder in front of my groin so she couldn’t see the growing bulge in my pants.

“A favor?” I asked.

“Yes,” Mrs. Lynn replied, pulling a file from the cabinet and closing the drawer. “Kind of the exact opposite of being in trouble, so, there’s no need to be so tense.”

A favor? No trouble? I could live with that.

I nodded, nervous. “Yeah?”

“Seriously,” she replied, leaning forward ever so slightly as she sat back down at her desk. I couldn’t help but look at the strain of her large tits against her blouse, and that extra hint of cleavage visible before she straightened out in her seat again, had me extra conscious of where I held my binder.

Unaware of my wandering attention, Mrs. Lynn continued, “You’re one of the brightest students I’ve ever had, and I’m so happy that you tested into my AP class.”

I smiled. “Thank you for suggesting it. I’d never really thought of trying out for it, to be honest. Never thought I had what it took.”

“Ambition’s not a four-letter-word, Ryan,” she said, warmly. “Especially when you’ve got the smarts to back it up... and believe me, you earned your place in this class.”

Filled with pride, I stood up a little straighter, and had to adjust my binder accordingly. “Thanks!”

“You’re welcome, and believe me, combined with any extracurriculars you have, it’ll look amazing on your college applications,” Mrs. Lynn explained.

I didn’t actually have any extracurriculars... Tori had tried to talk me into joining our school paper, the Puma Press, with her. Though my college future was uncertain, that was something worth looking into, especially if it might help get me far away from Regan Hills.

“And you know what else will look good on applications?” she proposed, sliding the folder she’d pulled out of her filing cabinet across her desk. “This favor I want to ask of you.”

This got my attention. “I’m all ears.”

“Wonderful!” Mrs. Lynn replied, pulling her tablet out from her desk drawer and scrolling across the screen. “While I know history and other subjects come easily to you, I’ve more than a few seniors who are... lagging. I know it’s only the first week of school, but there are some students who weren’t doing so well at the end of last year. Some whose graduations might be in jeopardy if these trends continue, and I’d really like to ensure that all my students will graduate with flying colors this year. So, I was wondering... would you be interested in doing some after school tutoring?”

In truth, no, I really wasn’t interested in doing after school tutoring. I didn’t know or like nearly enough of my classmates to want to help any of them out during school hours, let alone on my own time. I didn’t want to disappoint Mrs. Lynn, of course, but I was still on the verge of saying no when I remembered the promise I made to Tori.

One thing. All I had to do was one thing outside of my comfort zone. Maybe it would be a path to a new, exciting year, or maybe it would be enough to understand that my comfort zone was comfortable enough and that breaking out of it wasn’t something I needed to do, even if it would mean it’d probably take forever for me to get laid.

But, that hopeful look in Mrs. Lynn’s eyes, and memories of my promise to Tori, put me in a place where there was really only one answer. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Relief overtook her smile. “Really? Oh, thank you... thank you, so much! I’ve already got one student lined up. Can I give her your number?”

Already I wasn’t liking where this was going, but I was in too deep to say anything but, “Sure.”

Mrs. Lynn stood up from her desk, smiling with gratitude. “Excellent. I’ll twist her arm into getting in touch with you later today. She can be... unreliable, and a challenge, but I think I can get her to make this work. I’ll have her meet you in the library, alright?”

Then, impulsively, she closed the distance between us, wrapping me in a friendly and warm hug. This wasn’t the first time Mrs. Lynn hugged me, nor was it the first time the feeling of her large breasts pressed against me made me need to more aggressively hide my erection with my binder.

“Thank you, again,” she said, breaking the hug and continuing to smile with relief. “If this works out, I have some other students who could use your help, and... well, I think you could help a lot of people this year, honestly.”

At a lack of anything more profound to say, and still awkwardly recovering from such a tight hug, I replied, “It’ll, uh, be my pleasure!”

If only I knew how true that was.

***
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I waited in the school’s library for nearly an hour after school waiting for whoever Mrs. Lynn wanted me to tutor. It was a quiet and dark chamber, as underfunded as anywhere else in our fair high school that didn’t have to do with athletics, which meant a musty smell, buzzing lights and out of date computers. Very few students actually used the library, except as a quiet place to make out or even get it on, which was a challenge under the watchful eye of our dedicated librarian, Mrs. Sullivan, and her creepy-cute library aide, Marie.

Nevertheless, it wasn’t uncommon to hear a couple seniors sneaking off down one of the aisles, followed by the sounds of soft moans and the shaking of bookshelves. In fact, it struck me how it wasn’t uncommon to see any number of students sneaking off to find some dark corner to get some action, and while usually it annoyed me, more and more I was wishing that I’d be one of them one of these days.

I tried to get out of this morose pit first by doing homework, and when that was done, by reading, but when none of that helped, I texted Tori.

Me: So I followed your advice. Broke out of my comfort zone. Now I’m a tutor.

Tori: Not exactly what I meant, but, a start’s a start.

Tori: Keep this up and you’ll be getting laid in no time.

I shook my head, chuckling softly.

Me: Not likely.

Tori: Not with that attitude!

Tori: But if you need help, I know some girls on the Puma Press. I’d be happy to make an introduction.

I thought about this.

Me: Like?

After a moment, she sent me a picture of a willowy brunette with glasses.

Tori: Hope’s a band geek, but the way she talks about it, she’s a total freak. She could probably teach you stuff.

Another picture, this time of a pretty, olive-skinned girl with wavy black hair, a septum piercing, and a dark, bohemian style.

Tori: You’d like Leah. She’s crazy nice. A good witch. I repeat my “could teach you stuff” point.

Me: A witch?

Tori: Wiccan. Not like she’ll turn you into a frog.

Tori: Pretty sure she can’t turn you into a frog.

Me: Sounds a bit advanced for me.

Tori: Fair.

Tori: I think you might like Josie. She’s got the whole “goth princess” thing. Really hot, into horror movies, so you two would have something to talk about. A bit advanced, but I think you could have fun.

Me: Hmmm... I’ll think about that. Thanks for looking out...

Tori: No prob!

Finally, she sent me a picture of a beautiful, preppy black girl in a light sweater and jeans. Her clever face definitely caught my attention, with her sharp, focused eyes and a confident smile.

Tori: Our editor, Nadia. She’s intense, but could use some good dicking, I think. Not sure if you could handle her, but if you could, you could probably take pressure off a lot of us, lol.

I rolled my eyes, but chuckled softly. Well, not softly enough. I caught a distinct clearing of a throat in a chiding fashion, and knew that Marie couldn’t be too far off, though I couldn’t see the little blonde psycho.

I checked the clock on my phone, and as I saw the time ticking on, I made my decision. I’d been waiting long enough, and not having Mrs. Lynn or my tutee’s number, I thought that one hour was enough.

Me: Tempting offer, but another day. Whoever I’m tutoring’s ghosted me, so I’m heading home.

Tori: Sorry, man. Wanna hang and bitch about it?

Me: Another day? Think I’ll just kick up my feet for now.

Tori: Understood. Hit me up if anything changes.

Me: Will do.

***
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After waiting another few minutes, just in case, I grabbed my bike and rode home, vowing to enjoy the rest of my Friday.

Dad wasn’t home when I got in, not that was much of a surprise. Mom had passed away back when I was in kindergarten (a freak on the job accident), and though the settlement and her life insurance was enough to ensure us a comfortable life in the stereotypical suburbia that was scenic Regan Hills, California, Dad had never really gotten over it, I think. His sales job worked him hard, too hard, I often thought, twelve-hour days up to six days a week, frequent trips that had him out about as often as he was in, in addition to myriad hobbies and other interests that had him out even more. He did this because it kept him distracted, and though I couldn’t vouch for how healthy this was, I loved the guy and didn’t discourage him from doing what he needed to do. When he was around, he was an amazing dad, encouraging me and taking me on his various adventures, but, well, that meant he had to be around, and that could be hit or miss.

I got used to his schedule over time, though. Back when I was little, his long hours meant I spent a lot of time at Tori’s house, or being babysat by one of his coworkers, Mrs. Pruitt, or more often than not, with our elderly neighbors, the Martinezes. Since I was about fifteen, though, dad was fine with me being on my own in the house. I hadn’t burned anything down in those times I was alone, he figured, so why keep bothering our friends and neighbors? Since that point, Dad’s and my relationship kind of evolved into one where we were roommates; I’d learned to cook and keep the place clean while he worked his ass off so we could live this life while giving me space to pursue my own hobbies.

Since those hobbies basically amounted to video games, comics and (more recently) porn, I’m actually rather glad Dad gave me the space he did. Hearing about all those other kids whose parents micromanaged their lives, I feel like I got the better deal.

After I locked my bike up in the garage, I went inside to my room, firing up my computer and pulling a brand-new box of tissues from my drawer to keep beside it. While that booted up, I checked the status of a package I was expecting any day now. For my 18th birthday the week before, Dad had given me a small stack of Amazon gift cards and told me to go nuts, and not being the one to turn down that kind of freedom, I went a little nuts ordering some new vinyl figures, graphic novels and new games.

Per what I was seeing, the package was still out for delivery. I figured I could spend some time at the computer, jerk off a couple times, the package would arrive by the time I was done, I’d load up a game (hoping it didn’t have a massive patch or update to slow things down), and kick off the weekend in style.

At least that’s what probably would’ve happened if I hadn’t gotten a new text before I finished checking tracking.

Unknown: Mrs. Lynn says I have to talk to you about tutoring.

“Shit,” I muttered.

This I didn’t need. I was hoping that since she didn’t meet me at the library that this would wait until after the weekend. Maybe I could’ve pretended I didn’t see the text, gotten back to her the next day and tried to arrange something during the week, but the message certainly would’ve indicated I’d read it by now.

Beyond that, though, I didn’t want to let Mrs. Lynn down. So, grumbling, and annoyed, I texted back.

Me: Who is this?

Unknown: Kaitlyn. Didn’t Mrs. Lynn tell you? Look, can we get this over with? I don’t have all day.

A sick feeling grew in my stomach as the name landed, and hope as I might that the name might change if I looked away, then back, there she was.

Kaitlyn Pruitt.

Kaitlyn motherfucking Pruitt. It just had to be her.

Why did it have to be her?

“Shit,” I repeated.

I’d known Kaitlyn for pretty much my entire life. We went to preschool, elementary school, middle school and high school together here in Regan Hills, and for a while there, we were actually even friends. Dad knew her mom from work, and we spent weekends playing together like only little kids whose parents know each other from work know how. She was pretty and nice then, and I was pretty awkward, so of course I had a crush on her.

The crush lasted until about middle school, at which point my “crush” became more of a “crash and burn.” Being gorgeous and personable and making her way through puberty with a lot more grace than me, she became very popular very fast, and with that popularity, Kaitlyn wasn’t so nice anymore. She’d spend more of her time with her popular friends, becoming a cheerleader and seemingly embracing every possible cheerleader stereotype possible by being a stuck-up, mean girl bitch who looked down on everybody else.

There was a time once when I thought the old Kaitlyn might still be in there somewhere, but enough of her cold shoulder and public cruelties told me that I shouldn’t get my hopes up for her being anything more than what she looked like.

And now, here she was, the first person Mrs. Lynn wanted me to tutor.

It was times like this that I thought the universe had a pretty fucking intense sense of humor.

I sighed, trying to settle on the best strategy to handle Kaitlyn, and then texted her back.

Me: Okay. I can work you in sometime this weekend or early next week maybe. What works for you?

Kaitlyn: Wanna get this over with. I’m at the library now. Where the f are you?

“You gotta be fucking kidding me,” I muttered, texting her back.

Me: Not at the library. Waited an hour after school, you didn’t show.

Kaitlyn: Yeah, but I’m here now.

Kaitlyn: Get over here.

I slid my glasses down just enough to pinch the bridge of my nose in annoyance. I wanted to make good on my promises to both Tori and Mrs. Lynn to make this work, and because of this desire to get this project off to a good start, I seriously considered leaving for the library.

Then there was the part of me that remembered it was Friday, and that I didn’t give a damn about whatever might have inconvenienced Kaitlyn Pruitt.

Me: Can’t today. Already home, not gonna go back to school.

Then, because I felt a little bad typing that out, I added another quick message.

Me: Sorry.

I watched the “...” of her text as it formed, and could already feel the likely anger from a distance. I wasn’t disappointed in her response.

Kaitlyn: WTF? I am not gonna wait on this shit, and you were supposed to be in the library. Get over here now!

Her anger brought out a surge of frustration in me, and though I considered a few possible eloquent responses chiding her for her own tardiness, I decided the simplest approach might be best.

Me: No

Typing that felt good, even if it meant I’d catch some fresh hell come Monday. She didn’t type any response for a good long moment, the screen just cycling on the “...” sign for a while, before she tried to get in the final word.

Kaitlyn: asshole

I sighed in relief. I knew that Monday was going to be hell, but for a free weekend, that response was well worth it. Kaitlyn wasn’t the kind of girl who took no easily, and it felt pretty damn awesome to be the one to stick it to her.

***
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It was about half an hour later when I heard the knock at the front door. Even with the satisfaction of getting to tell her no, Kaitlyn’s texts had put me in a foul mood, foul enough that I didn’t get around to jacking it like I planned, but not foul enough that things couldn’t have been saved with the thought of my package arriving.

“Hell yeah!” I exclaimed, whooping and pumping my fist because, yeah, I was exactly uncool enough to be whooping and pumping my fist when no one was around.

I ran to the front door and swung it open excitedly.

That excitement left the instant I saw Kaitlyn Pruitt standing in front of me.

My eyes widening, I couldn’t help but say, “Fuck.”

Now, even though she was a complete and utter bitch, I knew Kaitlyn was unbelievably hot. Despite her perpetual half-sneer and resting bitch face, her face had that narrow, model-like look, with features that were at once sharp and delicate-looking. Large, deep brown eyes above a small pointed nose and full, pouty lips were accentuated and framed by long, straight, silky black hair that reached down to her mid-back. Her skin was soft and unblemished with just the slightest tan... but I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t her body that grabbed my attention the most. When we were growing up together, she was always the scrawniest little thing, but puberty hit her like a ton of bricks. At 5’3”, she had the lean, lithe body of a dancer and cheerleader, topped off by a pair of DD-cup tits and a genuine bubble butt of an ass that was nearly as amazing as her breasts.

She stood in my doorway looking like she’d dressed to impress... someone (certainly not me) in clothes that highlighted her best assets. Between tight jeans, a faded pink t-shirt with a wide enough neck to show off a fair bit of her cleavage and tight, bare midriff and her stylish dark jacket she used to top all of this (and get past the school dress code), she was impressive to look at, even if she remained a sudden and terrifying surprise to find on my front doorstep.

“You really left me out to fucking dry, you know that?” Kaitlyn said, storming past me into the house, dropping her backpack on the floor as she went.

“You’re here,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around what in the actual fuck was happening as I closed and locked the front door behind her.

“Because you weren’t there, even though you were supposed to be there waiting for me so we could get this over with... and because Mrs. Lynn’s got me backed into a corner enough that I’m here instead of getting ready for Addison fucking Gonzalez’s party, which I barely wanna go to but need to make my appearance at,” Kaitlyn complained.

Cry me a fucking river.

This is what I thought.

What I said was, “Well, I mean... how-“

Kaitlyn sighed, rolling her eyes at me. “Oh, come on, it hasn’t been that long since I used to come here all the time. It’s not like I forgot the way, I’m not stupid.”

Her voice dripped with contempt, making it clear enough that she wanted to be anywhere but here. All told, I wouldn’t have minded her being anywhere but here, either. This would have been an excellent time for me to keep my mouth shut, but before I could stop myself, it slipped out.

“Except when it comes to history, apparently.”

I regretted the quip instantly, and though her eyes blazed with fury, there was something more there as well. Something that actually looked a little hurt. I didn’t know Kaitlyn could be hurt anymore.

“Sorry,” I murmured. “I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No shit,” she sighed, strolling over to her dropped backpack. “I’d tear you a fucking new one if I had the time, but I don’t...”

Rather than kneel, Kaitlyn bent over at the waist as she unzipped and rooted around inside her backpack. Cautious though I was trying to be after insulting her, I couldn’t help but welcomingly take in the view of her ass jutting out. I wasn’t above burning this into my memory for later when I took my private time with that box of tissues.

Kaitlyn muttered, “Mrs. Lynn, that bitch-“

“She’s not a bitch,” I said, quick and defensive and harsh.

Since I wasn’t an all that outwardly angry person, this outburst seemed to surprise Kaitlyn.

Grumbling, she admitted, “No... fine, she isn’t... you’re right, and I was just being a bitch... but even if she isn’t a bitch, she can be a bitch!”

Kaitlyn stood back up and turned to face me, storming my way. “I mean, shit like this! She gave me this paper, said you were supposed to sign it for each of our tutoring sessions to make sure I was attending, and that I was supposed to take a selfie of us together, studying, to prove it, it’s like she doesn’t fucking trust me and thinks I’m gonna cheat.”

“Didn’t you get in trouble for cheating last year?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, I cheated one time...”

“I thought it was more like three times...” I replied.

Exasperated, Kaitlyn thrust the piece of paper my way, “One time! Three times! Okay, I was caught as a cheater, and now I gotta jump through all these hoops if I don’t want her failing me this year even though I promised her I wasn’t gonna cheat again!”

I wondered how good that promise would actually be, but figuring that I’d dug the screws in enough already, I didn’t want to be needlessly cruel to Kaitlyn.

“Sounds like she thought this through pretty well,” I admitted.

“Too well...” Kaitlyn said, dropping her arm to her side, yet still holding the piece of paper tightly. “But I’m not gonna let her ruin my Friday night. Or yours, if you’ll play ball and make this easy for both of us.”

With slightly less fury, she handed me the piece of paper. Mrs. Lynn had printed it up on her own stationary, giving me ten boxes to sign and date for ten tutoring sessions. It looked pretty thorough, and I had to give it to Mrs. Lynn for putting this much thought in.

“So, you sign this paper right now in all the slots, we both smile for the camera, and I’ll be out of your hair and onto Addison Gonzalez’s crappy party while you do... whatever it is you do on a Friday night,” Kaitlyn said, forcing a smile.

I ran a hand through my hair as I thought. “Sounds... like a tempting offer.”

“Please, Ryan?” she said, trying to add some sympathy to a voice that clearly hadn’t been used for this kind of pleading in some time.

I had to admit, it was doing... something. Kaitlyn was my friend, once, and seeing that look in those big brown eyes of her, I felt something for her again that was more than just ogling her, and for the briefest moment, I was seriously tempted to do as she asked.

I didn’t, though.

Screwing up all the courage I had, I said, “No.”

That sympathetic softness in her eyes hardened quickly as anger overtook her face. “No?”

“No,” I repeated, straightening myself out.

“Why the fuck not?” Kaitlyn asked.

“Because I made a promise to Mrs. Lynn,” I explained. “Among others...”

“A promise? Really?” she continued, disbelieving. “You’re gonna make both of our lives harder all because you made a fucking promise? I wanted this to be easy! For both of us! This isn’t-“

“Fair?” I interrupted. “No, this is entirely fair. Cheating, like you’re trying to do, that’s not fair.”

“It’s not cheating,” Kaitlyn attempted to justify.

“Yeah, it is,” I said. “And I’m having no part in it.

She put her hands on her hips in annoyance. I didn’t know people did that in real life.

Grumbling, Kaitlyn threatened, “If you don’t... I’ll get my boyfriend to kick your ass.”

I grinned confidently, for once happy to have been paying attention to Regan Hills High School’s gossip pipeline.

“You don’t have a boyfriend,” I interjected, trying to sound much stronger than I felt. “And though I’m sure you can get some random guy to kick my ass, because I know you have a way with guys, that wouldn’t change my position. You honestly think I haven’t had my ass kicked before?”

Truth was, if she did get a guy to kick my ass, I probably would’ve done whatever she wanted me to, but I was hoping it wouldn’t go that far because I really, really didn’t like getting my ass kicked.

Thankfully, she didn’t call my bluff. I could see her working things out in her head, though, trying different approaches, debating which one might have the most effect, before she looked to me pleadingly. “Come on, Ryan. Please? I’ve got a lot of shit going on, and I can’t afford all the time being tutored. Please, is there any way you can just do this for me?”

Between cheerleading and hanging out with her friends, I was pretty sure she could’ve found some time for her education, but I didn’t get to say this, because she then jumped in and said, “I’ll... I’ll be nicer to you in school. I’ll get my friends to be nicer to you too... I can probably even get Kyle off your back. I know he’s been a problem for you, but I’m sure I can convince him to leave you alone...”

As bribes go, this one wasn’t bad. If she could hold to that promise, it could’ve made senior year one helluva lot easier. That was a pretty big if, however, and Kaitlyn’s reliability was easy to question when she was trying to weasel out of her tutoring. Even with all this, however, I was sorely tempted to take her up. She must’ve seen my indecision, because she started rocking back and forth on her feet in anticipation, just waiting for me to cave.

I could’ve caved... but I remembered my promises. To Mrs. Lynn. To Tori. If standing up to Kaitlyn Pruitt the cheer bitch wasn’t stepping outside of my comfort zone, what was?

Steeling myself, I said, “I’m sorry... but my answer is still no. Is tutoring really so bad that you gotta bribe your way out of it?”

“Oh, fuck, come one!” she said, throwing her hands up in the air and walking back to her backpack as she roughly jammed her tutoring sheet in it. In spite of her wrath, I was glad I held firm, glad that I saw through her act, but beginning to wonder if it wouldn’t just be easier to talk to Mrs. Lynn about what a problem Kaitlyn was and find another student I could tutor who I might actually be able to help.

I was about to tell Kaitlyn as much when she turned around with a different look on her face than I’d seen so far. There was still anger, but something more... determination. Whatever angle she was going to try this from now, she clearly needed to brace herself for.

I should have been bracing as well, because that was when she gave me an offer I’d never have seen coming.

Annoyed, Kaitlyn asked, “Fine, would you sign the form for a handjob?”

If it was impossible to pick my jaw off the floor, it was only because it hit with enough force to break through to the foundation.

“What?” I asked, still uncertain that I’d heard what I’d heard. What she’d said seemed so patently impossible that no matter how much I rolled it over in my mind, I still couldn’t believe it, but she’d said it, and she looked pretty fucking genuine about it, too. Irritated, but genuine.

And she knew she had me in a tricky position, for she soon cracked a slight smile, sauntering over to me with a hint of seductive sway in her step. “Look, I’ve seen you looking at me... you look at me like all the other boys do, and they all want the same thing. If you sign the form, right here, right now, I’ll give you a handjob. And I give fucking amazing handjobs... the best you’ll ever have.”

She may not have been the most enthusiastic at having to jerk off a nerd, but I didn’t question her sincerity.

What I did question was a whole lot about myself, because, well... this was absolute madness. I’d known that Kaitlyn would do whatever it took to get out of an honest day’s classwork, but I never knew she had this in her. Admittedly, I should’ve known, since she seemed to have a new guy every week. I knew she got around, and that sex didn’t seem to be too big a deal for her, but as a guy who had never had any, it seemed like a huge fucking deal. I knew I might never get a chance like this, let alone with someone as hot as Kaitlyn... but I’d be breaking my promise to Mrs. Lynn only a few hours after making it. Was I really that ready to set my morals aside for a handjob from one of the hottest girls in school?

Apparently, I was.

“Handjob first,” I said, trying to manage this negotiation. “Then I’ll sign the document.”

Kaitlyn shook her head. “How do I know you’re not gonna try to cheat me right after I’m done?”

“In all the years you’ve known me, have I ever done you wrong? Even when you did me wrong at every turn you could?” I proposed.

Disgruntled, but seeing my logic, Kaitlyn cocked an ache out of her neck and said, “Fine. Where do you wanna do this?”

“Can we go to my room?” I proposed, wanting to ensure privacy in case Dad came home unexpectedly, as he was known to do from time to time.

Nodding, Kaitlyn replied, “Whatever.”

She led the way to my room as if it hadn’t been years since she’d last been here. While she may have been utterly disinterested, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her as she walked ahead of me, running my eyes over her shapely legs, her swaying ass, her tight body... fuck. I had to do everything in my power to convince myself that this was actually happening, up to and including pinching myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Rationally, I knew I wasn’t, but, still, it was so fucking surreal I had to be sure. My swelling cock reminded me readily that it was real, and I was ready to follow its instructions.

Kaitlyn strolled into my bedroom, trying not to let her eyes visibly judge all of my nerdy paraphernalia and failing. I mean, yeah, she probably wasn’t used to guys’ bedrooms with this many movie and game posters, shelves full of books, graphic novels and trade paperbacks and all sorts of collectible figures... but right now, I could hardly care about that. While she was nodding as if this was exactly what she expected, I was quivering with the anticipation of what came next.

I closed the door behind us and turned to Kaitlyn, doing everything I could to keep my heart from jumping into my throat. Talking had to help, right?

“So, uh, do I take my pants off here, or should I be sitting on the bed first, and if that’s a yes, which side do you want me to sit on?” I asked nervously, speaking far too fast for my own good.

Kaitlyn eyed me, more than a little skeptical. “Christ, I’ve never seen you this scared before, and I’ve seen you pretty freaked out. Are you alright?”

“Is that concern I hear?” I asked, hoping sarcasm might shield me slightly.

“Yeah. For me. I don’t want you having a heart attack the moment I touch your dick,” she replied, though through her bitterness, I could sense some actual concern for me as well. Which, under the circumstances, was nicer than I had reason to expect from Kaitlyn.

She looked me up and down again, before a look of recognition crossed her face, and she gave another quick half-nod. “Oh... so... correct me if I’m wrong, but, you’re a virgin, right?”

Somehow, having that out in the open did make it easier to reply. “Is it that obvious?”

Sitting down on my bed, Kaitlyn replied, “Yeah, it’s pretty fucking obvious, actually. I mean, the room’s a good clue, too, but, whatever. Just sit over here, unzip your pants, and let’s get this over with. At least it should be pretty quick...”

She patted the bed to the right of her, before looking around quickly and grabbing the box of tissues from my desk.

Kaitlyn was sitting on my bed, but for how hard my heart was pounding, she might as well have been on the moon. This was happening... this was really fucking happening. I mean, I knew it was only a handjob, but for a guy who’d never had a girl see his penis, let alone touch it before, it felt like an insane and pretty momentous fucking occasion. So, even though I was quivering intensely, I managed to sit beside her, managing to undo my belt with shaky hands.

“Seriously, Ryan, it’s not that big a fucking deal, it’s just a handjob...” Kaitlyn said, looking skeptically down at the front of my pants.

“For you, maybe... I’ve never had one before, so it actually is a big fucking deal, thankyouverymuch,” I replied, my sarcasm not having a lot of strength through the shakiness of my voice.

I finally had the front of my pants open, the only thing covering my now rock-hard cock being the thin, stretchy fabric of my briefs, about as nervous as I’d ever been in life. I’d never been naked around a girl before, and didn’t know how she’d react when she finally saw, well, me.

Finally losing patience, Kaitlyn tugged urgently at the elastic of my underwear, trying to pull it down over my cock. “We’ll make this quick, you’ll have your fun, I’ll get my signature, and before you know it, I’m off to Addison’s- JESUS CHRIST!”

Now, remember earlier when I said that I had one little thing that would likely set me apart if anybody knew about it? Yeah... I was talking about my cock. While I may have been a pretty unexceptional guy in most every way by this point in my life, I was aware that my cock was pretty impressive. At ten inches long when erect and (if I’m going to get truly cliched here) seemingly about as thick as a soda can, I knew that I was bigger than most guys, on average, and that I had a lot to be proud of in that department. Of course, having a gifted cock like this, and actually being able to do anything with it, were two completely different things; it wasn’t like having this was some magic key to getting a girl to actually want me to whip it out, right? No, I understood well that I had a big dick, but that that wouldn’t matter until the unlikely event that a girl actually got to seeing it.

And now, here I was, with every inch pointing up at Kaitlyn Pruitt, harder than I’d ever been and pulsing with lust, a bead of precum already forming on the tip.

At this revelation, Kaitlyn’s demeanor changed significantly. The harshness of her posture softened, as did her face, with her eyes suddenly wide with pleasant surprise, and a genuine smile forming at the edges of her shocked mouth.

Was she blushing a little? I didn’t know Kaitlyn was capable of blushing.

She fought through her clear lack of words while being thoroughly unable to tear her eyes away from my cock. “I, uh... wow. Fuck, that’s... wow. I mean... wow. Is this? Is this real? How can this be real? I’ve seen some big cocks before, but this... this is a monster. This is a fucking beast! I bet you’re one hell of a pussy pleaser... but you’ve never had sex before, right. Wait a second, how the fuck have you never had sex before?”

Compared to the number of times kids at school had tried trolling me by telling me I’d never have sex, this was a marked improvement, and I’d be lying if I said her attention didn’t fill me with some stupid masculine pride.

“Because I’d have to get a date first,” I said.

Still awestruck, Kaitlyn replied without thinking, “You don’t need to go on a date to have sex.”

“No, but it helps to get to this step,” I said, before quickly adding, “especially if you look like me instead of you.”

“Huh,” she said, nodding softly. “I guess that makes some sense.”

With a surprisingly tentative hand, Kaitlyn reached out and grasped the head of my cock, rubbing it back and forth and smearing the precum around. I gasped in surprise at the initial contact, then moaned quite appreciatively as she continued giving me this lavish attention. It twitched in her hand as pleasure overwhelmed me, flooding my body and threatening to overpower me while Kaitlyn took charge.

As someone who’d never had someone else touch his cock before this point, I had to say, actually having it happen was pretty fucking great.

“Fuck, I can’t even get my hand all the way around it,” she said, slowly jacking it up and down, taking agonizingly long to get from the head to the base, while her other hand experimentally cupped my balls. “Jesus, even these are huge. I can’t even believe... wow!”

“Believe what?” I asked. For a simple question, I could barely get it out as she’d started to pick up her pace, wrapping both her hands around my cockhead and using them to jack me.

Goggling at me with some surprise, Kaitlyn answered, “That this cock has gone completely untouched!“

“Not completely,” I said, cocking my head toward the box of tissues.

Kaitlyn shook her head, dismissing that answer. “Well, I can’t believe that I’ve never seen it. I mean, I like to think I’m a pretty accomplished slut...”

She said this last word with such a distinct and overwhelming sense of pride that it took me off guard, but I couldn’t say anything for how blinded by pleasure I was by her handjob.

Kaitlyn continued, “...and I fucking love a nice, big cock... over time, I like to think that I’ve developed, like, a sixth sense for finding big dicks, and it hasn’t done me wrong so far, but if I missed you... fuck, I’ve still got a lot to learn. I... I don’t think I’ve ever seen a cock this big before.”

The way she said this, she almost sounded timid, to a point where she had to stroke me harder in the hopes that I might not notice her vulnerability. She did a good job at this, honestly, since I was in heaven as she used her “accomplished slut” skills to jack off better than I’d ever done on my own before. She twisted her hands delicately, applying just the right amount of pressure as she rapidly stroked me. If she’d kept this up, I might’ve just come then and there at having one of the school’s hottest and bitchiest cheerleaders jerking me off, if she hadn’t kept talking.

“You know you could get all the girls you wanted just waving this around at school, right? I mean, not literally, if you don’t want to get cuffed by security and dragged off to the principal’s office, but... well, Regan Hills High is pretty much fucking slut central. You could have cleaned up by now,” Kaitlyn continued.

I’d have had to have been blind to not notice that Regan Hills High, and, well, Regan Hills in general, was populated by an improbable number of beautiful and impressively equipped people, but when getting someone to fuck around with might have been simple for someone who looked like Kaitlyn, it was a little more difficult for me.

“It’s... not... that... easy...” I croaked.

“Okay, fine... maybe you’d have some problems... I get that, I’ve never been anything less than gorgeous, maybe in your shoes, it’s got its challenges...” Kaitlyn admitted, unable to take her eyes from my cock as she ensured I was thoroughly slick with precum. “But you could... make some small changes, and some more big changes, and you could make this work for you. Get you some confidence, push you outside of your comfort zone, we could have girls throwing themselves at you.”

Unable to stop myself, I laughed.

She looked at me, surprised and annoyed. “Guys don’t usually laugh at my handjobs.”

“It’s not that... please... don’t stop...” I groaned, happy when she kept going. “...it’s just that Tori told me I needed to step outside my comfort zone, and I did that... and now I’m here... she thought this would get me laid... I just didn’t think things would happen this quickly.”

“Well, you haven’t gotten laid yet,” Kaitlyn replied, though she didn’t look completely opposed to the idea, either. “But I’d say you got a smart fucking friend there.”

“She can be one of the best, sometimes,” I replied, gently thrusting against her hands.

My cock was throbbing and positively covered in precum. I was riding on a high of building pleasure, but knew that I didn’t have much longer before I’d burst.

Kaitlyn, licking her lips, seemed to sense this and appeared to have other plans.

“Fuck it, this isn’t gonna work out,” she said, quickly taking her hands from my cock, pulling a hair tie from her pocket and tying her hair back in a quick and loose ponytail.

Suddenly shocked at the lack of touch, I groaned with need, “What?”

Kaitlyn smiled at me, about as pretty a look as I’d ever seen on her normally bitchy face. “Yeah, a handjob’s not gonna be enough for me. I need this monster in my mouth right fucking now!”

Before I could even process what was happening, she leaned down and sucked my cockhead between those beautiful, soft lips of hers. I might’ve yelped with surprise, but she didn’t let on that she cared, looking up into my eyes as her mouth stretched obscenely around the head. Teasingly, Kaitlyn teased her tongue over it, slurping and licking precum and absolutely driving me wild as she sucked my cock with those obscenely stretched lips of hers.

I could have lost it even if this was all she did, but then with a great look of determination in her eyes, she began to descend, taking nearly half of my length into her mouth with one go. It felt like absolute insanity, watching as my enormous cock disappeared into her full lips, but I had no idea of what Kaitlyn was capable of. Slowly, she began bobbing up and down, taking a little more in her mouth a little at a time. My cock disappeared into her mouth, and when there was no more room, she took me down her throat.

“Holy... holy fuck... holy shit...” I groaned, watching as more of my cock disappeared down her throat.

Dear god, it felt impossible, but she kept going. More and more of my cock disappeared into her mouth, and I was floating on another plane of existence. I’d always wanted a blowjob, but I never knew they could feel so fucking good... fuck, it felt amazing. It was only this disbelief, I think, that kept me from cumming then and there with how good it felt.

Then, with one last, determined push, she took the last inches in, with her nose now buried in my pubic hair as she had sucked every inch of my cock down her throat. Kaitlyn held it like this for a brief, triumphant moment, her watery eyes looking up at me with a great sense of determination, before she pulled back all the way to the head, then inhaled my cock once more, as she began to properly blow me.

If I’d thought that her handjob skills were excellent, they had nothing on her blowjobs. Kaitlyn was a fucking blowjob artist, sliding up and down my shaft with a practiced grace, swirling her tongue around the head every time she reached the top in a way that I thought might have me blowing my top at any moment.

On one of the occasions where she came up for air, her face was a mask of pure obscenity. Tears streaked her makeup down her cheeks, while thick strands of saliva and precum connected her perfect cocksucking lips to my cockhead. She looked up at me with this raw, animalistic hunger, as if she were claiming her territory from all who might oppose her, and that territory might just be my cock. She couldn’t have looked more beautiful than she did in that moment, and if I’d been bold enough, I might have kissed her then.

She inhaled my cock
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