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Chapter One

It had been a long day for eighteen year old Ridgeview Academy student Jack Nelson, and he was tired.  He’d been sent to the principal’s office for the sixth time that year and faced with a dilemma: take a month long suspension and jeopardize his graduation, or submit to serving as a sexual education aid for his female classmates.  After being promised his identity would be protected, he’d chosen the latter, and had then disrobed and been constrained in a wheeled box that had been brought to the class.  He’d has his penis and backside exposed to his female classmates, been examined, fondled and ultimately made to orgasm in front of them.  He’d also secretly recorded the entire event on his cell phone which meant he now had leverage over the faculty.  Firstly, because he was certain things had gone further in that room than the curriculum allowed.  Secondly, because the school’s sixty five year old principal, Sister Cantrell, had stayed on to silently watch his humiliation, though she’d had no business doing so.  Thirdly because both his teacher, Mrs. Rose, and her teaching assistant, the beautiful Ms. Wells, had known his identity and he was pretty sure that after the class, Ms. Wells had revealed this detail to several of his classmates, who she’d then granted permission to photograph his privates.  He hoped he was wrong on that third point.  Not the photography, he had recorded them doing that, so no hope there.  But there was still a slim possibility he was wrong about them knowing who they’d been photographing.

Afterwards, he’d been brought back to the store room, where his ordeal had begun, and now here he was, free of the box, dressed and preparing to head home.  Sister Cantrell had left him in here to gather his things.  He cast one last look back at the wheeled boxes, the one that had delivered the cute female model to his male classmates, and the one that had borne him like a naked gift for the girls of his class to unwrap.  Despite the fact that two of his classmates had spent time cleaning his box, he could still see dribbles of spent semen down at its base.  Of course, their focus hadn’t been entirely on their jobs, had it?

He had one last task to complete before he’d be able to head home.  His cell phone was still hidden up on the shelves of room 114, still recording whatever was transpiring there and broadcasting it to his IP.  He’d had to hide his I-Pad earlier, when he’d wanted to smuggle it into his box, to keep a view of what was transpiring without, but being caught with it now would be of no consequence, so he withdrew it from his knapsack and tapped the screen, bringing up the feed in 114.  If the room was empty, he’d get the phone and head home.

But it wasn’t empty.  The lights were still on, the curtains still drawn, the door to the room shut.  But Ms. Wells, gorgeous red hair tumbling across the shoulders of one of her usual, tight fitting blouses, was sitting behind the teacher’s desk.  Sitting there and...  nothing.  What was she doing?  There was something on the desk in front of her, a book and...  oh, yes.  It was the yearbook from the previous year, and while he couldn’t make out details from this vantage, he could see she had it open to the section of student photographs.  Earlier, after the class had examined and used him, but before he’d been wheeled back to the store room he now occupied, she’d sat on the floor with that yearbook open, turning eyes from his school photo up to his exposed genitals.  And she’d reached for herself, been on the verge of masturbating, he suspected...  before his four pervert classmates had barged in on her, hoping for an extra one-on-one session with the naked boy in the box.  Was she doing that now?  Was she finishing what she’d almost started before being interrupted?  He wasn’t so far removed from her in age...  had watching her nemesis being forced into orgasm by two pretty schoolgirls, not to mention the fondling she herself had given him when demonstrating techniques...  had all that been enough to leave her in need of a little self-relief?  Difficult to say.  Both her hands were hidden below the top of the desk, but if she was using those hands for any purpose, she was being subtle about it.  To his eyes, she was just sitting there, staring at the open yearbook.

He couldn’t very well get his phone while she was there, but he also couldn’t linger here, in the store room.  Sister Cantrell would want to know why.  And while it wasn’t mandated to leave school grounds immediately after school was completed, eventually he’d need an excuse just to be on the property.  He decided to at least make his way toward 114, so that as soon as Ms. Wells left, he could pop in, grab his phone, and get out.

He’d gotten less than halfway there, was just passing the double doors that led into the school gymnasium, when he saw the door to the adjoining female change room open.  He stopped when he realized who it was:  Pria, most beautiful of his classmates, with plaited black hair and caramel coloured skin.  She was dressed in the female school uniform, gray kilt, knee-high socks, white button down blouse.  As she emerged into the hall, her eyes locked on him immediately.  She was already grinning, more than that, wore a knowing leer.  She looked like she’d expected him.  Of course, the usual door through which he exited the school lay in this direction, so perhaps she had.

“Hey, Jack,” she said, sauntering easy toward him.  This was one of the girls he suspected Ms. Wells had informed about the identity of the boy in the box.  Suspected, but wasn’t certain, though that leer and her over-casual, cat-like approach solidified those suspicions some.  To complicate matters, she said, “I thought you were sent home for the day.”

Shit.  He’d forgotten about that.  He stammered, “I was.  I got in a lot of trouble.  Just came back to get something.”

“Get what?” she asked, but it was all play-acting.  She knew the truth.  He could see it.

In support of this theory, three of his other classmates emerged now from the change room.  It was the other three who’d been present when Ms. Wells had seemingly spelled out the identity of the naked boy.  Cathy, a girl he’d known just about all his life, a girl he’d watched grow up from a tom boy to a pretty, small waisted girl with blonde shoulder length hair and green eyes.  Joy-Ann, the lovely brunette whom he’d actually dated, just the once, before her father had frightened him off.  And Susie, the smartest and most shy of his classmates, and also the youngest and smallest in his senior class, dark hair kept in a bob cut.  They spread out across the hall, an extended line of eighteen year old co-eds, blocking his way.  All of them, even Susie, were grinning.

He eyed them back, uncertain what they might do if he simply tried to pass.  He took a single step, stopped again when none of them moved.

It was Joy-Ann who took the reins, then.  She said, “We want to show you something.”

“What?” he asked, trying to keep the tremble from his voice.  His heart beat had picked up an awful lot in the few seconds they’d all been standing here.

She broke the line, walked back toward the female change room, pushed the door open.  “Come here, we’ll show you,” she said.

“No.”

Pria took the ball, next, with, “Oh, I think you want us to show you.  Because, if not, we’ll show the whole school.”
She didn’t know he knew about the photos being taken.  But she believed she had something on him.  If he played it cool, maybe he could dissuade them from their belief that he’d been the boy they’d witnessed climaxing less than half an hour before.  Not just witnessed climaxing, but in the case of Susie and Joy-Ann, had been made to climax by.  So, he faked his confidence, as he was so used to doing.  “What?  You’ve got nothing to show me.”  He shook his head at them to express that he didn’t have time for their nonsense, had actually started forward again when Susie laid the winning argument.

She said, “I can think of 4.98 things.”  And all three of the other girls snickered.

4.98.  In room 114, as part of their sex education, they’d measured the penis of the boy in the box, in both its aroused and unaroused states.  4.98 inches had been the precise length of the boy’s erect penis.  Jack’s penis.  Hearing the number aloud, and hearing the brief laugh they gave stopped him short, and that’s when he knew he’d really blundered.  The number would have meant nothing to anyone else.  Nothing to anyone who hadn’t been mathematically identified as 0.18 inches shorter than the average.

They knew they had him and Jack knew they had him.  Pria joined Joy-Ann at the entrance to the girls’ change room, gestured inside.  She said, “Last chance, Jack.”


Chapter Two

Jack pushed past Pria and Joy-Ann and into the girls’ change room.  He kept a skeptical look on his face, but inside he was quavering, certain now that his identity had been revealed. 

He’d never been in the girls’ change room before, but it wasn’t much different from the boys’.   A short, sharp turning entry corridor led to a single open room with a few wooden benches down the centre.  Lockers of orange, yellow and red lined the walls, contrasting the blue, green and purples of the boys’ change room.  To one side was the shower area, and his gaze did linger here for a moment.  He’d had more than a few fantasies involving those showers in his time at Ridgeview Academy, many of them involving some of the girls who were now close behind him, and the reality matched his imagination pretty exactly.  On the opposite side was a washroom area, where one other key difference was that there were extra stalls for toilets and no urinals on the wall. 

He braced himself for badness, turned to face the girls, shrugged.  But he didn’t have to wait.  Joy-Ann already had her phone out, was holding it toward him like a talisman.  As expected, the displayed photograph was of him.  Well, of his penis, more to the point, in close-up, flaccid, hanging over his lightly haired balls.  But there was nothing to prove it was him.

He tried for bold again, but his voice very obviously trembled when he said, “You’re showing me porn?”

She didn’t answer, just swiped the shot to the previous in her roll.  This one showed more.  The entirety of the box that he’d occupied in room 114, his dick and balls smaller in the shot now, but still front and centre.  Susie was on her knees beside the box, tissue in hand, looking at his cock.  There was the arm of another schoolgirl in shot, probably Cathy’s, based on what he remembered going on while Pria and Joy-Ann had been taking snap shots of him.  But it was what was behind all of this that was the dangerous bit. 

On the blackboard, Ms. Wells had written many things.  Isolated words and phrases like “Temperature” and “Sexual Arousal.”  Average penis size in erect and flaccid states were noted, both length and circumference.  Also noted were “This Boy” in comparison, accompanied by his own measurements, which were slightly smaller than the average.  Jack also took note of her spiteful use of the word “Boy” instead of “Man” or “Model.”  But most incriminating of all was a long, curving arrow pointing at the box, and at the head of it, his chalk-written name: “Jack Nelson.”  So she had outed him.  Ms. Wells, the teaching assistant, who was supposed to have kept his privacy for him, had made it clear to these girls exactly who they’d been looking at.  Worse, had allowed them to take pictures.

He tried to deny it.  “That’s not me.  You could have written that name on the board.”

“It’s you,” Pria said.  “It’s obvious.  You’re shaking.”

Joy-Ann continued to swipe through the photos.  More pictures of his privates from different angles at different lengths.  Then photos that he remembered she’d been caught taking in class.  Photos of his naked ass, even one of Ms. Wells parting his cheeks, revealing his asshole to all of them.  There it was, forever in Joy-Ann’s possession.

“That’s not me,” Jack tried again.

“Then you won’t mind if we share these,” Joy-Ann said.  She turned the phone to herself, started thumbing buttons.

“Yes, I’d mind!  People will think it’s me because you wrote my name there!”

“We didn’t write it-” Cathy started but Pria silenced her with a glance and a small head shake.

Pria looked back to him.  “Prove it, then,” she said. 

“What?”

“Prove this isn’t you.”

“How?”

It was Susie who chimed in with the answer.  Any shyness she had previously displayed had flown out the window.  Apparently she was a different girl where his cock was concerned.  “Show us your penis.”

“What?  I’m not showing you my dick.”

Pria again.  “Fine.  Then we can just upload these.  Send out a private link to every student in the school directory.  And I mean every one of them.  Come to think of it, don’t you have a couple cousins at Ridgeview?  Boy, that would be awkward...  your cousins getting photos of...  well, maybe not of your penis, but of someone’s penis purported to be yours.”

“You won’t do that,” Jack said.  “Susie’s in the shots.”

“True,” Joy-Ann mused.  “If only there were some common means of editing photos to crop a section out...  but...  oh, wait there is.”

“You’ll get in trouble,” Jack countered.

“No one will know it was us.”

Jack shook his head.  He was trapped and he knew it.  His option was either to suffer one small and momentary ignominy, or to suffer a much greater and longer lasting one.  Even if they did get in trouble - after all, he had video of them taking the photos - it wouldn’t change the shame and stigma he’d be forced to bear for the next small eternity.  And he hadn’t yet had an opportunity to check and ensure that he even had successfully recorded anything.  The camera feed had worked between his phone and his I-Pad, and was allegedly storing the video in the Cloud.  But whether or not he’d actually gotten a permanent copy of the footage remained to be seen.

His eyes, defeated, ashamed, flickered between each of theirs, imperious and anticipatory.  There really was no escape.

“If I show you, that’s it?  You delete the photos?”

“Of course,” Joy-Ann and Pria said in unison.  It was almost assuredly a lie.  But even if they didn’t delete them, he could probably bargain them into not sharing.  Which was something.

He shook his head, snarled out, “Fine.  A quick look.”

“That’s all we’re asking for,” Pria said innocently.

All four of them took a seat on one of the benches, facing Jack. 

He unbuckled his belt, then the button of his school trousers.  Susie was already sitting straighter, lifting at the neck as if she could peer through that small revealed crack to see something good.  He slid down his zipper, and now they could see the gray, cotton triangle of his boxer briefs through the open gap.  He gripped the top of his pants, was about to pull them down when Pria suddenly said, “Wait!”

She held up a hand and for a moment Jack felt a crazy relief.  Perhaps the girls had had a change of heart.  But he should have known better.  She said to Susie, “Go lock the door,” and the tiny girl got up and bounded around the corner.

“Why do we need the door locked?” Jack demanded.

“You don’t want someone walking in while you’re showing us, do you?  You’d look quite the pervert, flashing a bunch of young ladies in the girls’ change room.  Then you’d be the one in trouble.”

Susie returned, smiling, hastened back to her seat.  She said nothing, just swiveled her gaze back to Jack.

Pria gestured extravagantly.  “You may proceed,” she told him.

He sighed and closed his eyes, decided to just do it before he could lose his nerve.  He peeled the front of his trousers and underwear down and away from his body, felt the cool air of the change room striking his privates.  One of the girls giggled.  Then he yanked his pants back up, started zipping and buttoning.

“That doesn’t count!” Joy-Ann exclaimed. 

“What?” Jack demanded.  “Why not?”

“That was too fast!”

“You just said a peek!”

“Nobody said a peek,” Susie insisted.  “We said a look.”

“A quick look!” Jack reminded her.

Cathy spoke up.  “But the purpose is to compare with Joy-Ann’s photos.  To clear your name.  Prove it’s not you.  How can we do that if we only see it for, like, a second?”

“How long do I have to stand here with my cock out before it’s long enough?”

“Well we already know it won’t be that long,” Pria smirked and he blushed down at his feet, which probably only further convinced them.  “But...  let’s say a ten count.  Would a ten count be okay with you, Jack?  You take it out, we compare with Joy-Ann’s photos for ten seconds, then we’re done.  Everybody goes home and nobody ever speaks about this again.  Sound good?”

“Not really.”

“Well, that’s our offer.  Take it or leave it.”

Which just left him back where he’d started.  He shook his head, but unbuttoned his pants again.

“Excellent,” Pria said.  “Joy-Ann, bring up the close-up photo on your phone, so we can really compare and contrast.  And I’ll bring up the stopwatch on my phone.”  She fired up the app, turned it to Jack so he could see she was setting it to ten seconds, turned the phone back around.  Both held their phones up, and the other two girls gathered behind them.  “When I say go, you do your thing, Jack, and we’ll handle our end.  Okay?”

He sighed, gave one stiff nod.

“Then, go.”

He lowered the zipper again, shoved both pants and underwear down, revealing his privates to the four girls.  His eyes were closed, but his face was upturned to the ceiling, anyway, his face flushed with shame.

After what seemed like an eternity, Pria audibly counted down, “3...  2...  1.  Okay.”

He yanked his pants back up, opened his eyes.  All four girls were staring at the cell phones, grinning.  He waited for some sign of dismissal, didn’t get it, finally said, “Well?”

“One second, we’re still deciding,” Pria said.

“Deciding what?”

“If your penis looked like the one from the classroom.  Here, what do you think?”  She got up, approached him, turning her phone to face him.  She had shots of his dick from room 114, too, as he’d already known, and she showed one of these shots to him now.

“That’s not me,” he said again.

“You don’t think so?  I think it looks like you.  Here.”  She swiped the phone, bringing up the next shot in her roll: Jack, standing in front of the orange, yellow and red lockers of the girls change room, pants dropped, dick hanging out for all to see.  She hadn’t been timing him.  She’d tricked him into displaying himself again to get more photos!  And unlike the previous photos, this one also showed his face, leaving no doubt as to the identity of the dick’s owner.  She swiped through, revealing at least 5 shots she’d gotten during the ten seconds or so he had exposed himself.  As his blush deepened, Joy-Ann giggled evilly.

“Delete them,” Jack ordered her.

“Mine have already uploaded to the Cloud,” Joy-Ann said, tilting her phone toward him to show that she’d snapped a bunch of photos, too.

“Mine’s synched, too,” Pria shrugged, “So...”

“What are you going to do with them?” 

“I mean, probably nothing,” Pria said, sauntering slow and easy back to the bench.  She took her seat again beside Joy-Ann.  “Probably.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, to be really sure you’re not the boy from the first photos, we’d have to see more.”

“You’ve already seen everything.”

“Not really,” Cathy said.  “We saw both sides of that other guy.”

“You want to see my ass?”

“Among other things,” Susie said.  “We also saw the model’s penis fully erect.”

“Hell, we saw the model’s penis squirt,” Pria said, and her domineering grin showed she meant business.

“What are you asking me to do?” he demanded.

Pria’s answer was one simple word:  “Strip.”

“And then what?”

“And then whatever I say.”

“No.”

She sighed.  Shook her head.  Looked to the others.  Finally, “Do you really want to play this game again, Jack?  You were willing to show yourself to keep us from sharing the pictures we had when only a chalk-written name suggested it was you.  Now we have photos that are very clearly you.  If we share those, you won’t be able to hide from it.  It’s you.  See?”  She turned the camera to face him again, pointed at one of the photos she’d taken.  “See?  That’s you.  That’s your cute little dick, right there, those are your balls.  I know because it’s very, very clearly your face in the picture.  So...”

“Besides,” Joy-Ann said.  “Is it really so bad, what we’re asking?  I know you found me attractive, because you asked me out.  Everybody thinks Pria’s hot.  Cathy and Susie are both super cute.  You’ve got four pretty girls telling you straight up that they want to see you naked.  Isn’t that a little bit flattering?”

“It’s blackmail.”

“Yes, but it’s flattering blackmail.  We could demand money.  We’re not.  We just want to see your body...  so, show it to us.”

“Please?” Cathy added.

He stood there, debating inwardly, and when he glanced at the door Pria played the trump card again: “Or walk out.  And by tonight, every kid in the school gets all of the pictures.”

He was even more trapped than before.  But was he seriously going to give into this demand?  It wouldn’t end.  They’d still have the pictures once he was naked, could get him to do anything they wanted.

Pria shrugged.  “I’ll tell you what,” she said.  “I really will time you this time.”  She turned her phone so he could see the screen where she had brought up the stopwatch app again.  “Once I press start, you’ve got just thirty seconds.  So, to be clear, we’re not asking for anything fancy.  You don’t have to dance, you don’t have to make a production of it.  You can even turn your back to start, if it makes you more comfortable.  Just get your clothes off.  All of them.  Because at thirty seconds, time’s up, and if you’re not naked...  we send out the pictures.”

Joy-Ann raised her cell phone again.  He glanced at her and she winked at him, promising, “I’m not timing.”

So she was going to film this, too.  Was there any way-

Pria pressed start.  The timer immediately began counting, milliseconds a digital blur, seconds ascending to the dread number thirty.  He had no more time to debate.  He pried off his shoes without untying them, just fitting his toes to the heel of each.  His socks went next, then he was frantically unbuttoning his shirt as the seconds ticked up past twenty.  He turned his back, as she had suggested, shoved pants and underwear collectively to the ground, danced out of them, steadying himself on one of the lockers when his ankle snagged.  And there he was, completely nude in the girls’ change room in front of four teenaged girls, hands cupped over his genitals.

“There’s that ass!” he heard Joy-Ann laugh behind him, followed by the beep that signaled Pria stopping the timer.

“Four seconds to spare!” she said.  “Nicely done, Jack!”

Cathy got up off the bench, wandered over to the lockers by which Jack stood, leaned against them.  She looked down at his hands, covering himself up.  “You don’t want to show us?  Come on, we obviously like it.”

“Not so fast, Cathy,” Joy-Ann laughed.  “He’s got a cute butt, and I love the way it blushes like this when he’s embarrassed!”  She laughed again, added, “Oh, my God!  As soon as I said that it went a deeper red!  Just give me a few more seconds of it...  okay, you can turn around now Jack!”

“Wait!” Pria commanded.  “None of this shy bullshit!  Hands on your head, then turn around.”

Eyes locked on Cathy, whose own eyes were still at his crotch, waiting for the big reveal, he slowly took his hands from his privates and interlocked them atop his head.  Cathy’s grin widened, and he shuffled in place, turning his fully naked body to the girls on the bench.  As those girls applauded and cheered, Cathy gave his ass another smiling review, then went to sit beside Joy-Ann, whose camera was still raised, capturing it all on video.

“Okay!” Pria sang.  “Good job, sir, so far your pictures are safe with us.  Just follow our requests and that stays true!  So, ladies, what should we make our man do?”

“Jumping jacks!” Cathy suggested, and Pria threw her a quizzical glance.  “What?” Cathy said.  “His name’s Jack, and I want to see him do some naked jumping jacks.  I want to see what the dangly bits do when he does.”

“Okay,” Pria said.  “You heard the lady.  Jumping jacks, Jack!”

He shook his head, blushing so fiercely he could feel it burning in his face, and started in on the exercise, leaping into the air, hands raising, legs alternately spreading and closing.  The girls watched him, the way his cock and balls bounced and jounced, and Susie suddenly laughed noting, “It’s the literal Jumping Jack Flash!”

They counted him to thirty, then Susie suggested pushups.

“Alright,” Pria said.  “But turn around when you do it.  I wanna watch that ass clench.”

“The glutes don’t need to engage for pushups,” Susie corrected her.

“Okay, then I just wanna watch that ass.  Rotate and drop, Jack.”

He did as commanded once more, turning his back on them, dropping to the ground, driving his body up and down through his pushups.  At one point, Susie moved beside him, crouching to observe his penis as it came into contact with the floor, then lifted free on the up lift.

“Does it get in the way?” she asked.

“Not when I have clothes on,” Jack grunted out, angrily.

Thirty was once more the count.  When they told him to stand and face them, his pecs and shoulders were pumped. 

“Looking good, Nelson,” Joy-Ann appraised.  “This is why I said yes to our date.  How about...”

But Pria jumped in.  “Enough with the exercises.  This isn’t gym class.”  She turned her attention fully back on the naked eighteen year old in front of her.  She smiled a wicked smile, nodded to his exposed penis, said, “Touch it.”

“What?” he demanded.

“Touch it,” she said again.  “I wanna see it get hard.”

“Oooh, this is good,” Cathy agreed.  “Play with it.”

“You want me to...” Jack began, but Pria cut him off as she had Joy-Ann.

“I want you to take your penis into your hand and make it hard for me.”  He hesitated and she reminded him, “We have a lot more than just photos to share now.”

He’d thought this ordeal couldn’t get more embarrassing, but he had underestimated the depravity of his teenaged classmates.   He shook his head, and when his right hand slid in from the side, touching lightly on his penis, lifting it, beginning a stroke, Joy-Ann leaned closer with the phone.

“What are you going to do with that video?” Jack demanded.

“Truth?” Joy-Ann began, and she turned her pretty smile up on him.  “Probably the same thing you’re doing right now.”

The other girls laughed, Susie reprimanding her with, “Oh my God, Joy-Ann!”

“What?” she said.  “You’ll all get a copy.  And I know damn well you’ll all do the same thing!”

It was the first moment since the start of this that an emotion other than shame filtered through to Jack.  Joy-Ann, one of the girls in his class who most occupied his fantasies, was suggesting she was going to masturbate to the video?  That the sight of his naked form might be enough to inspire such need in her?  It occurred to him then that each of the girls had stated, in one form another, approval for his body.  He’d felt shame at being labeled smaller than average, felt it redouble when Pria had pointed out his “cute little dick” in the photo she’d taken, but back in the classroom, even that girl had said, in reference to his penis, “It looks good to me.”  And he was pretty sure he’d even spied Cathy subtly and secretly masturbating back in the classroom, climaxing only moments after he did.  As Joy-Ann had pointed out, they could have asked for money, but they hadn’t.  They’d asked him to get naked.  They’d asked him to pose and jump and flex, and finally, to make himself hard so they could enjoy the sight.  Was this really a punishment, after all?  He wouldn’t have thought it possible just moments before, so great had been his shame, but his ministrations, and far more to the point, Joy-Ann’s words, were working.  Because yes, his penis was beginning to extend, his cockhead to swell.

Susie wasn’t even blinking anymore, completely enthralled with the sight.  “Oh, I love this part,” she whispered, and leaned closer.

Up and up his penis came like a miniature construction crane, all four girls staring, all four breathing heavier.  At one point Pria lifted her gorgeous eyes to him, asking, “Do you do this at home?”

“Sometimes,” he confessed, and there was that shame again, just for a moment, but it was having the same effect it had had when he’d been in the box.  It was humiliating to admit to the hottest girl in class that he masturbated, especially while she watched him do it.  And the humiliation turned him on.

“What do you think about?” she asked, her voice sultry.

“Girls,” he answered.

“Do you think about me?” she inquired.

“Yes.”

And she smiled at that.

“Do you think about me?” Joy-Ann asked next.

“I think about all of you,” Jack told them, which wasn’t exactly true.  He’d never considered Susie in a sexual light before today, but he was very certain she’d be entering the rotation going forward.

But Pria wanted more details.  Her voice was a purr when she asked, “What specifically do you think about?”

“What do you think?” he answered.

“Tell me.”  Jack’s breath was coming rapid now, his mind whirling, and she must have mistook his gathering of thoughts for hesitation, because she prompted him further with, “Do you think about these?”  She brought her hands up, running them over her breasts, taking an extra moment to pinch at her nipples.  They were erect enough to show through both bra and blouse.

“Yes,” he confessed, his voice little more than a whisper.

“Do you wonder what they look like?”

“Yes.”

“If you’re a good boy, and promise to do everything I ask, I’ll show you.”

Even through the haze of his arousal, it occurred to Jack that she must have an upcoming ask she thought he might balk at.  Must have some plan or desire, at least, because he was already following their orders to the letter, and they had the leverage on him one way or another.  Or maybe she just wanted to show off her tits, wanted to tease him, wanted to know that she was the object of lust that was making him cum when it happened.

She started unbuttoning her blouse and Susie gawped at her, demanding, “Seriously?”

“Don’t be such a prude,” Pria told her.  “We’ve got a naked boy at our disposal.  Don’t you want to have some fun?” 

She got it undone, parted the blouse, revealing perky tits hidden behind a B-Cup bra.  Jack stared, and even the girls were watching as her hands went slowly to the front clasp.  All the while, she grinned seductively up at him.  Click.  The two halves separated and the bra cups parted like the opening curtains at a theatrical performance.  And a performance it was, because she was taking her time, teasing him, gauging his reaction, and the two caramel performers she had just revealed were spectacular.  Her nipples jutted a quarter inch as she let the bra fall entirely.

“Do you like them?” she asked.

“Yes.” 

He was building now, his orgasm yet just a rumour of imminent arrival, but she saw it, asked, “Are you close?” 

“Yes,” he confessed.

“Then stop!” 

He halted and she ordered, “Hands away.”

He pulled his hand aside, his cock twitching in its need.  He was very erect, back to his pre-measured 4.98 inches.  His cock head was dark, glistening with precum.

Susie got up again, bent at the waist to examine the tip.  She identified it as Ms. Wells had.  “Pre-ejaculate.”  She took advantage of her proximity to give his whole dick some close-up scrutiny before finally retaking her seat.

He reached for himself again but Pria said, “No, no.  You wait till I say, Jack.  You don’t cum until I tell you, is that clear?”

“Yes,” he answered.  He couldn’t believe he was following her every order so instantaneously, but it was more than just the threat of public humiliation now.  He wanted to do what she said, wanted to perform for these four lovely girls.  There was a clear prize waiting for him at the end of it, after all.

“Good boy,” Pria said, then asked him, “What else do you want to see, Jack?”

As Joy-Ann had pointed out earlier, Jack was standing before four very cute girls, and they were all getting to see him naked.  Wasn’t turn about fair play?  So he said, “I want to see all four of you.”

Pria smiled, her hand returning to one of her breasts now, fingers trailing lightly over her nipple.  Her arousal was evident as she looked to her friends.  “I think Jack’s been very accommodating.  Don’t you wanna help him out?  Give him something to jerk off to?”

Joy-Ann didn’t need any encouragement.  She immediately began unbuttoning her blouse, fingers trembling in her eagerness.  She fairly wrenched the blouse open once it was undone, reached behind herself to pop the bra, let it drop without ceremony.  Her breasts were bigger than those of Pria, probably a C-cup, but her nipples were also on point.  Jack could see the rapidity of her breath by the way her chest was heaving.

It took a longer, more direct stare from Pria to get Cathy to join in the fun.  But Pria was their ring leader, always had been, and Cathy was every bit as aroused as the other girls.  After a moment, she turned her back and unbuttoned as well.  She went a step further than the other girls though, removing her top entirely, blouse and bra both, dropping both items of clothing to the floor.  She gathered her courage and then turned to face them with hands on hips, revealing gorgeous little B-cup breasts of her own.  Her aereolae were smaller than those of her two friends, her nipples smaller too.  But just like those of her friends, they protruded eagerly toward the naked boy.

All eyes shifted to Susie.  Her breath was coming as rapidly as that of the others, indicating arousal, but she looked dismayed to find herself the centre of attention.

“It’s fun,” Cathy promised her.

When she neither said nor did anything, Joy-Ann prompted her with, “I’ve seen you in the shower, Susie.  You’ve got cute little tits.  I bet Jack would like them.”

But it was Pria who brandished the winning argument.  “If you show them to him, maybe Jack will let you touch him again.  Would you like that?”

Susie turned her gaze back on Jack, his twitching, upraised dick.  She nodded.

“Maybe he’ll let you do more,” Pria promised.

Susie’s lust glazed eyes never faltered while she went through the act the others had, undoing the buttons, parting the blouse, and dropping its shoulders to pool at the crooks of her elbows.  She wore little more than a training bra, but she removed it for all of them.  Her chest was nearly flat, breasts only budding.  Her tiny nipples were like the very tips of bullets.

“Very nice,” Pria said.  “Do you like Susie’s tits, Jack?”

He nodded, eyes soaking all four of them in.

“Don’t you think she deserves a reward, Jack?” Pria further prompted.

He nodded again, and the next time Pria spoke it was to Susie.  “What do you want, Susie?”

“I want to touch it,” Susie breathed.

Pria didn’t speak again, just leaned forward and cupped Jack’s left buttock, shoving him toward Susie.  He shuffled to stand in front of her, throbbing penis only inches from her face.  Susie traced its length with her eyes, reached up with a trembling hand.  Her little fingers touched first on his balls, the tightly contracted skin there, then trailed up to tickle across the sides of his cock.  His hips twitched involuntartily.

“Easy there, tiger,” Pria reprimanded.  “I say when you cum, remember?  If you feel like you’re going to, you back away from her.”

He nodded dumbly.  He could hear Susie’s rapid breathing, the stacatto stutter of it as her lustful tremble shook her whole body.  She ran a finger down the underside of his dick, peered around it, up into his eyes.

“Can I kiss it?” she asked.  He nodded at that too, jaw slightly agape.

Susie leaned in, head tilting to one side, planting a chaste and gentle kiss on the underside of his penis.  Jack moaned, and Joy-Ann echoed it even more vocally, with a harshly whispered, “Oh, fuck.”  She was still filming, turned in her seat to capture the action, but her free hand was openly playing with one of her breasts.

Susie’s eyes left Jack’s dick, lifting to meet his gaze, smiling her tiny smile, enjoying power over a man for the first time in her life.  She took his cock in hand, bent it down to point at her, planted another kiss on the head of his dick.  As she withdrew, a small string of precum stretched out, connecting lip to penis in a silvery bridge before breaking.

“What’s it taste like?” Cathy breathed.

“Salty,” Susie whispered.  “But good.”  She bent in again but Pria stopped her.

“Don’t be greedy, Susie.  We each get something.  Joy-Ann, what do you want?”

Joy-Ann stood, thrusting the phone at Pria, who took and turned it to continue filming.  She advanced on Jack, tits unconsciously or consciously outthrust, stealing his gaze and guiding her to him.  She stopped in front of Jack, reached up and touched his lips.  She told him, “After we kissed on our first date, do you know what I wanted to know?”

He shook his head.

“I wanted to know what those lips would feel like on my nipples.  And I still want to know.”

He’d never done it before, had never done any of this before, his first sexual experience only dating back to that afternoon, but he didn’t need to be asked twice.  He turned immediately and, after a moment’s awkward attempt at crouching, took her by the hips and shuffled her over beside the bench.  He planted one knee atop it, bringing himself down to the right level, extending his tongue to lick at her right nipple.

Pria got off the bench, moving around to get everything on camera, while Cathy shuffled to the side for an unobstructed view and Susie stayed put, running a hand up and across his flexed buttocks.

Joy-Ann grunted out her lust, cupped the back of Jack’s head, pulling him in to her, ordering, “Suck it.”

So he took the whole of her nipple into his mouth, running his tongue over and across it, while she gasped and her eyes shut to slits.  After several moments she pulled him away by his hair, guided his mouth to her left breast and forced him back upon it.

Pria let it continue for several moments, filming it all, then crouched to give a close up inspection of his cock.  She said, “That’s enough, Joy-Ann.  Our boy isn’t going to be able to hold out much longer, and I want final dibs.”  She stood straight, prying Jack away from Joy-Ann’s breast. 

Joy-Ann, still panting, grinned at Jack, blew him an air kiss, went back to her seat, where both hands immediately returned to her nipples, tugging and toying.

It was Cathy’s turn.  “What do you want?” Pria asked her.

“I want to know what his dick tastes like,” Cathy said straight away.  “And I want to know what it feels like in my mouth.  Is that cool, Jack?”

He tried to say, “Uh-huh,” got out only an affirmative croak.

“That’s a dangerous request,” Pria warned her.  “You better pay attention.  If he squirts before I say so, I’ll be mad at both of you.”

“I’ll pay attention,” Cathy promised, but it was a distracted vow, as she was already advancing on him, throwing a leg over the bench, sitting before him. 

Jack had known Cathy longer than any of the others.  They weren’t next door neighbours, but she lived just around the corner, and they’d been playmates even in their youth, from kindergarten onward.  She’d always been pretty, though for a long while Jack had seen her as just one of the guys.  He couldn’t believe it now when his friend of thirteen years took his cock in hand and brought it to her mouth.  She wasted no time on chaste kisses, as Susie had done, but dropped her mouth open, sliding him inside.  Her tongue was like velvet on his undershaft, her lips a light suction seal around his base.  She’d never done this before, either, and while it wasn’t an expert blow job, she knew enough to keep her teeth away as she bobbed her head, angelic blonde hair lapping at his hips like tide water, the warmth of her mouth edging him ever closer to orgasm.  When he let out another moan, Pria shoved the phone back to Joy-Ann, and stepped up to draw him back by his shoulders.

“That’s all you get, Cathy,” she said.  “At least for today.”

It was the first hint any of them had that Pria’s ambitions went beyond this one encounter.  Not that Jack necessarily minded.  He figured he’d make himself available to any and all of them at request, the what’s-in-it-for-him seeming obvious.  Pria was the wet dream of every boy in his class, and all three of the others had been mentioned as subjects of interest to him by male classmates at one time or another.  And here he had all four, vying for the right to make him cum.  He’d never tell his friends, never jeopardize whatever this was in that way, but not a one would have believed him if he had.  He couldn’t believe he’d been upset that morning at the prospect of missing out on the male half of the sex education class.  The education he was getting was far more complete.

He stumbled back from Cathy, almost dazed in his lust.  She leaned into him as he was withdrawn, reluctant to let him go, then licked at her lips as Pria stepped past him and took a seat on the bench between her and Joy-Ann.

“My turn,” Pria said, and went straight to the point.  She spread her legs and hiked up her kilt, revealing damp panties that showed dark bush from behind, right through the cotton.  She pulled them to one side and Susie gasped at her boldness as her pussy was displayed to all of them, black hair curling about her glistening lips.  “Get on your knees,” she told Jack, and he dropped as if she actually controlled him with her words.  His eyes were locked between her legs.

“You’re going to make me cum, Jack Nelson,” she told him.  “With your tongue.”

He nodded, shuffled forward on his knees.  Faced with the very part of the girl he had fantasized about for years, his hand instinctively returned to his dick.  After all, every other time he’d envisioned this, that’s where his hand had ended up.

But she ordered it away.  “Hands off, Jack!” she said.  “I tell you when to cum, remember?”

He didn’t even nod, this time, just snatched the hand away, finished his approach on his knees, parking his shoulders between her legs.  He bent his face toward her pussy, inhaling the unfamiliar, but pleasant scent for the first time in his life. 

“Lick me, Jack,” Pria commanded.  “Make me cum.”

Joy-Ann was still filming, but as Jack’s face pressed toward Pria’s cunt, she gave up on her breasts, cut straight to what she really wanted, passing the phone to her left hand, flipping her skirt up and jamming her right hand beneath her panties to get at her clit.  Both Susie and Cathy watched this with astoundment, but what the hell?  Cathy had already masturbated that day, watching Jack spray his cum in room 114.  She’d had to be subtle about it then, but if Pria was about to get off, and Jack was about to get off, and Joy-Ann had cast all decorum aside, why couldn’t she?  She scrabbled for the safety pin that held up her kilt, unclasped it, flipped both sides open, leaving her sitting in just her panties.  She stood straight away, shot these down past her knees, revealing a cutely trimmed  pussy, sat again beside Pria and dug her fingers in between her own legs.  It was enough to distract Jack for a moment, head actually withdrawing to get the full picture, but Pria clasped the back of his skull.

“Uh-uh,” she told him.  “You’re all mine now, Jack.  Make me cum and make yourself cum on me when I tell you.”

She drew his face forcefully into her, his tongue flattening out on her lips, tasting pussy for the first time.  He’d seen enough porn to know about the clitoris, and he ran his tongue up along her, flicking the tip of his tongue about her bud as he reached the apex, making her shudder.

All but one of them were working towards orgasm, now.  Even Jack, hands free, had to fight to keep from spilling his seed as his tongue tickled and lapped at Pria’s cunt.  Only Susie hadn’t yet joined in.  She felt faint with lust, to see all of this happening before her, but she’d started that day more innocent than any of them.

Pria’s eyes opened to slits, turning to regard Susie with lustful amusement.  She said, “Go ahead, Susie.  You know you want to.  Fuck yourself.  Let yourself cum with the rest of us.”

The girl looked stunned by these words, almost frozen, but her hand had begun sliding toward her sex, seemingly of its own volition.  Pria had a harsh charisma, and a supreme confidence.  Her suggestion sounded like an invitation that couldn’t be denied. 

Pria capped it with an urgent whisper.  “Make yourself cum while I watch.”   

It was the filthy command that broke the camel’s back.  Susie reclined on the bench,  spreading her legs to either side of it, propping herself on one elbow to maintain her view of everything.  She drew up her skirt, jammed a single small finger in beside her panties, started plunging it in and out of herself. 

Pria grinned in triumph and rode Jack’s tongue.

The room was nothing but the sound of moans and panting and the squish and squelch of wet body parts making contact.  Pria felt her climax coming, fought it back, wanting to prolong the moment.

Joy-Ann cracked first.  It had been the most overtly sexual day any of them had ever experienced, and her need had been building since the first moment the bared buttocks of the boy in the box had been revealed to them, had intensified beyond anything she’d ever known when she’d felt that boy’s cock come to life in her hands, twitching and pulsing like a frantic snake as it shot its load all over her fist.  She all but shouted her orgasm now, hips thrusting violently toward Pria and Jack, barely keeping the camera upright.

The sound of it, the sight of it, brought Cathy over the edge.  Her climax came in a relentless series of exclamations of, “Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod!” As it reached its peak, her eyes clenched, her whole body clenched, and she jammed three fingers hard up inside of herself, ass leaving the seat, dropping her forward, naked, onto her knees.

Susie went next, feet lifting from the floor, knees locking so loud they popped, legs then spasming and shaking as she jabbed that tiny finger in and out of herself, full force.

Pria, who’d watched all three in sequence, and who was still struggling to hold on despite Jack’s hot tongue on her cunt, could hold back no further.  She ordered Jack, “Oh, fuck, Jack, fucking cum on me!  Keep licking and cum on me!”

He grabbed hold of his cock, blasted off with just four pumps.  Pria felt his hot sperm striking her leg, and that was it.  She gripped his head in both hands, pulling him hard into her pussy, grinding herself across his face.  She came with openly savage grunts, one hand finally releasing him, palm pounding fiercely on the wood of the bench.

The five of them were left panting in a room that reeked of sex, their senses slowly filtering back to them.

It was Cathy who started to laugh first.  All of them had lost control, and here they all were, classmates, friends, sexual organs on display, coming down from their collective orgasmic high.  If that didn’t merit a laugh, what did?  Joy-Ann joined in, finally adding, “Well, that was different!”  Which got all of them laughing.

They didn’t need the threat of exposing the photos and footage anymore, and none of them brought it up again.  At least, not yet.  When Pria told Jack simply that she expected him to service any of them any time they asked, he didn’t disagree.  He figured he’d be serviced in return, so it sounded like a mutually beneficial arrangement.

They dressed hastily after that, hoping their group climax hadn’t been overheard.  The door to the change room was still locked, but nobody showed up, so it was a fair bet that much of the faculty was cleared out, at least from this portion of the building.  Best not to press their luck.


Chapter Three

Cathy offered to walk Jack home, as they lived so close together.  He confessed to her that he still needed to do one thing, and double checked on his I-Pad that room 114 was now empty.  She asked him what they were looking at, and when he told Cathy about the hidden cell phone she exclaimed, “No way!  You filmed the whole thing?  So you knew that we knew it was you!”

“Yeah,” Jack admitted.

“Can I get a copy of the video?” she asked him, and he agreed, provided she promised to share Joy-Ann’s video with him whenever she received it.

They fetched his cell phone, stopped the recording, and the two of them walked home together.

His parents often worked late, especially mid-week, and when he and Cathy reached his place, he knew they were still out by the absence of their cars.  It wasn’t unexpected.

“They’re not home?” she checked.

“Nope.  Probably not for a few hours.”

“Then, did you mean what you said to Pria?  About...  servicing us, whenever we ask?”

“Are you in need of my services?”

“After today?  Always,” she told him.

He took her inside, got them each a glass of water.  The events in the girls’ change room had been hard work, especially for him.  He then guided her to the couch, sat her down, sat beside her.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Um...”  But she felt suddenly shy.  This was the neighbour boy she’d known all her life, after all.

“Cathy,” Jack reassured her.  “You’ve seen me cum twice today.  And I may not have caught the finale, because Pria had me occupied, but I’ve already seen you naked and seen you touch yourself.  You don’t have to be embarrassed to ask for-”

The speech must have been convincing, though, because she cut him off before she could lose her nerve.  “I want you to do to me what you did to Pria.”

He smiled and promised, “That’s not a problem.”

She opened her kilt once again, fanning it to either side of herself on the sofa.  She wore simple, white cotton panties and despite all that had happened today, the sight of her there, revealing even just this secret to him, took Jack’s breath momentarily away.  This day had started like any other, but had seen him through a sexual tsunami culminating in this.  His childhood playmate, stripping herself of her clothes, and requesting he bring her to orgasm orally.  She lifted her hips, shimmied the panties down.  Her pussy was neat and trimmed, blonde as the hair on her head.  His pulse was pounding, staring at it this close.

“I’ve never done this before,” she told him.  “Have you?”

This made him smile.  He looked up at her, reminded, “Well, I mean, once...”

She smiled at that, too.  He was on his knees in front of her now, still wearing his school uniform, though the front of it was tenting out.  She looked down at herself, asked him, nervously, “Is it pretty?”

He didn’t need to look again to verify, but he did anyway, both because yes, it was beautiful, and because he knew first hand it was exciting to be looked at.  “It’s lovely,” he promised, and bent in towards her.

“I’m nervous,” she confessed.  “Be gentle.”

Her back arched and she hissed in an intake of breath the moment his tongue tip touched her, and he withdrew, looking up at her, asking, “Is that okay?”

“Yep!” she reassured him, her eyes wide with pleasant surprise.  “That’s very...  that’s...  keep doing that.”

So he went back to work, touching his tongue down on her lips, sliding their length.  She tasted different than Pria had, somewhat sweeter, and he marvelled at it.  And the sounds she made, marking her sexual arousal, were higher pitched, less guttural.  When he turned his tongue’s attention on her clitoris, she whimpered.  After a few moments, he withdrew, said, “I want to try something.  Is that okay?”

“Jack,” she told him through heaving breaths, “You can do whatever the fuck you want.”

He bent his face back to her privates but added his middle finger now, first touching lightly around her opening, just beneath his tongue, then gently and slowly inserting it.  Her moan was a quiet song, as he touched the pad of his finger to the inside front wall of her cavity.

“Ohmygod,” started the chorus again, and he couldn’t help but smile.  She managed to gasp out, “This is only your second time?”

He nodded, kept licking, finger pulsing softly in and out of her, touching again and again on that same spot that seemed to give her so much pleasure.

Her voice rose in intensity as she exclaimed, “Fuck, dude, you should open a clinic!”  Her legs rose into the air, then wrapped around his shoulders.  She unconsciously fit her hands to his head as Pria had done, not as forcefully, pelvis flexing to meet his tongue and touch.  “Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmyfuckinggod!”  Her hips shook, feet thrumming upon his back.  Even the chorus of pseudo-prayer stopped, turning into a long drawn out cry of, “Ooooohhhhhh!”  Then she collapsed back onto the couch, breath still coming in heaves and hitches.

He continued what he was doing until she put gentle force into her grip, pulling his face away.  He let his finger slide out of her, too.

She was looking at him with dazed eyes and something that wanted to be a smile but was too tired.  “Thank you,” she said, then added, “You’re really fucking good at that.”

“Beginner’s luck,” he assured her.

She lay there for a moment, basking in the revelation of sensation more intense than she’d ever been able to bestow upon herself.  But finally she asked him, “Do you want me to...”

“If you want,” he said.

And she promised, “Oh, I really, really want.”

He didn’t hesitate this time, just stood and undid his pants, pulling everything down, kicking it aside.  His penis was already erect as he sat on the couch beside her, and she rolled over to lay her head on his pectoral, looking down at what he was offering, reaching out, fingers brushing lightly up and down his privates.

“I like this,” she whispered.

“What?  My dick or what we’re doing?”

“Both,” she said, and smiled that same tired smile.  She continued what she was doing, just enjoying the feel of him, before turning her eyes up on his face, asking, “Did you mean what you said?  About...  thinking about all of us?”

“You mean...  when I do what you’re doing?”

“Yeah.”

“Um.  Mostly.  I definitely thought about you from time to time.”

Her smile intensified.  “Really?”

“Yeah.  Why?  Did you think about me?”

She blushed, turned her face away from his, back down to his privates.  “Of course.”  She wrapped her hand gently around him now, began softly pulling as she’d seen him do back in the change room.

“Really?” he asked, as she had.

“Of course,” she laughed.  “We’ve known each other forever.  You’re good looking.  And you always know what you’re doing.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, you seem like you do.  You’re, like, my super cool neighbour.  In fact...”  She hesitated, so he prompted her, and she finally said, “I...  Did you know...  You know our backyards are kind of close together.”

“Yeah.”

“Well...  did you know that if you stand on the picnic table in my backyard that you can see into your bedroom?”

“What?” he demanded, and she laughed again.

“Yup.  On tiptoe, I can see your whole bed.  Don’t worry.  You were always a little too good about closing your blinds.  I never saw anything.”

“Okay...”

“But I used to try sometimes.  I’d stand out there for hours, waiting for you to show up, watching you when you finally did.  And then, after you lowered the blinds...  I’d pretend I could still see.  I’d pretend I’d watch you take off your clothes.  Sometimes I’d pretend you’d do to yourself what I’m doing to you right now.”

“Really?” he asked, and his voice was soft like hers now.  He could picture her, out there, picturing him.

When she supplied, “And then I’d do to myself what I’m doing to you right now,” he knew he wasn’t going to take long.

She asked, “Do you mind if I just use my hand?  I want to watch for real this time.  And I want to know that I made it happen.”

He grunted an affirmation, and then a few moments later, as her grip and the pace of her pull intensified, he was grunting even harder, spilling his seed out onto his stomach and across her fingers.  It was his third time that day, so there wasn’t a lot, but the orgasm was intense and she seemed pleased.  She brought her hand to her face, tasted tentatively the cum on her knuckles.  “Yep, salty,” she confirmed.

They cleaned up and dressed and she told him, “I wish we’d figured out this arrangement a whole lot sooner.”

“Yeah, you and me both”

If the day unfolded as it typically did, his parents still weren’t likely home for another hour, so Cathy suggested they check out the video he’d made in room 114.  He still didn’t even know if it had recorded properly, so he agreed, bringing out his laptop so they’d have a larger screen to watch on.  He downloaded the file, then pressed play, and yes, there it was, room 114, starting with the image of his face, and the sound of scrape and scuff as he attempted to position the cell phone in a way that would show off the bulk of the room while still keeping the phone hidden.

They fast forwarded through the long opening of darkness in the room, pressing play as the teachers entered.  He pointed out what Ms. Wells had done, lowering the temperature in the room to ensure that his dick would be as small as possible before displaying it to the class.

“That was mean,” Cathy agreed.

They fast forwarded again, right to the point that the box was first opened, and then skimmed through to various points.  Because it was such a wide shot, his privates weren’t fully visible on the screen until the girls had gotten him erect.  Despite everything that had transpired, he blushed when it became so, reliving the humiliation of the moment.  Cathy smiled, though, even touching the image of his penis on the screen, turning to him, saying, “Don’t be embarrassed.  It’s gorgeous.”  Which made him feel somewhat better.

As the video progressed through the various stages of his arousal, and especially when it reached the point where Susie and Joy-Ann were tending to him, Joy-Ann with her hand wrapped around his cock, Susie with one hand on his balls, the other playing with his ass, both of their breathing picked up.  When he finally climaxed on screen, cum shooting several feet to spatter on Pria’s desk, Cathy whispered, “I’m really gonna want a copy of this.”

“You enjoyed it?” he asked, and when she nodded, he said, “I know.”  He pointed to her in the shot, the cross of her legs, the pulsing rhythm she was maintaining, and her final clench and spasm.  She blushed severely, covering her face with one hand, and when he asked if she was doing what he thought she was doing she nodded, hand still in place.

“Come on, dude,” she implored, when she had finally removed the hand, her face still crimson.  “Think about what I was looking at!”

Harkening back to what she’d said about her exploits on her picnic table, he said, “I guess you finally got to see what you’d been wanting to see.”

To which she responded, “Oh, if I’d have known that was you, I would never have been able to keep it that subtle.”

He laughed.

They kept watching, right through to the point the class left, watched as Ms. Wells retrieved the yearbook, sat on the floor and, eyes roaming from his photo to his penis, dipping her hand under her skirt.

Cathy paused the playback.  “You know she likes you,” she said to him.

“What?  She fucking hates me.  Trust me.”

“Trust me,” Cathy said.   She gestured to the screen, the frozen image of Ms. Wells, hand tucked up between her legs.  She said, “First of all, exhibit A.  And second of all, you couldn’t see her face as clearly as I could through that class.  Honestly, that’s part of what got me turned on.  She’s supposed to be a teacher, she’s supposed to be all clinical and withdrawn.  But she was checking out your junk almost constantly, and she took every opportunity she could to touch it.”

“She also took every opportunity she could to humiliate me,” he answered.

“And how’s that any different than the way you treat girls you like?” she asked.  “You used to tease me all the time.  And...  look, I’m not jealous, I think it’s really fucking hot that we’ve got this sort of agreement going on.  I live about eighty feet away, so I’m pretty sure I’m gonna get the best end of the stick, so to speak.  But I know you’ve got a thing for Pria.  Fuck, I’ve almost got a thing for Pria.  She’s like a cover model.  But you tease her relentlessly, make fun of her all the time.  Is that because you hate her?”

“No,” he confessed.

“No.  And probably Ms. Wells is angry.  Angry because you put her job in jeopardy when you put her on the spot in front of the whole class.  And angry because...  Well, if I had to guess, because she’s got this hot, brash kid in her class that she’d really like to fuck, only she knows she can’t.”

He looked at her dubiously.

“Maybe I’m wrong,” Cathy shrugged.  “But, the chick on this screen looks like she’s ready to bring herself off while staring at your dick, so I’m just saying.”

He frowned, pressed play again, watched as the four girls, Cathy included, returned to the room, watched as they had their conversation with Ms. Wells, watched as she told them who he was and granted permission for them to photograph him. 

After a few moments of that, Cathy said, “I’m sorry we blackmailed you.”

He sighed, nodded.  It had been a pretty evil maneuver.  But he couldn’t argue with how things had turned out, so he said, “It all worked out.”

“And you don’t have to do what I say,” Cathy added.  “Despite what Pria says.  I want you to do what you want.  I’m glad that at least a part of you wants me.”

He glanced at her, took in the apology in her eyes.  She’d always been cute, and he’d always known it, but here in his living room, backlit by the sunlit drapes, she looked like an angel.  He was about to say it when they both heard his father’s car pulling into the driveway.

They killed the video, closed up the laptop, scoured the sofa for any signs of what they’d been up to.  As his father made his way up the driveway, Jack warned her, “This could be bad.  Sister Cantrell said she talked to them.” 

They exchanged a single quick kiss just before the door opened, then stepped back to respectful distances. 

His father gave them a surprised but not angry look as he entered.  While he’d been used to Cathy’s presence when she was younger, she hadn’t been inside their house for several years.

“Hello, Cathy,” he said, and she returned a quick, “Hello, Mr. Nelson.”

There were a few more exchanged pleasantries, during which Jack’s confusion mounted, even an invitation to dinner before she insisted that she really had to get home. 

Jack watched from the living room window as she walked down the driveway, gray kilt flapping about her toned thighs.  He watched till she had disappeared from sight.


Chapter Four

Jack’s father didn’t bring up his son’s discipline at school that day, nor did his mother over dinner, and as the evening wore on he began to suspect that not only had they not been privvy to the specifics of what he’d been made to endure, but that Sister Cantrell had likely not contacted them at all.  Did he really believe his parents would have consented to such an activity?  And even if they had, as the sister had claimed, left his punishment in her hands, the mere act of a phone call from the school would have merited a severe scolding when they saw him that night.  He thought back to the way the sister’s eyes had refused to meet his after class, about how readily she’d consented to his payment when he’d demanded it.  She’d sat through his punishment with eager eyes, been witness to an orgasm that he’d hardly been in a position to consent to, yea or nay.  And he guessed now that she hadn’t been motivated by disciplinary desires, at all.  Mrs. Rose had presented her an opportunity in the form of a mere suggestion and, seed planted, it had grown in the sister’s sexually repressed mind till she’d been blinded by the sinful lust of it, the power of it, the lust of having that power over a student that she claimed both to admire and to need humbling.  She’d not just gone beyond what the curriculum allowed, she might very well have broken the law.  Then again, he was a legal adult, and he had signed his consent.  Still...  Jack wondered if he couldn’t have gotten three thousand dollars, had he demanded it.  If word of who had been in the box ever got out, at the very least, the good sister would probably lose her job.

After dinner, Jack excused himself to his bedroom.  He looked once out his window, toward Cathy’s house.  She wasn’t on the picnic table, if he’d been expecting her to be, and though he could see various lights on in her house, she was nowhere in evidence.  He drew the blinds, sat on his bed and opened his laptop.

The day was still a whirlwind in his mind.  When he’d gotten up this morning he’d not yet been with a woman (though he’d frequently claimed otherwise to his friends), and he’d had no reason to suspect that this would be the day that changed.  He’d gone from there to his public use and humiliation in the box, to the girls’ change room where he’d been further humiliated and blackmailed for the sexual pleasure of four very cute teens, then back to his house where he’d experienced something much more tender and intimate with Cathy.   Maybe that was why she was the part of his day his brain kept wanting to dwell on.  And taken collectively, it was hardly any surprise that these events had left this eighteen year old boy, even after three orgasms, horny as hell.

He brought up the video of 114, scrubbed through to the part where the girls first got their hands on him, touching, exploring, measuring and playing.  He thought about his promise to send this to Cathy, thought about what she would do, alone in her own bedroom, while watching his naked humiliation.  He was instantly hard again, and because he knew his parents were too conscientious to ever enter his room without knocking, he simply stripped off his pants and took himself in hand.  He watched as Ms. Wells demonstrated to Susie the proper way to fondle his penis, recognized, not for the first time, that that hadn’t been, strictly speaking, professional behaviour.  He watched as Joy-Ann and Susie boldy claimed the right to bring him to climax, and then used his body for their own wicked amusement, watched as his cum flew at Pria, her expression of shock and glee.  And he watched with particular interest as Cathy’s secret masturbation brought her to orgasm.

He watched through, too, as the class was dismissed and Ms. Wells played her little game of match the penis to the yearbook photo, watched as she reached for herself before being interrupted.  He watched and listened as her anger mounted, not just as she was told that Jack often made reference to her sexually, but that, in essence, she shouldn’t take it personally, as he treated many of the girls in the class the same way.  He wondered just for a moment if Cathy hadn’t been right, if maybe part of Ms. Wells’ anger had been motivated by jealousy.  But it was a stupid thought, and he dismissed it when he saw her enact her revenge, revealing his identity to the four young girls.

He watched as Mrs. Rose returned, watched as she and Ms. Wells resealed the box, then wheeled him from the room.  And that was where his knowledge of what had transpired in room 114 ended.  Well, almost.  He had checked on the feed once, after he’d been returned to the store room, had seen Ms. Wells sitting at her desk.  She’d been looking, he believed, at his yearbook photo again. 

He fast-forwarded now to the point where Ms. Wells returned to the empty room, noted how she shut the door behind herself and then double checked that the curtains were still completely drawn.  After that, on his laptop monitor, she walked back to the front of the classroom, took a seat in the desk Pria had occupied, and stared at the space Jack had held in his box.  He saw her lick her lips, then shake her head angrily, dismissively, as if trying to clear away some set of impure thoughts.  He saw her get up from the desk, march toward the teacher’s desk, then stop halfway, walking slowly and guiltily back to the front of the class.  And he saw her take one knee, eyes casting over the floor, finally dropping one finger to touch on what he could only assume was some remnant of his semen that Susie and Cathy had missed.  He saw her run it between two fingers, bring it to beneath her nostrils.

Had Cathy been right?  Was there some element of Ms. Wells that was sexually attracted to the brazen boy in her class?  Or was she just aroused by what had transpired, by the sexual torment she had not just allowed but facilitated on a constrained boy not so much younger than herself?  As if in support of this last thought, he saw her reach out, hand grasping only air, but miming what could only be a grip on the boxed boy’s penis.  She made a few perfunctory tugs, a naughty smile coming to her lips.  Then she stood abruptly, returning to the teacher’s desk, taking up a seat behind it.  She dragged what he knew to be the yearbook toward her, flipped through the pages until she came to the group of photos that he presumed included his own.  Whether he was right about that or not, she fixated on one of the photos, in the top right of the righthand page.

He paused the video, squinting, trying to be sure.  But the shot was too wide, that small detail too pixelated.  So he got up from the bed, went to the closet and rooted through a box for his own copy of the yearbook.  He brought this back to the bed, opened it, searched for his photo.  He found it.  In the topright corner of a righthand page.  He compared the book in his hands to the book on the screen, couldn’t be 100% positive.  But was there really any doubt?  She had known the identity of the boy whose penis she had touched, and he’d just seen her secretly miming a handjob performed on that same phantom boy.  And, hell, when he had been in the room, genitals exposed, she had sat before him, had been on the verge of masturbating while comparing yearbook photo to dick.  Was there really any doubt?

He pressed play again, watched her.  Somewhere around now is when he had been in the storeroom, checking the feed.  The Jack of that time was about four minutes from being ambushed by four sexually deviant schoolgirls.  The Ms. Wells of that time was just sitting there, hands beneath the desk, staring at a photo.  But was she just sitting?  Trained as he was by now through an examination and re-examination of Cathy’s subtle public masturbation technique, he watched her shoulders and arms, her face, for any minute sign of activity.  And yes, now that he was taking the time for a detailed investigation, he thought he could detect it.  A tiny twitch to her shoulders, a shake to the folds on the arms of her blouse, shadows altering and reforming just a little, but with a regular and increasing rhythm.  Her lips moved subtly, as though she were speaking to someone, though the camera hadn’t picked up the words, eyes dropping to slits, then lifting periodically to the door.  She’d been interrupted once, so perhaps it wasn’t any wonder she was confining her activity to something that could be readily disengaged and concealed should another party come into the room.  But even as he watched, her range of motion was increasing, and he became certain that yes, Ms. Wells was masturbating.  Her body twitched, once, twice, and then her right arm was moving with more purpose, and she was leaning into the desk at the waist, neck craned back, eyes perpetually on the door now, to be certain she wouldn’t be caught.  But even that last precaution was tossed away as her orgasm mounted.  She stood suddenly from the chair, revealing to his camera that beneath the desk her skirt had been hiked, her panties down, just above her knees.  Both hands were between her legs, completely blocking his view of her vagina, right hand grinding at her clit, left shoving multiple fingers up inside herself.  Her mouth was a slack O, eyes still on the door but no longer focused.  And then she was doubling over, grunting something out, some garbled words, even as she surely strove to keep them quiet.

Jack, on his bed, was jerking his dick hard, but as she collapsed back into her seat, he pulled his hand away, wanting to relive that moment, to coincide his orgasm with hers.  He also wanted to see if he could figure out what she was saying.

He fit his earphones into his computer so he could crank up the volume, pressed play again, watched her fold into her orgasm, drooling out something that sounded like, “Ofugjk.”  Again.  “Ofugjk.”  He didn’t know for sure if it was just his own horniness speaking, his wishful thinking, but under the circumstances, he chose to believe that pretty Ms. Wells, who treated him with nothing but hostility in class, had just fucked herself to an orgasm that peaked on the slurred words, “Oh, fuck, Jack!” 

He rewound it one more time, pressed play, watched her stand from the chair so quickly that it bounced behind her, watched her pretty face scrunch up as she slurred out his name, digging her fingers inside herself, and then he was coming too, for the fourth time that day, cock spasming dry, just a bead of sperm left in him.

Then he collapsed back into the bed, wondering just what he should do with all that he’d learned today.

As if on cue, his inbox chimed the arrival of a letter from Cathy.  He mopped himself up, pulled back on his pants before opening it.

It was a link to the video Joy-Ann had made in the change room.  The accompanying letter read, “So, I guess maybe I’m a voyeur.  Just between you and me, I’ve jilled off twice already watching this, both times especially enjoying when you go down on Pria.  You made that bitch cum hard.  Please send me the classroom video, and maybe if any of the girls ask you to do something to them, just call me and describe it after?  Or better yet, let me watch.  P.S. I love what you did to me on the couch and I hope you’ll to do it again ASAP.  I’m pretty sure I’m going for round three right now, and I don’t even need the video.  Just going to remember your gorgeous eyes down between my legs.  C”

He’d been anticipating the video from Cathy, was looking forward to watching and reliving his time in the change room.  But he didn’t even open it now, just read and re-read her letter.  By the third read through, despite having completed his fourth orgasm of the day only minutes before, he found himself hard again.  His fifth orgasm came on cue, picturing his pretty little neighbour, in her bedroom, just two backyards down, pleasuring herself, whimpering out whatever quiet and secretive versions of “Ohmygod” she mustered in the home she occupied with her parents. 

Although he had no way to know it, this long day of non-stop sexual upheaval was only the opening tremor that signaled major changes to come in his life.  By the end of the week, his entire understanding of love and sex would be turned on its head.

He fell asleep to a quiet memory from earlier that day that wasn’t even sexual.  It was Cathy in his living room, hair haloed in the afternoon light, looking like an angel. 
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