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Chapter One

Ridgeview Academy was a private school for young men and women alike, most of the attendees coming from wealthy backgrounds.  Their parents expected the school to go above and beyond in providing their children educational opportunities less fortunate schools could not.  As a rule, the students were bright and ambitious.  Of course, their advantages also bred in some a sense of entitlement, of lack of consequence.

Jack Nelson did not consider himself a bad kid, and, at first glance, his grades reflected that.  He got As in almost every class, and even in his poorest subjects, anything less than a B was unheard of.  And it was effortless for him.  As a senior, he still found it strange that his report cards went home to his parents, where there would always be a lecture when his stellar grades were matched in the “effort” column by Ds and Fs.  As far as he was concerned, that should have read as impressive.  It bespoke natural talent.

He was popular, too, amongst classmates of both sexes, and begrudgingly, even among some teachers.  They’d never admit they found him charming, using words like cocky and brash, instead.  But he’d been blessed with good looks, was well-spoken, and if “cockiness” was applicable, well, it was only because it was merited.  He had a bright future ahead of him.

But it was these very qualities that so often landed him in trouble.  When you knew more than your teachers, it was boring to pay attention in class.  And when you were an attractive eighteen year old with matching hormones, there were greater distractions.  He was charming, and he was a flirt.  Most of his classmates didn’t mind.  Most of the girls, frankly, hoped that flirtation would turn in their direction.  But...  well, there was the new assistant teacher.  At 24, she wasn’t much older than most of the students.  And she was gorgeous, so was it any wonder when Jack’s instincts kicked in?

Ms. Wells had long and unruly red hair that tumbled down to the middle of her back.  Her frame was slight, her features delicate.  She wore black, horn rimmed glasses that only highlighted her long lashes and the green of her eyes.  And unlike the students, she wasn’t confined to a school uniform, opting most often for tight fitting white blouses, and a black leather skirt.  She was shorter than many of the students, at only 5’ 4”, but compensated, more often than not, with heels.  If her stride and stance, the stern hold of her mouth, spoke of discipline, it was only because she needed an extra layer of protection from the privileged boys of the school.  Aside from her attire, she could have passed for a particularly attractive student, herself.

On this particular Tuesday, the air was charged with more tension than normal.  The school year was heading to an end, and, for the impending graduates, at least, each of their classes were culminating in special demonstrations.  This carried particular expectation for the school’s sexual education classes, where the students had needed signed permission slips to allow them to participate in classes using live models.  The boys and girls were to be segregated and hired models brought in to properly illustrate anatomy.  Most of the girls feigned modesty and embarrassment at the prospect, while the boys went the opposite route, alluding to sexual experiences that most of them lacked, promising they didn’t need any such education...  not that any of them, boy or girl, wanted to miss out. 

So it was in this environ of palpable sexual tension that Jack raised his hand and proposed to Ms. Wells, “Have you considered volunteering as one of the models?”

Wide eyes, filled with shock and admiration at his boldness, turned to Jack from his fellow students, and Ms. Wells halted her explanation of that afternoon’s activities, flicking her own gaze to the class’s regular teacher, Mrs. Rose.  But Mrs. Rose was talking quietly on the phone at her desk, and dealing with such outbreaks was part of what Ms. Wells was supposed to be training for, anyway, so Mrs. Rose merely raised her eyebrows and waited for the response.

“That’s quite enough, Jack,” Ms. Wells said, and tried to resume her instruction.

But Jack wasn’t done.  “I’m just saying, I’m sure the general grade point average of the class would sky-rocket, if they had someone of your...  qualifications...  to learn from.”

“I said enough!”

“And if you’re looking to do some one-on-one tutoring, I know I’d readily submit to a private examination.”   

“Jack!”  Her face was flushed, her anger palpable.  All eyes were on her now, waiting for what punishment might be meted.  But Ms. Wells looked flustered.  She had gone to a different school, but she hadn’t been long graduated herself, and she felt like a school girl again, dealing with an unruly classmate, rather than a student.  Perhaps that’s why she bit back with, “Maybe you’d like to volunteer?”

“Excuse me?”

“Stand up,” she ordered, and though a cocksure smile never left his lips, he did as instructed.

“Come to the front of the class.  Perhaps you’re confident enough to give them all this private examination of your own body, if you’re so-”

But Mrs. Rose interrupted.  “Ms. Wells,” she said, and subtly shook her head, one hand covering the phone’s mouth piece. 

Ms. Wells dropped her gaze, trying to reign in her anger.  The class gaze shifted collectively instead to Mrs. Rose, who was regarding Jack sternly and speculatively.  At long last, she tore her gaze away, said into the phone, “I may have a solution.”  She hung up and called Ms. Wells to her, spoke privately.  A titter arose amongst Jack’s classmates, who assumed the young teaching assistant was in trouble.  At the end of it, seemingly in confirmation, Ms. Wells silently left the room.

Jack had not yet been told to sit.  He waited for his actual teacher to command it and resume the class.  But she surprised him when she said, “Jack, you will be sent home for the day.  Report to the principal’s office immediately.”

“Mrs. Rose, I was-” he started, but she cut him off.

“Now, Jack.  Your parents will already be notified of your shameful behaviour.  Unless you want a week’s suspension, I suggest you not speak another word!”

Sent home for the day?  On the most anticipated afternoon of the year?  He thought about further protesting, but discipline at Ridgeview was swift and thorough.  He knew Mrs. Rose would follow through on the threat.  Instead, he hung his head and headed for the door while several of his male classmates shook their heads sorrowfully.

“Tough break, man,” one of them offered.

“I’ll draw you a picture of what you missed,” another promised.


Chapter Two

When he arrived in the reception area outside the principal’s office he was told to wait in one of the chairs by the door.  He didn’t have to wait long, though.  Seven minutes after he’d sat, Ms. Wells emerged from the office.  If she’d been disciplined for her unorthodox attempt at punishment, it didn’t show on her face.  Far from it.  She threw him a spiteful, somehow victorious look as she passed.  I got you, that gaze said.  Then she was gone in a breeze of strawberry scented perfume.

He stared after her until he heard his name intoned and his head spun to see the principal frowning at him from within the door to her office.

Ridgeview Academy was a secular school, but it hadn’t always been.  For the first forty five years of its existence the school had been Catholic, and it was only seven years ago, when finances forced the Academy to reach to a wider clientèle, that they’d abandoned that.  Some of the remaining staff pre-dated the change, though, and none more obviously than the principal, Sister Cantrell.  At sixty five years of age, Sister Cantrell had spent the entirety of her teaching career at the Academy.  And while religion was no longer taught at the school, she still wore her nun’s habit.  Jack was unclear as to whether she remained a member of the clergy, or if she’d had to abandon that to retain her position at the Academy, but she maintained the effect either way. 

She crooked a finger at him now, stepped back to allow him entry to her office.  She gestured, and he sat in the chair before her desk as she rounded it, easing her old form into her own chair.  She clasped her hands, leaned forward to rest her chin atop and regarded him silently for a long moment.  Finally she asked, “Why do I see you in here so often, Jack?”

Jack shrugged.  “I’m sure it’s not that often.”

“This is the sixth time this year.  And you might be interested to know that you have been my single most frequent guest for the duration of your tenure at this school.”

“Is there an award for that?”
She frowned at him, shook her head, then smiled sadly.  “You’re a good looking kid,” she told him.  “People like you.  And believe it or not, that presents a problem for me.  I have to wonder how much more frequently you would be sent here, if you weren’t so well liked.  Nobody likes to tattle on someone they admire.”

“Thank you...?”

“I wonder, what have you gotten away with through the years?”

He considered not answering that, couldn’t hold back, said, “I mean, if you guys hadn’t uninstalled the confessionals...”

Her smile broadened, and she leaned back in her chair.  “You’re quick-witted,” she told him.  “You’re bright, and you’re funny.  I admire you.  Always have.  You’ve charmed me, too.”

He could have answered that with something quippy, but he sensed the “but” coming and thought it prudent to hold his tongue.

The but was actually an, “However,” followed by, “your very likeability has made you cocky.  You could just about get away with murder around here, and I think you know it.  I think you need to be humbled.  And your parents agree with me.”

“You’ve spoken to them?”

“I have.  And they’ve left your punishment in my hands.  I, however, will leave it in yours.”

“Mrs. Rose said I was to be sent home for the day.”

“That is a possibility.  In fact, I could send you home for considerably longer.  I think a lengthy suspension is long overdue.”

He frowned at this.  His parents were already going to be furious just at the phone call.  A week’s suspension, if not, God forbid, longer, would be pretty much a death knell in his home.  But he focused on the word “possibility.”  That implied alternative, and she had said she’d leave the punishment in his hands.  So he prompted her with, “Or?”

She took a long moment before answering, picking up a pen, toying with it, trying to choose her words carefully.  Finally: “We’ve had a cancellation.  The male model who was supposed to be serving as demonstration aid for your sex education class.  A flu, it seems.”

Oh, he didn’t like where this was going.  “Alright...”

“You could take his place.”

His face flushed, and he started to stammer something, not even knowing what words he was fishing for, but she held up a hand to stop him.

“Before you decline, let me just tell you that the lewder rumours you may have heard about this class are inaccurate.  Every effort is taken to ensure the model’s anonymity.  In fact, only the required portions of your anatomy would be displayed at all.”

“The required portions being...?”

“It’s a sex education class, Jack, you do the math.  The flip side, if you could focus on it, is that your classmates would have no inkling that it’s you.”

“What does that mean?”

“There is a...  confinement.  A box, although that word sounds starker and less comfortable than it is.  Your legs, your upper body and your face would be completely concealed.”

“Yeah, but-” he started, but didn’t finish.  He didn’t even know where to begin with his objections to this proposal.

“And let me remind you,” she went on, her voice plaintive, “that the class is already expecting an outside model.  And as far as any of them know, you’ve been sent home.  Your absence would be unremarkable, and the presence of an outside, hired model expected.”

Jack shook his head.  It was in part disbelief that this austere woman, this literal servant of God was suggesting he voluntarily expose his naked form to the scrutiny of his classmates.  His female classmates, he reminded himself, because the class was to be separated and presented only with the opposite sex.  They already knew what their own bodies were like, after all.  The other part of it was that this proposition felt more or less like extortion.  He asked, “Otherwise a week’s suspension?”

Her eyes narrowed and she appraised him, perhaps trying to ascertain his breaking point, at which his fear of parental discipline would outweigh his shame.  She said, “Let’s make it a month.  You have a lot to make up for.”

His mouth dropped open and he shook his head again.  A month would carry them almost to the end of the school year.  A month might even put his graduation in jeopardy.  And Sister Cantrell knew it.  She was offering him a choice in name only.  He said, “You’ll know it’s me.”

“I will never be in the class room,” she countered.

“Mrs. Rose will know.  Ms. Wells will know.”
“Yes, they will.”  She cocked an eyebrow at him.  She had him and she knew it.  “But they will maintain your confidence.” 

His mind was scrambling, trying to find a way out.  But there was none.  Amazingly, what this wicked nun was proposing was the lesser of two evils.  Of course, that was only because she had manufactured the second evil to ensure it was so.  He finally said, bitterly, “Show me this box you’re talking about.”


Chapter Three

She took him to an otherwise unremarkable supply room.  Otherwise unremarkable, because amidst the rest of the clutter, the stacked shelves of paper products and textbooks, some broken gym equipment, his eyes immediately swivelled to two, oblong, side by side boxes.  They were upright, on wheeled platforms, appearing uncomfortably like coffins with a more contoured, humanoid shape. 

“Are you claustrophobic?” she asked.

He should have answered no, but he responded on instinct with the truth and she guided him closer.

The two boxes were of different sizes, one clearly too short for him to fit into, the other of approximately his height.  He wondered how his fortunes might have changed if he’d only been taller.  He was just unlucky enough to fit the latter more or less perfectly.

She approached the taller of the two, released a latch on the front, another on the back, and actually pulled the center section away, revealing a padded wooden internal frame with empty air to the front and back.  That section was right around where his groin would be, and while it was exactly what he’d expected, he felt himself flush to realize precisely what portion of his body would be on display.  If he was in there, properly attired (or unattired, more to the point), his genitals and backside would be fully exposed, while everything from his mid thighs down, and his navel upwards would be concealed.  And confined.

She set the removed section aside, released two more latches and swivelled open the top and bottom halves.  The interior was plush and cushioned.  There were slats at the top to ensure air flow, even when the structure was fully sealed, and it would hardly be a problem with the mid -section removed.  Even claustrophobia seemed to have been accounted for, because while things tapered from the stomach down, restricting mobility, the upper half was gracefully extended, giving any occupant plenty of head room, with nearly two feet of open air in front of the face, where the light from above would make it clear that they weren’t entombed.  It wouldn’t be dark within, although all he’d see would be the illuminated interior.

“What would I have to do?” Jack asked.

“Nothing, and I mean that literally.  You will be brought into the class, the center section will be removed, you will stand silently.  If you feel the need to speak, nothing will prevent you, but as I assume you don’t want to risk being identified by voice, I would advise against it.  You could nap, if you so wanted.”

Right.  Not much chance of that.

“What if something goes wrong?” Jack demanded.

“What could go wrong?  This is an annual portion of the curriculum.  You are hardly being put into danger.”

“I don’t know.  What if I get cold?”

“I’m told it’s quite warm in there,” she reassured him, “but if you wish to wear a sweater or a hoodie, you may do so.  Just nothing on the lower half.  For obvious reasons.”

He stepped up to the device, touched the velvety padding, inspected the openings above.  It didn’t look uncomfortable.  Well, not in terms of its shape or design, anyway.

“Do you have any other questions?” she asked.

“When and where is this happening?”  He knew the when, come to think of it.  2 PM.  He’d been excited about it all day.  But he didn’t know the whereabouts of either class that was to be used. 

“Final period.  2 o’clock, in room 114.  But you will be required here at 1:30 to get ready.”  She waited for any other questions, and when he didn’t offer any she asked, “Do you consent to this?”

Jack’s heart was racing, and he knew that this was his last opportunity to back out.  But his situation hadn’t changed, and at least he knew now that Sister Cantrell was right - his identity would be safely concealed.  He nodded, and she smiled and licked at her lips. 

They returned to the office where she had him sign what was probably the same form they gave to their models, expressly providing his consent for all portions of the examination.  That completed, she said, “Very well.  1:30.  You might want to leave campus until then to preserve the illusion of your suspension.”

“Can I get my things first?” he asked.

“Of course,” she told him.

The halls were empty as Jack walked toward his locker.  Ridgeview Academy was a disciplined place.  Loitering in the corridors was not permitted. 

He paused as he passed room 114.

He knew why this room had been chosen.  Unlike many of the classrooms, the door lacked a window into the hallway, making it ideal for the afternoon’s planned activities.  He heard nothing from within there now and, curiosity getting the better of him, he knocked lightly, then cracked the door to get a look at the place of his imminent subjugation.

The lights were out, the class empty.  The drapes at the windows had already been drawn.

Like most of the class rooms, this one had a number of desks and chairs for students, a desk for the teacher across the way.  Many of the desks had been pushed aside.  However, the remainder, along with their chairs, had been drawn into a semi-circle toward the front of the class.

The better to see, he realized, and he walked to stand before those desks now, recognizing that in just a couple of hours he would be back here, confined in his padded box, genitals exposed to the girls with which he’d gone through the last many years of school.  The girls he’d grown up with.  He wished he’d been able to control his mouth earlier in the day.  He wouldn’t be in this predicament now.  But hindsight (a word that took on extra meaning as he considered what lay ahead) was 20/20, wasn’t it?

He took a seat in one of those desks.  There wasn’t a lot of space between the desk and the blackboard, and he realized just how close-up a view his classmates were going to have.  He wondered if the same was true for the male half of the class, thought again of just what he was missing out on.  While they were getting what would be, for most of them, their first up close and personal view of a naked woman, he’d be looking at the inside of a box.

On the opposite wall from that which the teacher’s desk occupied, there was a tall, wooden arrangement of shelves and cubby holes.  Most of it was as cluttered as the store room had been.  And as he sat there regarding it, an idea began to form.  He couldn’t get out of this situation, wouldn’t be able to attend the class he wanted to attend.  But maybe there was a way he could at least get himself something more interesting to look at than the inside of a box.


Chapter Four

Ridgeview Academy occupied a plot of twelve acres, though most of it was given over to walking trails and scrubland.  Jack spent the next hour out there, not risking being spotted on campus, which would only have invited questions from his peers.  As 1:30 approached, he snuck in a side door and made sure to use the washroom.  The last thing he needed was for that particular need to become an issue while he was confined.  His nerves were keyed up so high, though, that five minutes after he’d gone, he felt the need return.  He recognized it for what it was and tried to ignore it.

The store room door was slightly ajar when he arrived, and he stepped inside expecting to find Sister Cantrell waiting.  It wasn’t her, though, but a young woman he didn’t recognize.  She wasn’t dressed in the school uniform, so he guessed she wasn’t a student.  She had brown hair that came just to the shoulders of her denim jacket.  She was as short as Ms. Wells.

The woman looked up as he entered, evidently expecting someone else, based on the slight bewilderment on her face.  When she recognized that under the hoodie he’d donned was the standard school uniform, she frowned slightly.

“You’re not supposed to be in here,” she told him.

“I am.  I was told by Sister Cantrell to come here and wait.”

“No, this area is off limits to all but the models.  And you’re not-”

He blushed and dropped his gaze, and she hesitated, said, “You’re not.  Are you?”

“Well...”

“What happened to Cameron?”

He didn’t know who that was.  When he shrugged, she said, “The other model.”

“Sick.”

“Ah.  So they asked a student...?”

He hadn’t yet lifted his gaze, just said, “Look, I was told this would be anonymous.”

“Oh!  It is.  I’m sorry.  Not even going to ask your name.  Just surprised, that’s all.  Cameron and I have been who they brought in for the last three years.”

He let his gaze slowly lift, was relieved to see her smiling shyly at him.  She didn’t hold his gaze long, though, perhaps respecting his request for anonymity.  And after her eyes had dropped it occurred to him that this was the woman who was to occupy the other box.  This was the woman he would have been seeing naked, had he just kept his stupid mouth shut.  She was cute, too.  Even through his fear he felt envy at his fellow classmates.

When the silence had spun on for a while he asked her the only question that was pounding through his brain:  “Is it scary?”

“Scary?  No!  No, it’s not scary.  There’s nothing to it, so don’t worry.  Easiest three hundred bucks you’ll ever make.”

Jack doubted he was being paid, but didn’t mention it.

“You just stand there, they give a boring lecture, a few students get called forward for...  I dunno, inspections, like-”

“Inspections?”

“Yeah, you know, or the like.  Actually, I don’t know for sure what it’s like on Cameron’s end, but he’s never complained, so I imagine it’s what it’s like for me.  Truth be told, I usually enjoy it.  Just relax.  You’ll be fine.”

He might have followed up for clarification on the whole “inspections” deal, but just then Sister Cantrell entered, shutting the door behind her.  She nodded to both of them, said, “We’re all here.  Good.  Is everyone ready?”

The girl nodded, Jack didn’t, but he didn’t object either, so the sister took it in stride, turned her attention on him.  “Very good.  If you could please disrobe.”

“Me first?”

“Somebody has to go first.”

He thought about arguing, but didn’t want to risk Sister Cantrell accidentally saying his name.  He didn’t know the other young model, and it was bad enough that, unless she maintained perfect professionalism, a rumour might yet spread about a student participating.  He didn’t need his name being attached to the whole thing, too.

He stepped toward his box, began untying his shoes, said, “Could you please turn your back?”

The nun rolled her eyes, muttered, “Oh, honestly,” but the young woman had already done so out of professional courtesy.  When they’d both looked away, he hurried through the process; shoes, socks, pants and, after a moment’s long and trembling hesitation during which every instinct inside him screamed not to, his underwear.  He was now naked on his lower half, a few feet from the turned backs of an attractive female he’d just met, and a nun.

The box was slightly ajar, its mid-section already back in place.  He climbed inside, still wearing his hoodie.  He wasn’t worried about the cold.  He had kept it on to conceal a secret.

Once inside the box, before either of the women could turn back around, he withdrew, from beneath the hoodie, his I-Pad.  He reached forward, into the concave face of the box, and placed the I-Pad opposite himself, pulling at the edges of the foam padding to ensure it stayed in place.  When it was secure, he tapped the screen, bringing it to life.  It was 86% charged and, knowing he’d have no way to manipulate it once he was sealed inside, he’d turned off the power save function.  Unless he commanded it to, the tablet would remain on until its battery had run dry.

What he saw on the screen now was the same thing he’d seen before he’d left the school: a grainy image of the darkened room 114.  He’d hidden his cell phone up in the cubbys of the room, angled to look down on the class, the hemisphere of desks, the teacher’s desk opposite, and the space he’d soon occupy.  He was nervous as hell about what was soon to happen.  Having a vantage on the room, instead of being trapped blind in the box, would at least give him an illusion of control.

He fit his hands in to the space designed for them, pulled the front as close as he could before finally saying, “Okay.”

He heard Sister Cantrell turn in place, heard her shuffle toward the box.  She stopped short of any place where she might have an inadvertent vantage inside.  She said, “I’m going to close and seal it now.  Are you okay?”

He grunted an affirmation and the wooden box closed the rest of the way.  He felt a moment of panic when he heard the latches being closed and realized just how immobilized he was.  The base of the box contained a small triangular partition, ensuring his legs would stay slightly parted, and he no longer had the wherewithal to move them more than half an inch.  His arms were similarly confined to the part of the box designed for them.  He had a range of motion in his upper body, though his waist was held in place, so it was minimal.  The only real freedom he had was to turn his head, or bend at the neck.

Perhaps panic was the norm, though, because Sister Cantrell immediately checked in again.  “Still okay?”

He wasn’t, not really, but he didn’t want to display his fear in front of the pretty, young model, so he grunted “Uh-huh” again.  At least he could see.  The lights were dim in the store room, but enough filtered in the overhead slats to remind him that he wasn’t fully trapped, and the dim glow from his room 114 camera feed provided a little extra illumination.

The woman disrobed next, though Jack couldn’t see it.  He heard her clothes come off, felt another pang of envy for his male classmates.  If this entire ordeal was meant to teach him a lesson, well, mission accomplished.  He was already sorry, and he hadn’t even gotten to the worst of things yet.

He heard the woman and Sister Cantrell exchange a few words, heard the other box being closed and sealed.  Then the sister said, “I’ll be back momentarily.”  And he heard the store room door open but not close.  He doubted she had gone far, as it had to be an epic fire safety violation to leave them unattended, constrained as they were.

In her absence, the female model called to him, voice muffled from its confines, “Still nervous?”

He answered her truthfully.  “Yep.”

“It’s comfortable, though, isn’t it?”

He hadn’t really dwelt on it, but now that she’d called his attention, he realized it was.  Yes he was constrained, but his breathing was in no way impinged, and the padding was soft.  Had he been fully reclined and left alone, maybe a nap could even have been achieved. 

While he was ruminating on this, she reminded him, “Nothing bad is going to happen.  And they have no idea who you are.  So the best thing you can do is relax.  I know I’m not the only one who enjoys this.  Cameron’s told me more than once that he’s enjoyed the experience, too.  Be like Cameron.”

Be like Cameron.  Relax.  He didn’t know who Cameron was, but he was Cameron for all his classmates knew.  He concentrated on the model’s instructions, had managed to get his trembling a little under control before...  shit. 

The lights went on in Room 114.  The graininess instantly dissipated, and the view on his I-Pad was crisp and clear.  He saw Ms. Wells enter the class, followed by his actual teacher, Mrs. Rose, twice her age.  The door was shut behind them and he saw them talking, though he couldn’t hear what was being said.  He’d had to mute the I-Pad for fear it would be overheard without, and give away his little secret.  He did see Ms. Wells cross to the thermostat on the wall and adjust it.  He didn’t know what that was about, but she was grinning in a way he didn’t really like.

No matter, Sister Cantrell was back.  And she was no longer alone, by the sound of things, which made sense, as both Jack and his box mate had to be wheeled simultaneously to two different locations.

“Okay!” Sister Cantrell called.  “Everyone ready?”
The female model’s voice, chipper, excited, came straight away, “Yes!”

This time Jack forced himself to say it, too.  “Yes.”

Then their boxes were moving, and the only sound was the footfalls of their escorts, and the thrum of the dolly wheels over the school hall tiles.


Chapter Five

Down the hall they went, each fluorescent light they passed beneath painting the interior of Jack’s box with a quick moving pattern of alternating stripes. 

They hadn’t gone far when he saw Ms. Wells, on his camera feed, once more open the class room door, and moments after that, his female classmates begin trickling in to 114.  They were all dressed identically - white blouses and gray knee length kilts - a holdover from the school’s Catholic ancestry.  But he recognized every one of them with ease.  There was Cathy, whom he’d known since grade school, a girl he had once caught frogs with.  There was Joy-Ann, the lovely brunette with whom he’d gone on only a single date before her father, more than a little controlling, had frightened him off.  There was Susie, mortally shy, frightfully polite, highest grades in the class but afraid to let anyone get close.  And there was Pria, a girl he and most of his fellow classmates had a crush on, her gorgeous black hair plaited, her caramel skin glowing.  He wasn’t close to every girl in the class, but he knew all of them, had known most for at least four years, some for as many thirteen.  It seemed suddenly impossible to him that they shouldn’t recognize him, even with his face and torso concealed.  He was seized with a sudden great panic, almost cried out for the sister to stop, but he knew it was just nerves, knew the female model was right, that the box would protect their identity.  But his trembling had set in in earnest again, and his breath was coming rapid enough that he was surprised he wasn’t overheard, even over the rattle of the rolling box.  He looked down, could just make out the strip of exposed skin at his waist, before the tapering cushion cut off his line of sight to himself.  Jesus, the girls in the class would have a better view of him than he would.

The box began to slow, and though he couldn’t see himself on the camera feed, he knew that they were drawing near their destination. His container came to a stop, though he heard the other box continue on along the corridor and wondered what her destination was.  By the sounds of things, not far, perhaps just the next room along the corridor, because the roll of the other box’s wheels soon petered out, as well.

Sister Cantrell addressed him one last time, her voice little more than a whisper.  “Last chance,” she said, and he wondered why she was goading him.  What would she do if he did suddenly chicken out?  Maybe she simply knew he wouldn’t.

He forced the tremble from his voice, tried to adopt his usual cocksure sound and said, quietly, “I’m getting my three hundred bucks for this, right?”

She chuckled, responding, “You’re being punished, Jack.  Bad boys don’t get an allowance.”

Then the box was moving again.

He heard the nervous and excited titter of the girls as the box entered the room, heard the way it cut out instantly as they realized what was being brought in to them.  He could see himself on the monitor now, or his container, at least, Sister Cantrell edging the box along.  It rolled easily enough that even she had no trouble, though he probably outweighed her substantially.

He had never bothered to count his female classmates before, had never had cause.  But he did a quick and literal head count now.  Eleven.  Eleven pairs of eyes that never left the box, even as the whispering amongst them resumed, and they leaned in to one another to nervously share their anticipations, and giggle over what was to come.  It occurred to him then that, just as most of his male classmates had never seen an actual naked woman before, it was entirely possible that few of these girls had ever seen a naked male.  Jack was to be their first.

Sister Cantrell parked him in front of the blackboard, directly at the center of that hemisphere of desks, facing the class.  She continued on to talk with the other faculty, leaving him to wait nervously.

What he saw on the monitor next raised his eyebrows, though.  After a brief chat with the others, Sister Cantrell took up a seat near to the teacher’s desk, crossing her legs beneath her nun’s habit, eyes patient.  Despite her promise to the contrary, apparently the good sister intended to stay.  Of course, she assumed he had no idea and would never find out.  And what possible reason did she have to stay?  She had said she wanted him humbled, and apparently she wanted to witness that humbling. 

The voices of the girls were beginning to rise again, and after another brief conference with Mrs. Rose, Ms. Wells crossed the room, shut the door and returned to stand in front of them.  “Quiet down, everybody,” she ordered, and the voices died away.  The girls were sitting straight, smiles at their lips, but silent and attentive.  They were all eager for this particular class to begin, and if good behaviour was required, Ms. Wells would have it.   

“Good.  We are here today to learn about the male anatomy.  As I’m sure each of you has guessed by the rough shape of this box, the male we will be examining is housed within.”

Smiles spread and the girls had to reign themselves in to keep another explosion of nervous tittering from erupting.  Nevertheless, Pria raised her hand and Ms. Wells nodded to her.

“Who is it?” Pria asked, and now the giggling did start in, though a hard look from Ms. Wells silenced it.

“It is a third party,” Mrs. Rose spoke from her seat at her desk.  “Hired through a company that provides such services.  Who it is is none of your concern.  You are here to learn.  Is that clear?”

Pria nodded and lowered her hand.

“Good,” Ms. Wells said again.  She stepped up to the box, rotating it in place so that Jack now faced the blackboard.  He hadn’t the slightest idea why, given that none of his procreative parts existed behind him.  But his breath caught when he saw her thereafter lean to one of the latches on the side, and heard the rattle as she tried to open it.  Apparently the appointed hour had come.

But the latch was stuck.

His rotation hadn’t altered his view, of course, because the phone was still in place, broadcasting and recording the event to his personal IP.  He saw Pria’s hand immediately shoot up, and when Ms. Wells didn’t see it, heard her call, “Do you need a hand miss?”

Ms. Wells stood with pursed lips, embarrassed to have failed at this simple task before both the teacher she was assisting and the school principal.  But she nodded, and Pria pretty much sprang from her seat, rushing to her side to help.  After a moment’s struggle, the latch gave, and a crack of new light shone in below Jack.  His breath quickened again, and as Ms. Wells remained in place to hold up her side of the wooden piece, Pria ran to the opposite side to unhook that latch.  It gave with greater ease, and now more light spilled in below him as the wooden mid-section of the box was pulled away by Ms. Wells.

With his attention focused downward at the thin rim of light, he heard the quiet gasp of the girls before looking up and catching on the I-Pad what it was they were were seeing.  None of them could have known what to expect with this “third party” hiree, but what had just been revealed to all but one of them was the taut and trim, naked bum of an eighteen year old boy, legs forced ever so slightly apart.  Most of the girls were unconsciously leaning forward, though in their gathered hemisphere, none of them was more than three feet distant.

Pria was the exception.  She was leaning forward, too, but she hadn’t yet left the kneel she’d adopted beside the box to help with its latch.  And what she was staring at, eyes wide, mouth agape, was not Jack’s backside. 

“Pria,” Mrs. Rose called, as Ms. wells set the mid-section aside.  When she didn’t immediately respond, Mrs. Rose said her name again, louder, and now Pria did look back at her.  “You may retake your seat.”

Pria gave his exposed genitals one last glance, then did as commanded, stifling a return smile to all the girls who were greeting her with their own.

The whispers and snickers were beginning to rise amongst Jack’s classmates again, and he distinctly heard one of them say, “He’s blushing.”  And she was right.  They may not have known who he was, but Pria, a girl he’d known since the fourth grade, had just taken a close up look at his privates, and the entire class was now staring at his ass with enough attention and nearness to apparently note his humiliation through the blush of his bare buttocks.  And he could do nothing and say nothing without making the situation so much worse.  He clenched his jaw, stared at the monitor, and tried to remember the female model’s mandate to relax.

Ms. Wells had placed the mid-section aside, where it wouldn’t be a tripping hazard, and Jack noted she took her time returning to the box, walking at an angle that maintained her view of his exposed genitals, as well.  He couldn’t see her gaze, only that she was in no hurry.  She, of course, knew exactly who he was.  I got you, her look had said, earlier, and did she ever.  He had suggested that she volunteer as one of the models, and now she had him, ensnared and naked, at her mercy. 

And there was something else.  Something he hadn’t noted previously under his hoodie and shirt, while the box had remained sealed.  The room was cold.  Air conditioning in the Fall cold.  He could even hear the air conditioner’s rattle, and he suddenly remembered the approach he’d seen her make to the thermostat.  This was intentional, then.  She had lowered the temperature of the room substantially, and he could think of no other reason than for its precise physiological effect on his anatomy.  She had kept him rotated from the class so that when she revealed him he would be in his smallest, most humiliating state.  She had conspired with Mrs. Rose, and possibly with Sister Cantrell, to do exactly what the sister had suggested:  humble him.  He suddenly feared that his experience and the experience of any previous model might be quite different.  Jack felt sure the façade of the teaching component would be maintained, but he wondered if it was even the primary objective of these women who had collectively duped him into this.  Was he going to be made to pay for years of insolence, all at once?

Not that there was anything he could do about it.

On the monitor, Mrs. Rose’s eyes were flicking back and forth between his naked backside and her class, but Sister Cantrell had canted her head, was staring complacently at his bare bottom.  Humbled indeed.

Ms. Wells had completed her return to the box and another hand shot up.  It was Cathy.

“Aren’t you going to turn him around?”

“Patience,” Ms. Wells intoned.  “We are here to discuss anatomy, so let us discuss anatomy.”  She placed a chilly finger on one of his legs, on the tiny wedge of exposed flesh between his buttocks and the wooden ledge of the box.  “Muscle groups!  What is this?”

Hands shot up, guesses were put forth.  When her finger moved up, touching lightly on the side of Jack’s buttocks, it was Susie who successfully guessed, “Gluteus minimus.”

Ms. Wells went through the different parts of his backside, and it occurred to him that he was being punished for the mere verbal suggestion of something sexual, and now this young woman was actively touching his exposed ass in ways that would have gotten her fired under other circumstances.  And he had signed his consent like an idiot.

As if to prove his point, for the final muscle group, she spread her hand, running all of her fingers lightly up the entirety of his buttocks.  The combination of the cold air and her feathery touch raised goose flesh across his bum, and he wondered how clearly the girls saw this.

“Gluteus maximus,” came the final guess, and he figured this part of his ordeal was at least over.  But, of course, their objective was not education but humiliation, wasn’t it?  So, of course it wasn’t over.

When Ms. Wells fit the fingers of both hands between his cheeks and spread him wide, revealing a part of him that had absolutely nothing to do with procreation, his suspicions about their motives were confirmed.  He even saw a subtle smirk cross Sister Cantrell’s face.

“What is this?” Ms. Wells asked.

“It’s his bumhole,” Pria giggled, and the class erupted into laughter.

Mrs. Rose called sharply, “Pria, I will not warn you again.”

Pria nodded primly to her, but she was smiling.  And more than a few of the smirking girls were leaning well forward to get a better look at the part of Jack that she’d just named.

He’d thought his humiliation couldn’t go any deeper, but Mrs. Rose called out again, and he realized just how bad things could get.  “Joy-Ann!  Put away that phone this instant or you will be sent home.  Is that clear?”

Joy-Ann jumped at the call of her name, and he saw her pull her cellphone from beneath the desk.  From the way she was holding it, hand at its base, well away from the lens, and the upright cant of it, he knew she’d either been taking pictures or video.  Very likely the teachers knew as well, but none of them demanded the phone or the deletion of its contents.  He was grateful that Mrs. Rose had at least nipped it in the bud, and grateful again for the anonymity the box provided.  Joy-Ann guiltily shoved the phone into her purse.

With attention once more forward, on the widely spread cheeks of Jack’s buttocks, and what was revealed between, Ms. Wells asked again, “What is this?”

“The anus,” one of them answered.

“Yes, but more specifically?”  She extended one index finger, and he felt her manicured fingernail tickle across his hole.  His hips involuntarily spasmed forward and the class giggled.  “What is this?”

Susie again.  “The sphincter, ma’am?”

“Very good.”  Ms. Wells released his buttocks and Jack breathed a sigh of relief.  But he shouldn’t have.  Because if they were moving on from his backside, it meant they were going to the front.

He saw Ms. Wells glance around the front of the box, probably to see what state he was in, then, evidently satisfied, grip the box’s edges. Then he felt and heard himself being spun to face the class.  Looking down, he couldn’t visually ascertain what he looked like - his view was cut off at the waist.  But judging by the eruption of laughter throughout the classroom as he came full forward, genitals completely revealed to all of them, it was bad.  While the shot was too wide to make out details, on the monitor he could see that yes, the cold air had done its work.  He was a tiny nugget compared to his usual self.  He blushed with utter shame, thought that if they’d still had a view of his ass, it had probably gone bright red.

All three of the faculty were staring openly at his exposed privates, as well.  None of them were laughing, but all were smiling.

“Calm down, calm down,” Ms. Wells urged, but it took a while for the laughter to subside.  Before it fully had, a hand shot up.

“Is it supposed to be that...  size?” the girl asked.

And before Ms. Wells could answer Pria answered loudly, “It was bigger before.” 

“An astute observation,” Ms. Wells said.  “One of the important properties of the penis and the scrotum both is that they can change size to adapt to need.  Does anyone want to hazard a guess as to why this might be?”

Plenty of hands.

“Sexual arousal?” Joy-Ann suggested, and Ms. Wells stepped past the box to the blackboard, writing, presumably, the words Joy-Ann had spoken, though from his camera’s angle, Jack couldn’t be sure.

“Sexual arousal,” Ms. Wells repeated when she was done.  “Very good.  Though that state typically results in an increase in size.  What might account for a decrease?”

Only a couple of hands.  She nodded to Cathy who hazarded, “Temperature.”

“It’s cold in here, Miss,” another of the students added.

And Ms. Wells wrote that on the board, as well.  “Temperature, yes.  It is rather cold in here.  I hadn’t noticed.  Someone must have accidentally left the air conditioning on.” 

Like hell.

She directed one of the students to adjust the thermostat, warm up the room.  She said to the class, “Before we can continue our examination,” then faltered, looking to Sister Cantrell for confirmation.  A subtle nod of the head is what she got in return, apparently securing the permission she needed for her next suggestion.  “I’m going to need a volunteer to assist our gracious model.  Warm him up.”

Every hand in the room, with the exception of Susie’s, shot into the air.  No surprise given her shyness. 

It was Cathy who got the nod, and she rushed forward, kneeling before Jack, eyeing his genitals, tight and balled like an acorn atop a pebble.  Her eyes were wide, not blinking, and she didn’t turn to Ms. Wells when she asked, “What do I...”

“Just cup him,” Ms. Wells answered.  “The air conditioning has done both he and the class a disservice.  He just needs your body heat.”

A single hand was enough to encase Jack’s genitals in their present state, but after a moment’s touch she decided to lend both, cradling penis and scrotum alike like a baby bird.  Her hands were cold, as well, and he jumped when she first made contact, raising a quick giggle from the class and especially Cathy.  If he’d thought he’d maxed out his blush before, he had been very mistaken.  He’d known Cathy since they’d both been small children, had romped about the neighbourhood with her in her tomboy phase, had watched her bud from youth to the pretty young, blonde haired woman she was now.  And although she didn’t know who it was she held in her hands, Jack now knew that Cathy Tollman was to be the first woman in his life to lay hands on his privates.   As Ms. Wells launched into a description of the whys and wherefores of the effects of temperature on male anatomy, Cathy even leaned in several times to blow her hot breath between her hands, warming Jack’s genitals the way one might a dog’s frozen paws, and stealing an extra peek each time she did so.  By the time Ms. Wells was done her treatise, the temperature had climbed.  The temperature in the room, the temperature of Cathy’s small hands, and the temperature between his legs.  When she leaned back, peeling away her fingers, he felt his scrotum and penis both depend in their usual way, saw on the monitor that he was more or less back to his usual self.  The class saw it, too and, like Pria before her, Cathy had to be ordered back to her seat before she’d give up her close range vantage.

“Good,” Ms. Wells said.  “Now that our young gentleman is not so uncomfortable, we can talk about the second condition which can affect the size of the penis.  But first, we need to establish a baseline.  Another volunteer?”

A young lady named Debra Jay was selected.  I didn’t know Debra quite as well.  She’d only begun attendance at our school this year.  But she came to the front of the class promptly before being directed to Mrs. Rose who handed her a rolled tailor’s measuring tape.  She fairly skipped back to the box in her excitement.

Jack knew where this was going, and hated it.  While the class may not have known his identity, the faculty was not only getting a good look at him, but they were about to receive a precise numeric value of just “how much of a man” he was.  He realized that this, at least, was probably part of the actual curriculum, something Cameron before Jack and others before him had endured.  This was probably part of the inspection the female model had alluded to.

“Both length and circumference, if you would, Debra,” Ms. Wells said.

Debra went to both knees, unspooling the malleable tape.  She raised it towards Jack’s penis, hesitated, said, “Where?”

“Start here,” Ms. Wells said, and she placed a finger atop his penis, at the point where it adjoined the rest of him.  “Hard against the pubic bone.”

“His hair’s in the way,” Debra said.

“It’s not in the way, just go through it.  It’s soft, see?”  Ms. Wells took a few wisps of his pubic hair between her fingers, rolled it, and Debra followed suit.

“It is soft,” she agreed, and set the end of the measuring tape against his body.  With both hands on the tape, it was Ms. Wells who took the tip of his penis between her fingers, lifting it to a horizontal plane.  Debra extended the tape, announced, “3.3 inches.”

“Is that normal?” Pria called out.

“You should know the answer to this, Pria, we’ve studied it.  The statistically average size of the penis in its unaroused state is...  Anybody?”

Susie’s hand raised shyly into the air, and when she got the nod, she said, “3.61 inches.”

“3.61 inches is correct,” Ms. Wells said.  She released Jack’s dick, stepped around the box to write what Jack presumed to be the average measurement along with his own personal measurement on the board. 

Jack had never measured himself before, had never had reason to do so.  He’d seen other guys in the shower after gym or soccer practice, knew that some of them were bigger than him, but he’d seen enough smaller to have no concerns about his own size.  The math here was pretty obvious, though, and Jack shook his head in silent embarrassment as Ms. Wells said, “So, this particular penis is slightly smaller than the average.”  He felt a surge of gratitude when she added, “But well within the normal range.  The circumference, Debra?” 

Ms. Wells remained at the blackboard, so Debra took his penis between thumb and forefinger, lifted it to fit the measuring tape around.  The announced measurement was “3.3 and a bit.”

“Precision, Debra,” Ms. Wells commanded.

The girl leaned in to peer at the numbers and Jack could feel her rapid inhale and exhale as it tickled and stirred through his pubic hair, warming his dick as Cathy’s breath had done.  “3.3...  2?”

“3.32,” Ms. Wells repeated, and wrote it on the board.  “Average circumference, Susie?”

“3.66,” Susie announced.

“So slightly smaller than average, here too.”

If the faculty goal had been his humbling, they couldn’t have thought of a better way to do it.  Or so Jack thought then.

Ms. Wells replaced the chalk at the base of the chalkboard, stepped back toward the box.  “Of course, the measurements of the flaccid penis-”  She hesitated, looked down at Debra, who had held her position, Jack’s cock still wound in her roll of soft tape.  “You can retake your seat, Debra.”

The girl did so, but she unwrapped his member with exaggerated slowness, and although he couldn’t see it on the camera, and doubted Ms. Wells had seen it either, she gave his dick an extra little graze and tweak with her fingertips as she stood.

When she was back in her seat, Ms. Wells resumed.  “The measurements of the flaccid penis are academic at best, as the penis isn’t used in sex in its unaroused state.”

“How much bigger does it get, Miss?” Joy-Ann asked.

“That’s what we need to find out.”

And there it was.  Not precisely a surprise, because Jack too understood that a sex education class required, by definition, an explanation of the penis in its erect state.  But Ms. Wells clearly intended for more than an explanation.  She intended a demonstration.  With his dick.  He wished, not for the first time, that he had learned to control his tongue before it had come to this.

Her eyes went again to Sister Cantrell, and it was more than a grin on the sister’s face now.  It was a sneer.  After all the years that Jack had been a thorn in her side, he was sure she’d never dreamed to have him so thoroughly humiliated, and more, so completely controlled.  He couldn’t move, and he didn’t dare speak a word in protest as Ms. Wells, after another nod from the sister, said, “I need another volunteer.”

Once more, every hand went up but Susie’s, and Ms. Wells must have noted it.  She said, “Susie.  This class, as any class, is about more than just rote memorization.  Would you please come up here?”

Susie blushed almost as furiously as Jack must have done, but she did slowly stand and walk to the head of the class.  She was a tiny girl, with dark hair kept in a bob cut.  She was also the youngest in the class, having only turned eighteen toward the mid-point of this school year.  Sometimes she wore contacts, but today she’d donned glasses, and she pushed them up the bridge of her nose as she took her place beside his box. 

“Now,” Ms. Wells said, “The task before Susie is transforming this penis from it’s unaroused to its erect state.  How might one do that?”

No shortage of suggestions now.  Hands went up, but ideas were also just thrown at Susie without waiting for a prompt.

“Tickle his balls, Miss!” somebody shouted, but after Ms. Wells raised her eyebrows, it was amended to, “His scrotum I mean.”

“Yes, what else?”

“You could fondle his penis!”

“Of course.”

“You could use your mouth, Susie!”

But Ms. Wells quelled that idea fast.  “I think we’ll be keeping our mouths to ourselves today.”  Apparently there were some lines that even she and her two wicked cohorts weren’t willing to cross.

“Stick a finger up his bum,” Pria suggested, and when Joy-Ann turned to her in shock she defended the idea with, “I saw it in a movie.”

“Without questioning your choice in cinema,” Ms. Wells said, “I will say that that approach can be effective with some men, while with others it may have the opposite effect.  Approach with caution.” 

She turned to Susie, who returned her stare nervously.  “You have an array of options.  Go to it.”

Susie slowly went to her knees as the other girls had done, just to the side of Jack to ensure the class retained their unobstructed view.  She reached with a trembling hand, placing her fingertips gently on his scrotum, then bobbing his balls up and down, eyes down on the floor.

“You’re not playing paddle ball, Susie,” Ms. Wells said, and she crouched on the other side of Jack’s dick, tapping Susie’s head up to watch, replacing Susie’s fingertips with her own.  Her fingernails tickled lightly along the underside of his balls, extending occasionally to lightly touch on the sides of his penis.  Ms. Wells nodded, stood, and Susie fit her little hand in place, doing her best to duplicate the action.  It was considerably less expert, but not without effect.  Though inside the box Jack was grimacing with embarrassment, his dick had nonetheless begun to respond, twitching and swelling slightly.

Susie noticed, and whether it was the simple pride in her school work she always felt, or something baser, her eyes didn’t drop again.  She’d locked them on his twitching dick, unblinking, hand continuing to caress and tickle at his privates.

“Good,” Ms. Wells said.  “Now, as Susie continues her work, I’m going to need someone to prep the measuring tape, as I don’t think this will take long.”

Every hand shot into the air, and while Ms. Wells went about the task of picking the most eager, Susie’s ministrations continued.  Jack’s penis was extending, beginning a slow nod upwards, even as his cock head darkened and swelled.  Fascinated, Susie leaned in for a more detailed inspection, so that he could once more feel the rapid breath of an excited girl on his prick.  Flushed with the success of her experiment thus far, she left his balls to gently encircle his shaft with her thumb and index finger.  And perhaps she wasn’t as innocent as she seemed, or perhaps she’d simply watched some of the same porn that Pria had, because she began a slow and feathery stroke of his dick, adjusting as it climbed, and finally, boldly, even slithered a hand up the back of the box, touching first on one leg, then sliding it further up his buttocks.  He knew it was coming before she did it, but this shy and tiny eighteen year old extended one finger and pressed it to his asshole.   His hips bucked forward so fiercely that the entire box jolted and rattled on its wheels, every eye leaving Ms. Wells and locking on Susie and what she was doing. 

Pria laughed, “Thatta girl,” and the teachers let it go.  They too seemed fascinated with what was going on, and not necessarily just on a professional level.  Even on the camera Jack could see that their breath had obviously accelerated and he feared how far they might allow things to go with their professionalism compromised.

And the class wasn’t over. 

Joy-Ann won the honour of the next measurement, taking the tape from Ms. Wells.  Susie had continued this whole time and, disbelieving the young girl’s boldness, Joy-Ann leaned around the box to see what she was up to.  “Oh, my god, you guys,” she announced, “He’s beet red back here.  And Susie’s a champion!”

Ms. Wells leaned back, as well, to once more regard Jack’s backside, Susie’s finger disappearing knuckle deep past his deeply blushing cheeks.  She said to the class, “I’m sure you can appreciate that even for a professional there is a certain degree of embarrassment in this process.  Please note, though, girls, that despite his intense embarrassment, his penis continues to lengthen and harden.”

Which at least drew Joy-Ann’s attention forward again.

“Susie,” Ms. Wells said, “if you could desist for the moment, I believe the young gentleman has reached his full, erect length.”

Jack’s dick was indeed at its maximum length, extended up and away from his hips like an obscene bit of fruit.  It twitched regularly with his pulse, as if it wanted to get bigger yet, its sensitive underside now revealed to the greedy eyes of his female classmates.

Susie withdrew her hands from both his prick and his bum, but she didn’t get up, didn’t return to her seat.  She was invested in the success of this experiment now, even leaning close again to confirm Joy-Ann’s accuracy as that girl fit the measuring tape once more along the topside of Jack’s shaft.  In fact, it was Susie who announced the result:  “4.98 inches.”

Grinning to herself, Ms. Wells wrote it on the board.

Susie continued, “That’s smaller than average.”

Jack’s shame was epic, but Ms. Wells was right; it did nothing to dispel his dick’s eagerness to participate in their dirty little experiment.  If anything the shame fuelled something in him.  He was humiliated, wishing that he could run and hide.  And he felt an increasing burn of lust in his belly at the gaze of his classmates, revelled in the way they were staring at his most private of parts, watching it twitch and pulse, even as they smirked at Susie’s announcement. 

When Pria said, loudly, “Looks good to me,” and the class once more burst into laughter, Jack’s heart almost hammered out of his chest.  Maybe he was smaller than average, but the object of his desire, a girl he’d spent more than one night masturbating to thoughts of, had just openly confirmed that she approved of his dick. 

Susie went on with, “Average is 5.16 inches, so it’s only .18 inches smaller than average.  Statistically normal.”

Turned on as Jack was, he did a quick scan of the girls to make sure none of them were stealthily filming his debasement.  He couldn’t be sure, but he didn’t think they were.  Cathy’s legs were tightly crossed, though, and her body had taken on a very subtle rhythm as those legs clenched and unclenched.  He had read about this on some porn site or another, and unless he was mistaken...  Cathy was masturbating.  Staring at his twitching, erect penis, three feet in front of her, and masturbating, right there in class.  She was regarding him as intently as the others were, but her eyes had gone soft and unfocused.  Dreamy.  No one else seemed to have noticed, which made sense because she was taking pains to hide it, both hands folded atop her desk to keep her above suspicion.  Of course, no one else had the wherewithal to openly stare at her without her noticing and stopping.  Except perhaps...  Sister Cantrell?  The nun was positioned slightly to the rear of the hemisphere of girls, just out of Cathy’s line of sight.  And yes, she had noticed.  Her gaze kept swivelling between Jack’s revealed shame and Cathy’s subtle pulsing.  She said nothing, though, and Jack knew then that he was in trouble.  If the sister was letting that slide, then she had cast any semblance of professionalism, much less clerical vows, aside.  The licentious grin on her face suggested she was enjoying herself.

Joy-Ann fit the measuring tape back around his dick, announced herself, this time, a circumference of 4.23 inches. 

Under other circumstances Susie probably would have leapt in with a statistical analysis of how Jack’s cock’s girth compared to those of the average man, but she’d raised herself up on her knees, was examining the head of his penis with extreme fascination.  As Ms. Wells wrote Jack’s newest measurement on the board, Susie even touched a finger to the tip of his dick, then brought that finger close to her face to examine it, rubbing it against her thumb to get the feel of what was there.  She finally called out, “Miss?” and raised her other hand.

Ms. Wells nodded to her.

“What’s this?” Susie asked, and she went in close to Jack’s dick again, pointing out the shine and subtle drip of his precum.

Ms. Wells called it by another name.  “Pre-ejaculate,” she said.  “It’s a lubrication the penis generates, both to facilitate the flow of ejaculate through the urethra and to help lubricate the vagina during sex.”

It was Pria again who made the joke, of course it was, she was Jack’s female equivalent in her over-confidence.  “I don’t need any extra right now,” she said quietly, but he still heard it, which means the teachers still heard it, and said nothing.  The class simply sniggered.

One of the girls raised her hand, said, “How long does pre-ejaculate appear before ejaculate?”

“There’s no set timing,” Ms. Wells answered.  “It depends entirely on what actions are thereafter taken.”

“And, should we...” the girl continued.  She looked to her friends for encouragement most of whom were either subtly nodding or had raised their eyebrows to urge her on.  “Should we take those actions?  Is that something we should learn about?  Today?”

Once again Ms. Wells turned her gaze to the principal, but even the principal didn’t want to be on the record with a confirmation this time, nor did she, evidently, intend to dissuade it.  She faked a cough, looked away, pretended she hadn’t heard the question.  So Ms. Wells turned to Mrs. Rose instead who, after a quick glance at the principal, lightly brushed at her nose with one fingertip.  Which appeared to be the go-signal because Ms. Wells said, “Is there anyone who’d like to-” 

All hands were not only in the air before the question was out, they were wildly waving, bums out of seats, inarticulate voices added to the gestures to secure Ms. Wells’ attention.

But it was Susie who didn’t so much win the honor as claim it by announcing, “We’re already here.”

Her right hand went back to his balls, her left back to his ass, that narrow finger pushing between his cheeks, pressing against his butthole, penetrating him up to the first knuckle.  She wriggled that finger while Joy-Ann, before Ms. Wells could disagree with Susie’s logic, crouched to one side and wrapped her hand around Jack’s penis.  It occurred to him that had he and she continued to date, he might have experienced her touch sooner, but while her dad may have frightened him away, here she was playing with his dick in a room of fourteen women.  She may not have had experience, but she also may not have needed the class, because she seemed to know what to do.  Her grip was firm, but not painful, as she tugged his cock.

Keyed up as he was, Jack knew it wasn’t going to take long.  The sensation in his dick was otherworldly, far more intense than anything he’d ever achieved on his own.  He tried to fight down his voice, contained it to a few guttural grunts as his orgasm surged, hips thrusting forward against the box’s padding.  His cock spasmed in Joy-Ann’s hand and his asshole winked and blinked around Susie’s finger as his cum shot forcefully out of him, spattering the leading edge of Pria’s desk, landing at ever decreasing range in front of him on subsequent streams, across the tile floor, down the front of the box, dripping slow from Joy-Ann’s fist.  He was mortified to be witnessed doing something so personal, something no one but himself had ever seen him do before.  And he came all the harder for it.

When the spasms in his cock had subsided, his cum no longer jetting but only dribbling, Jack opened his eyes to regard the monitor.  The class was stunned in its silence, jaws dropped, eyes locked on his dick, on Joy-Ann’s hand.  Cathy gave a sudden spasm that may have indicated she too had achieved relief, but none of the other girls noticed.

The silence only broke when Joy-Ann gently released Jack, raising her hand to inspect the semen that trailed back to his dick and that dripped to the floor.  It was Ms. Wells who said, then, “I think this class may be done for today.”

Mrs. Rose and Sister Cantrell both stood abruptly, Mrs. Rose agreeing with Ms. Wells, and hurrying to the two girls who had prompted Jack’s release with a box of tissues to wipe themselves down, even while Ms. Wells began the process of corralling the rest of the reluctant students from the room.  Sister Cantrell never said a word, intending, clearly, to keep her presence a secret, at least from Jack.  She disappeared through the door ahead of many of the students.


Chapter Six

When the last of the students had left, Mrs. Rose whispered a few urgent exchanges with Ms. Wells, then she left too.  Which left only Jack, still locked in his box, exposed and flaccid penis dripping.  And Ms. Wells.

Ms. Wells stared at the closed door for a long moment, then went back to the teacher’s desk to retrieve the box of tissues Joy-Ann and Susie had used.  She brought it back to the area in front of the box, wiped some of Jack’s cum from the top of Pria’s desk, then went down on her knees to begin the process of wiping up the rest of the mess he’d made.  She stopped partway through, examining some of the semen on the floor, even touching a finger to it.  She had no idea Jack could see her, of course, and further illustrating this, she then turned her gaze from his spunk up to his dick, two feet in front of her.  She rocked forward on her knees to get a closer look.

Jack had been the bane of her existence since she’d come on at the school.  Not because he disliked her in any way.  Quite the contrary.  When a man is young and arrogant, sometimes he thinks that antagonism and blatant proposition will actually win a woman’s attention.  Sometimes it even works.  But Jack knew from many exchanges across the year, and even from that morning, when she’d stared him down in spiteful victory after leaving the principal’s office, that she bore him a lot of anger.  And he was at her mercy now, exposed and helpless in the most total sense.  He half-wondered if she might do something to hurt him, but no.  She just examined his penis, taking her revenge by doing something she knew he’d never willingly allow her to do, tilting her head this way and that to take it all in, ensuring to keep enough distance and silence that he wouldn’t, she thought, be aware of her presence.  Just enjoying the helpless sight of her nemesis, now that she had the privacy to do so.

She leaned back and regarded the closed door for another long moment before coming to some sort of decision, standing abruptly and walking to the cubbys and shelves, atop which Jack’s phone was still recording.  She was only out of sight for a moment, returning almost immediately with a tall white book.  He squinted at it in the monitor, uncertain what it was until she stopped in front of him and opened it.  He recognized then that it was a yearbook, last year’s, in fact, because he owned the same one.  She turned through the pages until coming to the section that included the photographs of his own soon-to-be graduating year, turned to the page that he believed housed his own photo.  Then she sat on the floor in front of the box, back propped against the desk Pria had occupied.   She glanced from the photo up to his privates, dangling exposed and helpless before her. 

Then Jack’s breath caught as he saw her hand slide stealthily up the front of her skirt.

There came a knock at the door and she started so violently that the book flew out of her hands, landing face down and spread in front of her.  Her right hand yanked guiltily from her skirt even as she tried to scramble to her feet.

The door opened, just a crack at first.  Pria stuck her head in, regarding Ms. Wells curiously as the teacher rose from the floor.  Then she said, “Um...  we just wondered if you needed any help.  You know, cleaning up or anything.”

Under any other circumstance, for instance, not having just been nearly caught masturbating on the floor before a nude, trapped student, Jack was sure Ms. Wells would have declined.  It was such an obvious ploy, after all.  Never once had any of his classmates offered to help clean up after a class, especially when part of that clean up process involved mopping bodily fluids from the floor.  But she was flustered and embarrassed, so she simply said, “Uh, yeah, thanks,” and four students walked in.  Pria, Cathy, Joy-Ann and Susie.  Despite her contributions to that afternoon’s activities, that last one still surprised Jack.

They shut the door behind themselves and flooded into the room, moving quickly to vantages that would restore their view of him.  If he’d been tempted to say anything to Ms. Wells before, to hasten his  return to the store room and his exit from his constraint, he certainly couldn’t now.

Ms. Wells stepped back, gesturing to the tissue box and said, “Knock yourselves out.”

Two of the girls, Cathy and Susie, crouched immediately, tissues in hand, and began the process of cleaning up.  They were still new enough to everything that had happened to be curious about the semen, and still certain enough that they wouldn’t have another opportunity to see real male nudity again any time soon that they welcomed the excuse to move closer.  Joy-Ann stooped and picked up the year book, asking, “Why’s this out?”

Ms. Wells didn’t answer, but she didn’t have to because Joy-Ann suddenly laughed and said, “Ewwww!  Poor Jack Nelson!”

“Why poor Jack?” Pria asked.  She stepped up beside Joy-Ann, saw what she had seen, laughed and then added her own sound of disgust.  When Ms. Wells looked to her for explanation, she said, “He got, uh...  his picture got...  you know, stuff on it.  From the floor.”  She laughed again and, Ms. Wells, only a few years older and still shaken, laughed too.

“Serves him right,” she muttered.

By now the girls had finished with the floor, were beginning to dab and scrub at the streaks of sperm that ran down the front of the box.  Neither was moving quickly, prolonging, of course, their real reason for being here.  Another close examination of the naked man.

Pria said to Ms. Wells, “Don’t let him get to you.  He’s like that with all of us.”

“Oh, yeah?” Ms. Wells asked.  “He hits on all of you?”

“Mercilessly.  And worse.  He says more about you when you’re not around.”

“Really?”  Jack could see the fury coming back to her eyes as she turned her gaze back on his box.  Staring at the portion that concealed his face, as if she could see right through the wood, pierce the shame into him.  “Like what?”

“Oh, you know.  Stuff about your body.  Different parts of your body.  Things he’d like to do to different parts of your body.”

Jack’s head fell back against the padded wood behind him.  Never had he more wanted to tell Pria to shut up.  He said nothing, of course.

Pria must have seen the anger on her face, too, because she hastened to add, “It’s just usual guy stuff.  He says it about all of us, pretty much.”

“Really?” Ms. Wells demanded again.  And if Pria’s words had been meant to diffuse, they had not succeeded.  She knew Jack could hear the conversation, surely knew that he could hear the anger in her voice, too.  But what could she do?  He’d already been punished, so at the end of the day, what could she really do?

The girls were done with the front of the box.  Susie, up on her knees beside it again, pointed to Jack’s groin asked, “Do we clean...?”

Ms. Wells regarded her silently for a moment, eyes then flicking over to the open year book Joy-Ann still held.  And it was like a switch flipped.  The same way she’d made the sudden decision to retrieve the year book earlier, she did it again now, crossing to Joy-Ann, taking it from her hands, walking to the box.  Then, book held open in one hand, she brought it up to the box at face level.  She pointed to one of the pictures.  His own, Jack assumed, because he even thought he could make out the smudge where his picture had been stained when it had hit the floor. 

She couldn’t be...  Was she outing him?  Could she do that? 

She pointed from the picture to the box.  When none of the girls showed any sign of understanding, she tapped the picture emphatically, heedless of what was on it, then pulled the book aside, pointed just as emphatically at the box.  Then, for good measure, down at Jack’s penis.  The girls were exchanging glances, comprehension possibly dawning.  As a final coup de grace, Ms. Wells went to the chalkboard, wrote something Jack couldn’t make out.  And she attached to the word a long, trailing arrow, pointing at the box.

Whatever she’d written sealed the deal.  Joy-Ann’s mouth dropped open, one hand coming up to cover it.  Cathy leaned back to take in the words then, with a squeak, scrambled to her feet.  Susie’s eyes went wide, travelling from the words down to Jack’s exposed genitals, locking there.  Only Pria sought confirmation.  After a moment of stunned silence she said, “Are you saying-”

But Ms. Wells brought a finger quickly to her own lips, in a gesture that left no room for error.  Stop talking.

So, instead, Pria pointed at the box, then, looking for a way to finish the thought silently, pointed to the year book. 

Ms. Wells nodded, shrugged.

Jack desperately prayed he was misinterpreting.  He couldn’t read what she had written, after all.  Maybe Ms. Wells had expressed something else, something to mislead them.  If the jig was up, he thought about demanding immediate release, but there was that thin sliver of nightmare hope, and so he stayed silent.

Three of the girls were laughing now, trying to keep it quiet, but doubling over with the shock and glee of it.  Susie didn’t laugh, just maintained her stare like a kid set in front of the television. 

When their laughter had started to die, and the presumed realization crashed home that they were alone with a naked, constrained classmate...  one who had tormented each of them through the years, in his blatantly flirtatious way...  more, that the only authority figure in the room had been the one to break the rules by breaking the news, and might be, therefore, open to further rule breaking...   it was Joy-Ann, as it had been before, who reached for her phone.  She withdrew it from her purse, cocking her eyes at the teacher’s assistant, and Jack had a desperate moment of hope that sanity would prevail.  But Ms. Wells simply shrugged, flipping her hand angrily to the box in a gesture that said, have at it.  Not believing her good fortune, Joy-Ann immediately crouched, raising the phone to get some pictures.  Pria followed suit with her own phone. 

On his camera feed, Jack could see Ms. Wells step up to the blackboard, start erasing the things that had been written.  Cathy stepped back out of frame, to keep the view unblocked, as Pria abandoned her photography long enough to gesture to Susie with a quick tugging motion, followed by a point to Jack’s dick.  Susie looked to Ms. Wells for permission, got none because the teacher’s back was turned, but had nonetheless begun the reach toward Jack’s penis when another knock came at the door.

Ms. Wells spun, the girls slammed their phones back into their purses, and Susie shifted her trajectory to pretend she was scrubbing the floor again.

The door opened and Mrs. Rose walked in.  She looked taken aback, demanded, “What are you girls doing in here?”

Ms. Wells covered for them by saying, “They just offered to help clean up.”

“Well, they can’t be here,” Mrs. Rose insisted.  Then, to the girls, “Go home.  The lot of you.”

The girls shuffled hastily out the door.

Between the two of them, Mrs. Rose and Ms. Wells got the mid-section cover fit back into place.  A few minutes later, Jack was being wheeled back down the hall and into the store room.

His camera feed was still giving him the goings-on in room 114, though the room was empty now.  It felt strange to have lost his view of his surroundings, but he recognized Sister Cantrell’s voice when she said to the other two women, “I’ll take things from here.”

He heard the footsteps of the teachers retreat, the store room door close, and a moment later the latches being turned on the box again.  Not the mid-section this time, but one full side releasing to unseal him.  As soon as his hands were free, he snatched the I-Pad down from its perch, stuffing it up again beneath his hoodie.  But he didn’t have to worry because once more the sister had stepped back to a position where, as the box creaked open, his naked form would remain out of her sight.  Her back was to Jack as he emerged.  What did she care?  She’d already gotten the complete show, after all.

Jack was disappointed to see that the other box had already been returned, the other model already departed.  He’d been hoping to compare notes, find out just how far off script his room had gone.

But after he was dressed, and the sister had turned back to him, he saw it in her eyes.  Specifically in the way they refused to meet his own.  Things had gone further than they were supposed to, and she knew it.  The wording on the consent form had been somewhat nebulous, acknowledging that there would be some required touching and close examination.  She just didn’t know if he would challenge the outcome, and had no clue he was aware she’d been present at all.  Jack thought about saying something, decided to keep his leverage for now.  After all, he had complete recordings.  And having one up on the principal could prove useful.

She asked, “How did it go?”

“It was...  fun,” he told her.  Which wasn’t exactly a lie.

She seemed surprised, though, and relieved, eyes lifting to his for just a second before dropping again.  Confirming Jack’s suspicions, she followed up with, “Good.  In any event, just remember that you signed a waiver.”

He hadn’t signed any waiver that explicitly allowed what had happened, and because he knew she knew that, he pushed things with, “I think I will ask for three hundred bucks, though.”

She only blinked and said, “Of course.  We’ll write you a check.”

When she’d left the room, he placed his I-Pad in his knapsack. 

She returned with the money he’d demanded, thanked him for his service.  She looked like she wanted to say more, perhaps a suggestion to keep the events to himself, but she couldn’t.  Doing so would only have clearly spelled out that she was aware of the wrongdoing.  So she nodded, and left him in the store room to finish gathering his things.

After she’d left, Jack took a moment to reflect on the day.  Had it been scary?  Yes, despite the model’s prediction otherwise.  Had it been humiliating?  Epically so.  But he’d just been paid three hundred dollars to have his first bona fide sexual experience with a woman.  With fourteen women, technically.  It had been all of those negative things, but it had also been, by leaps and bounds, the most sexually exciting thing to ever happen to him.

Before the day was out, that would change.  Jack had leverage over the faculty, but he was forgetting that four young ladies now had leverage over him.  And while the school day was officially ended, his was far from over.
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