Eric’s first day of high school
By Ewong
High school can be a troubling time for teenagers. Hormones raging, pressure to make the grade, and the fact that it is the last years many people have before becoming responsible adults. Eric was no exception. In fact, he was exceptional. Let me explain. Eric is a certified genius. When he was able to read at age three, and could teach Algebra by age eight, everyone knew he was destined for greatness. 

He had skipped elementary school and went straight to middle school in his younger years. He was an outcast at age seven, but many students felt like he was their younger brother. That is, until he finished a year’s worth of material in the first month. Now ten years old, he was heading to high school. At least for a little while…
Eric woke up as he always did. His four-foot five-inch body slid out of bed and headed to the bathroom to brush his teeth with his Spider-Man toothbrush. Even though he was extremely knowledgeable, he still was, socially and mentally, a child. Being an outcast, he found refuge in comic books and movies. His parents felt like he ought to handle more mature stories since he was able to comprehend complex storylines, and had given him free reign to watch anything he pleased that fit within his current level of intelligence. For example, since he is attending school with 14-year-olds, he is able to watch PG-13 rated movies.

Only one thing he had yet to experience that every high school freshman had already was puberty. Eric was a late bloomer in the body-development area. He hadn’t hit his growth spurt yet or sprouted any body hair. It wasn’t a concern of his, as he wasn’t very social anyway. Although he had read everything there is to know about human development, he had yet to experience any of it first hand. Literally, he had never even gotten sexually aroused yet. However, for the gifted young Eric, the cruel hand of fate had something sinister brewing for the naïve boy.

Eric got dressed in his normal white with brown stripes polo shirt, and beige shorts. His parents were a bit too trusting in his intelligence, so they let him take the bus to school. A bus filled with not only freshmen, but upperclassmen as well. When Eric boarded the bus, there were many hecklers taunting him, asking if he’d gotten on the wrong bus. Eric found a seat in the front and rode silently to campus.
Once there, he giddily found his homeroom and went about navigating the crowded hallways. Being small may be a disadvantage when navigating among larger people, but Eric was no ordinary person. He was able to statistically analyze the crowd’s movement and time his actions perfectly so that he was able to get to the classroom quicker than anyone else.

He received his “schedule for the month”, as he liked to think of it. However, it was taking him a bit longer to complete courses of late, some took him three months, which his parents thought was no big deal, but it worried Eric a little. He glanced at his first class…
“GYM?! GGGYYYMMMM?!!!” he belted out in frustration.

“I am a certified genius! I should be beyond such pedestrian activities as GYM!”

Even though he was a genius, he was a bit arrogant. His gift was his only defining quality, and he felt it made him superior to everyone. The kind teacher supervising his homeroom period kindly explained that it was mandatory by the government, and therefore the school, that all students pass a physical education class that made students exercise instead of reading books and memorizing charts.

Eric wanted to call the school board to have them change their policy, but he concluded that the government regulates such things because they want their students to have a well-rounded education. He folded his schedule into his back pack, and when the bell rang, he headed to the Gym.
Arriving at the boys’ locker room, the instructor was passing out uniforms to the class, explaining that no one was allowed to wear plain clothes in the gym, as it can be a safety hazard. The large man called roll as he passed out the shirts and shorts to the students. When it was Eric’s turn, he wasn’t sure what to make of the uniform.

“Excuse me sir, I think there’s been a mistake.” He said in his most authoritative voice.

“Oh, almost didn’t see you there, Squirt. What seems to be the problem?”

“My uniform is much too big. I can’t possibly wear this.”

“Let me see…Oh, I think I see the problem. Your parents filled in the order form, but didn’t specify that the sizes should be for youth, not adult. Well, it will take two and half months to order a new uniform, so for the time being, just make do with that if you can.”
Eric figured he’d be out of the class in about two months, so re-ordering a uniform seemed futile. He shrugged off his clothes and stood with his tidy whiteys on show. Some of the upperclassmen had to retake the class for being disruptive or missing too many classes. These guys were troublemakers, and they just so happened to notice Eric. A scheme began to form as they saw him dress.

The shirt was so long it may as well be a dress on him, but the shorts were worse. He had to not only tie the drawstring, but also fold over the waistband so the legs of the shorts won’t drag on the ground. This caused some undue strain on the thin rope holding the shorts up. He wanted desperately to tuck his shirt into the shorts, but they were too tight now to try anything.

He rushed out of the locker room, and found the class doing stretches. Try as he might, he felt his movement hindered by the waistband of the shorts. One of the older troublemakers, Mike, noticed and whispered to his friends. They knew the routine of the class, so they waited for the right time to hatch their plan. 
After stretches, the coach made them play dodgeball. It was a simple game, and not much supervision was needed. It being the first day and all, the coach let the students play amongst themselves until it was ten minutes before the end of class. The Gym had a special bell that rang to signify that it was time to meet back with the gym coach. As a last thing to do, he had the students run two laps around the gym and then shower.

Eric was already sweating from dodgeball. The bigger kids were able to throw harder and run faster, so he hardly made it through. He jogged around the gym once before he realized that there were people jogging next to him.
Mike snapped his fingers as they rounded the corner next to the bleachers. They were the last ones running, so no one saw them. Mike then had his goons lift Eric up off the ground by his arms. Eric was too tired to fight it and only tried to talk his way out of the situation.

“Hey. I’m not gonna hurt you. I wanna help. Here, take a drink. It seems like you needed a rest.” Mike said, holding out a bottle of water.

Eric took a long swig, and emptied the bottle. He thanked Mike for his kindness and asked to be let down.

“Well, you seem a bit overheated, man. Maybe we should help cool you off a bit!”

Mike then found the waistband to the shorts and gave a grand tug downwards. He only wanted to take off the boy’s shorts, but since the waistband was so tight, he was able to pull down his underpants as well. Eric was too shocked to scream. He felt the drawstring of his shorts break, and then his underpants being pulled down with the baggy shorts. Mike was able to pull the two garments off the boy’s shoes and quickly ran to the locker room, with his goons following behind.
Eric felt the air circulating around his privates and wasn’t sure what to do. He figured that he may as well run back to the locker rooms to change into his normal clothes. At least he will have something covering him more adequately than a long t-shirt.

Meanwhile, back in the locker room showers, Mike’s goons asked why he had Eric drink his water.

“Oh, I didn’t just have water in there. That guy’s day is gonna either be the best he’s ever had or the longest day of his life!”
“What did you put in there, man? We could get in trouble if you gave him alcohol.”

“Oh, I just gave him a new Erectile Dysfunction drug my dad’s been working on.”

“What? Won’t that kill the kid?”

“Not if you have a dad who’s a doctor and leaves his medical textbooks around. I have a bunch of the stuff, so I just check to see what the maximum dosage a person his size should have, and dialed it back a bit. Either way, I can’t wait to see the look on that kid’s face as he finds out he’s gonna have a day-long boner!”

As Eric made his way to the locker room, the strangest thing happened. He suddenly felt the tip of his young penis poking at his t-shirt. Not sure what to make of it, he looked down to see what had happened. He was shocked to discover that his penis was erect and poking at his shirt. He had never had an erection before, and stood marveling at it. He then remembered that he was half naked in school, and ran into the locker room, trying to hide his aroused state. Though, cupping your penis doesn’t exactly make you inconspicuous. 
Eric made for his locker, but before he could open it, the coach blew his whistle and intoned that every student has to take a shower. Eric found a nearby towel and wrapped it around his waist. He then took off his shirt and laid it on the bench. He hurriedly walked to the showers where Mike and his friends were finishing. 

Eric turned his lower body so that neither the boys nor the coach could see the tent he’s pitched with his towel. Mike knew by the look on Eric’s face that his plan worked. He felt a bit guilty of doing this to the boy on his first day, but he figured it would be a learning experience, albeit while he cleared out Eric’s locker and only left his backpack and the uniform shirt.

Eric looked at the clock and knew he had to get dressed soon. However, he couldn’t in his aroused state. By his research, he knew the quickest way to get rid of an erection was to think of something that won’t arouse you. He quickly thought of bad grades: nothing happened. Kissing his grandma: nothing happened. Finally, he imagined the coach naked: still nothing! Eric was perplexed at why his penis was still erect. He then remembered that the surefire way to get rid of an erection was through masturbation.
“I can’t masturbate here, can I? It’s too weird.” He thought. He glanced at the clock and saw that he had only five minutes to get to his next class, which he wasn’t sure what it was yet. 

He acted on instinct and grabbed hold of his penis. He started stroking and since it was his first time, he wasn’t sure what to do, or if it was even working. Once he felt his heart start to race, and his breath quicken, he knew he was on the right track. Unfortunately, he let out a groan that alerted the coach, who had to interrupt him before he climaxed.

“Are you touching yourself in there, boy?” the man asked, hoping he was just hearing things.

“Uhhh..Um..no.” came the shaky answer.

“Turn around with your hands where I can see them, and if you have a stiffy, boy…I don’t know what you kids think about these days that you think it’s okay to touch yourself in a common shower! Ugh.”
Eric held up his hands and slowly turned around. He silently willed his erection to go away, to no avail. His ministrations had made it more difficult to go away. As his erect member entered the coach’s frame of sight, The grown man turned away and ordered Eric to put on a towel and go to his office.

Eric found a towel and wrapped it around himself as best he could. He sat in the coach’s office and waited what his punishment will be.

“For a smart kid, that was the dumbest thing to do. Not only does it make a mess on an otherwise clean floor, your knees could have buckled and you would have fallen and maybe broke something. Since it’s your first day, and that you’re a kid and all, I figure I can let you off with a warning.”

Eric stood up to shake hands with the coach, but his erection had loosened the grip of the towel, and it fell right off, exposing the five-inch bare penis pointing at the coach. 
“Can’t you control yourself, son?” the man asked.

Eric could only shrug and shake his head.

“Wait, this isn’t your first boner is it? It is isn’t it?”

Eric nodded.

“*Sigh* In that case, I can’t have you wanking during class. Seeing as you’re already late to your next lesson, I’ll let you have a courtesy wank in the restroom. I just don’t wanna hear when you do it. Just clean up and flush when you’re done. I’ll have a note for you to take your teacher when you get out. You’re lucky there isn’t a class in here for another hour.”

Eric scurried bare naked into the boy’s restroom and planted his butt on a seat. He calmed down and began to stroke himself. Soon, he shot his load into the toilet and cleaned himself with handfuls of toilet paper. He washed his hands and went to his locker to get dressed. He was horrified to see his locker devoid of everything except his backpack. Feeling very naked, he looked around and saw only his Gym shirt. Pulling it on, he walked back to the coach’s office to tell him that his clothes were stolen.
“You didn’t have a lock on your door did you? A flyer was sent out to all students taking Gym that you need to provide your own lock. I’m sorry, but the school isn’t responsible for stolen property when it is clearly supposed to be locked away.”

Eric sulked for a bit. For the first time in his life he felt inferior. Being talked down to by an adult really made him clam up. He wasn’t sure what it was that made him speechless around people who challenge him. Almost the same way that his penis started becoming erect again.

“What the hell is wrong with you, son? You just jerked it in the restroom, but now it’s up again? We can’t have you running around like that with only a shirt on. I think I may have a solution. It’ll be uncomfortable and maybe painful, but it should work.”

The coach pulled out a roll of duct tape and made Eric tape his erect penis down. A strip was wrapped around his penis, then pulled downward between his legs and reinforced by crossing strips across his scrotum. The effect made Eric’s penis point down, away from sight, but tugged at his testicles.

“Now the issue of clothing. Well, it’s halfway through second period, and I need to get ready for the next class. Since no one can tell you ain’t wearing nothing under there, I’ll just add to the note that you are permitted to wear your Gym clothes to class.”

The shirt reached his knees, and was loose enough that no one would be wiser. He thanked the coach, took the note and put in his back pack. He left the locker room and walked through the empty halls. Everyone was in class already, so he had the hallways to himself. He contemplated why his penis was erect so quickly after ejaculating. He then found where his next class was, and found the room.
It was literature, and Eric already read the assigned books during the summer. He was prepared to do whatever work was presented to him, but now he was a bit sheepish as he entered the room. He felt a breeze on his behind, making him scuffle into the room almost uncontrollably. 

He gave the note to the teacher, who eyed him quizzically before instructing him to take a seat. Unfortunately, Mike was sitting behind the only free seat. Eric shuffled over to the desk and quickly sat down so that if he did accidentally flash his behind at anyone, it would be too quick to notice.

Mike wasn’t sure why he was getting so much pleasure from Eric’s humiliation, but he wanted to embarrass him any chance he got. He asked very loudly why Eric was wearing his gym clothes, and everyone in the class looked in Eric’s direction giggling. The teacher explained what was written on the note, but was suddenly distracted by something out the window.

“Oh, my! What is that?” he interjected. The students turned their heads to the window and many rushed to get a better view. Eric was too preoccupied to care what everyone was doing, but eventually looked over. His mouth dropped open as he saw, waving from the flag pole, was his underwear!

Eric tensed his legs together and had to suppress a groan as he felt the duct tape against his scrotum shift uncomfortably. Mike enjoyed his handy work while everyone else wondered who did it and why someone’s underwear would be hanging from the flag pole in the first place.

The rest of the class passed without any problems, but when everyone got up to leave, Mike decided to have a little fun. Mike pulled the boy into the nearest restroom and locked the door. From his pocket, he produced a small plastic cylinder, about 2 inches long.

“What’s that for?” Eric asked, a bit frightened.

“It’s a vibrating cylinder. I can control it with this remote control. Since you were crafty enough to duct tape your boner, I’m gonna make sure you embarrass yourself in class next period!”

Before Eric could ask how, Mike lifted up the boy’s shirt and ripped a piece of duct tape from his scrotum. The act made Eric wince and almost cry out in pain, but he was too shocked as he saw what Mike was doing. With the small strip of duct tape, Mike was able to fasten it against the underside of the base of Eric’s penis.
Mike then decided to test it out. He took out the remote and turned it on. Eric felt the effects immediately. The vibrations were soft enough that they actually felt good, but that wasn’t good for his aroused state. He knew that if Mike kept it on long enough, he would have an uncontrollable orgasm in class!
Mike pushed the dazed boy into the hallway, and Eric was able to clear his head enough to figure out where he needed to be. His next class was downstairs. He dreaded having so many students be able to see up his shirt and possibly find out his embarrassing secret. He didn’t have a choice as he felt a hand smack his butt, sending him forward. The only way he could keep from falling was to go down the stairs. He resolved to do it as quickly as possible. In a flash, he was down the stairs, and he turned to see Mike with a smirk on his face.

The boy held up the small remote, and suddenly felt the tingle of the vibrator. His knees felt weak, but he caught himself before he fell. Eric stumbled through the hall as he tried to maintain control over his arousal. His eyes were watering, sweat poured over his face, but he kept focusing on finding the classroom. When he felt like he could take no more, he found the room. He hesitated to open the door, but it swung open in front of him. He was surprised to be greeted by a vision of beauty.
An Asian woman, in her mid-twenties, about five feet tall, with big brown eyes, a cute face, and ample bosom stood before the young man. He was eye level with her generous bosom, but he fought his initial reaction to look at them. She smiled at the boy as she gestured for him to come in. He was about to “arrive” right there in front of her, but the vibrations stopped. Eric wasn’t sure if he should feel cheated or relieved. The tingle was replaced by pain as his balls felt the need for release.

Eric found a seat near the back after showing the young teacher the note. She was Ms. Fukusaki, the Pre-Calculus teacher. He would find it difficult to focus in this class, he thought. When other students began to enter the room, he made sure nothing was out of place and that everything was covered. Once the lecture began, Eric was anticipating the vibrator, and was unable to focus on the lecture.
When it didn’t come, he felt a bit relieved until Ms. Fukusaki called him up to demonstrate his knowledge of mathematics as a refresher for the class. Eric, with his abundant knowledge should have been able to complete it in a matter of seconds, but when he picked up the chalk to begin writing, the vibrations began. Caught off guard, Eric dropped the chalk, which made him wonder if he should try to pick it up or not. Bending or kneeling could expose him completely to his class. The growing concern was for how long he would be able to hold on without ejaculating with the vibrator on. 

He hoped his shirt would stay in place as he slowly lowered himself to a crouch. He listened for any giggles or gasps indicating he was showing something he wasn’t supposed to. When none came, he picked up the chalk and stood up. Almost thinking straight, he tried to solve the problem, but his writing became jagged as his building orgasm began to take its toll. He finished the problem and rushed back to his seat.
He breathed a sigh of relief at being able to control himself so well, but he relaxed too much and he suddenly felt his loins tense up and the pressure build in his penis. He had less than a second before he was to ejaculate in class! He looked around for anything that could catch his semen, but found none. He fought as much as he could, but it was fruitless. He leaned back in his chair and gave out a groaning sigh that made everyone look at him funny.

Eric looked at the floor to see where it could have landed, but there was no mess anywhere near him. He looked around to see where it could have gone, and was surprised when he saw a bag under the seat in front of him. The desks in the classroom were college style with individual chairs with their own desks and a metal basket under each seat. The bag belonged to the person in front of him, and it was literally covered with his semen.
Eric wasn’t sure if he should warn the person or not, and when he saw it was a girl, he really didn’t want to tell her that he jizzed on her bag. Eric sat there and hoped that he wouldn’t have another orgasm in class. His erection never went away, but his arousal didn’t return until the end of class. Eric’s embarrassment peaked when the girl went to get her bag from under her seat, and her hand made contact with his semen.
“EWWW!!!!” the girl shrieked. Everyone turned to see what was the matter. Eric stood up and placed his backpack in front of him so that no one could see any evidence of his hard on or the subtle drips coming off his boner. He turned his back to the class as he made his way across the front of the room. He wanted to spare his teacher any possible peeks up his shirt. Unfortunately, that didn’t stop other students from trying to sneak a peek.
A girl in the front row grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his waist. Everyone except the teacher were treated to an unobstructed view of his bare ass. No one said anything, but there were a few giggles before Eric was able to pull his shirt back down.

He breathed a sigh of relief that he wasn’t going to be punished when he heard a distinct female voice shriek “That pervert came on my bag!” He’d been found out, but he was long gone before the teacher tried to find him. He knew Mike was probably looking for him, but he tried to find the best way to his next class, which was…

“Art class?!” Eric thought, “How am I going to be able to keep an orgasm secret when everyone is arranged in a circle? I would be found out for sure!”

He entered the studio carefully, but was dragged behind a curtain. He tried to fight until he heard a Mike’s voice.
“Hey buddy! How was it coming in class? I’m sure you don’t want that to happen again, right? Well neither do I. I want to give that vibe to my girl this weekend, and I don’t need your nerd gravy passing into my girl’s snatch.”

With that, he grabbed the vibrator under Eric’s still stiff member, and yanked it and all the tape clean off. Eric stifled a scream, but he quickly recovered enough to ask what Mike was doing there.

“Well, kid. As you know, this is an art class, and what’s an art class without a nude model?”

“You wouldn’t,” Eric interjected.

“Oh, no. YOU will. I arranged it with the teacher, who happens to be my girl. She just finished college, and she still digs high schoolers. Can’t say the same for you, shrimp. Good luck, and if you want to seem more like a model, I’d change into that robe ASAP. Wouldn’t want everyone to know you’re naked under that shirt, eh?”
Mike then left a scared and very nervous Eric to figure out what to do. He took Mike’s advice and took off his shirt, covering himself with the robe. The problem now was disguising his boner so no one would see it poking at the robe, or worse, through it! He placed his shirt on the hook where the robe was, and looked around for something he could hold or stand behind. There was a table in the middle of the studio, and on it sat a box, decorated like a Christmas gift. He decided it’d have to do, so he stood behind the box while the class entered in front of him and took seats surrounding him in a half-circle.
Soon, the teacher came in and introduced herself to you and the class. Her name was Ms. Willoughby, and she was a looker. A woman in her mid-twenties, she still had an innocence about her that made him almost think she was a student. She had a wave of brown hair cascading around her face and down her back, clearly well maintained. Her body wasn’t magnificent, but she still had it where it counts. He felt his penis quiver a bit, and had to check that he hadn’t nudged the box by accident.

“Okay, students. Welcome to Life Drawing 1,” she began, “Since it’s just the first day, I won’t have you drawing anything today. However, we have been fortunate enough to have a model volunteer for the class. It is made clear that this is just for today, and we will have professional models here during the semester. Let’s have a round of applause for Eric.”
There were some lackluster claps around the room, but Ms. Wiloughby continued.

“As I said, we won’t be drawing today, but since we have a model, I think it’s best to start by seeing a body and seeing how it looks, how the light creates shadows that give definition and character to the body. Of course, it would be better if our model would remove his robe.”

Eric’s heart raced as he pulled the belt loose and let the robe fall to his feet. He closed his eyes and held the box firmly in front of his manhood.

“Since this is a high school class, we won’t have any nude – Eric, you’re naked!!” the young teacher exclaimed.

“Oh, um, I just wasn’t expecting a volunteer to be naked. In a high school no less. Of course, I’ve had several art classes that used nude models, and the nude form doesn’t phase me one bit. Since I want to keep this class PG, I’d advise you to not change your stance or move that box during my presentation. I hope you don’t mind.”
Eric only nodded, as he was too embarrassed to say a word. He thought he was expected to be nude, but Mike clearly set him up again. He had to endure an hour long lecture completely nude while a young woman pointed to parts of his body and remarked how the muscles protruded a certain way, and the shadow lines following different ways, accentuating the naked form and how they needed to pay attention to how they’d draw them for aesthetic effect.
Eric began to sweat being ridiculed as such and being ogled by this attractive woman. Before he lost control, she ended her lecture and draped the robe over Eric, allowing him to put it on and close it without having to bend over to get it. He thanked Ms. Willoughby and headed behind the curtain to change, but when he reached for his shirt, it wasn’t there!

“Oh, was that your shirt? I put it in the laundry as I thought it belonged to the theater department. You see, they use this room for costume fitting and tailoring. I just thought it was a costume or something.”
“But you know I’m naked under this. How am I supposed to go out there? I can’t wear this robe!” Eric exclaimed.

“True, but it is lunch time now, so if you hurry, you can find Michael and get your clothes back, eat lunch and return that robe here before class starts.” She replied.

Eric once again sighed in compliance and picked up his backpack. As he did, he noticed the robe no longer had a belt, and it opened, revealing his erect penis to the hot teacher.

“When Michael said he’d stripped a freshman, I thought he’d meant to the underwear. Now that I get his meaning, it’s too bad I already decided to go steady with him. I think I would’ve liked to get to know YOU a bit better.”
Eric just gave a nervous smile as he closed the robe and half-ran out of the studio. He held the robe shut and a bit away from his erect pecker to avoid having someone discover his aroused state. He looked around for Mike, but he couldn’t find him anywhere. He then figured that Mike would make him enter the cafeteria dressed as he was. Once inside and having to dodge students as he made his way around looking for Mike, he almost gave up. That is, until he felt a powerful tug on the robe behind him, too strong for him to hold the front together, and he felt the robe separating and baring his privates to a group of girls, who he then saw were the cheerleading squad! They giggled as Eric covered his shame and turned to see his tormentor.
“Hey pal, I heard my gal really enjoyed having you in her class. I hope you aren’t gonna steal my girl, or today would be a cake walk compared with what I’d do to you if I hear you even so much as touch her. We clear?”

Eric nodded emphatically, and Mike continued. He let the robe go, and Eric covered himself again.
“Okay, so I bet you’re here for your clothes. Well, here’s a challenge for you. They’re in my gym locker. That’s right. They were in there not two feet from you this morning. That’s the kind of irony I really enjoy. Here’s the deal: I’m giving you the combination and you can go over there and get them, but you’re thinking that this is probably too easy right? So here’s the challenge: we’re gonna head over to the front office where you’ll take that robe off. While you’re getting your clothes back, I’ll return the robe to my gal. We’ll meet back here. Last one here has to drink a bottle of water from my backpack. Agreed?”
Eric nodded, since he felt he had no other choice. The front office was the furthest from the locker room, and Mike’s trip to the art room wasn’t nearly as far. Eric just hoped he wouldn’t get caught. Once at the front office, Mike had Eric take off the robe, then dropped a small paper with the locker combination on it. As Eric bent to pick up the paper, Mike took a picture from behind, then ran off. Eric figured he’d better do the same, and tried to cover his stiff cock as he ran down the hallway.
Since it was lunchtime, no students were around, but he was worried that teachers could come out of any room or turn down the hallway any second. He began to get a little calmer as he started to feel his member shrinking. He was getting worried that he’d been hard for almost four hours. As he became flaccid, he decided that he could forego modesty and pump his arms. He turned onto the final hallway and smacked into his gym coach.
“What in samhill..! Hey, it’s you again. And why the hell are you naked again? At least your damn pecker’s back down. I was afraid you was some sick pervert or something.”

“Sir, my shirt was stolen. Ripped off more like it. Mike told me he had extra clothes in his gym locker. He gave me the combination, so I can get dressed.”

“Hmm. Okay, well I just locked up, but I’ll unlock the locker room doors for you until you come back out. You’d better hurry ‘cuz I don’t wanna miss my lunch.”

The man lead the boy to the locker room and unlocked the doors. Eric bolted inside and looked for Mike’s locker. He tried the combination and it worked! He opened the door, hoping to find his salvation, but found…
“Girl’s clothes?!”

He picked up the articles and saw they were a matching bra and thong set, a floral print blouse and Capri pants. At the bottom of the stack of clothes, he found a note:

“Got you, pal. I had my girl stash some of her clothes in there for you to wear. You’d better wear the underwear (yes the bra too) so the coach won’t think I’m having sex on campus or something. See you soon! Mike.”

Eric grumbled, but he had no choice. He first held up the thong panties, and couldn’t figure out which side was the front, but he figured it out soon enough. The bra was more of a problem. The shoulder straps slid up easily, but the main strap he had a hard time putting on. Not knowing how girls put them on, he tried to reach behind himself to fasten it, and failing horribly. He finally managed to get it on when the coach asked how he was doing. Eric told him to wait a minute longer as he pulled on the blouse. He felt humiliated to put on girls’ clothes, but he was thankful to be covered at all. The last thing was the Capri pants. They were a bit big at the hips, but the elastic waistband held them on just enough. The weird part was the pant legs, which went past his knees, and hugged his shins. Faced with “chicken legs” he emerged from the locker room looking like a dork. The coach didn’t see him since his back was to the door. Eric ran past him, and turned down the hallway as he thanked the coach. The man shrugged and locked the doors.
Back at the cafeteria, Mike was waiting for Eric’s entrance, and sure enough, in walked Eric, a sight to behold as he weaved his way through chuckling students toward Mike.
“Okay, you’re last, so you have to drink another bottle of water.” Ike said, presenting Eric with the bottle.

“Whatever. I just hope you’re happy humiliating me like this. Will I ever get my clothes back? My mom will probably wonder how and why I changed into these.”

“In due time, of course. If you survive your next two classes without incident, I’ll give them back, with no jokes or double crosses. However, if you have an incident in either class, we’ll have some fun on the bus ride back.”

Eric sucked down the bottle, and had to pee. Those previous bottles finally hit his bladder. Mike excused him and Eric took off down the hall. Along the way, his penis began to grow again. Eric tried to will it back down, but once again, it didn’t help and he felt his member straining against his thong. Thinking fast, he pushed his growing pecker into his left pantleg, hoping no one would see it. Reaching the restroom, he unbuttoned the fly on the Capri pants and had to literally pull his cock out to pee. Finished, he shook it dry and stuffed it back into his pants.
Looking at his watch, and feeling his empty stomach, he had twenty minutes until lunch was over, so her ran back into the cafeteria and loaded a tray with some food. At the checkout, the woman manning the register checked out his “package” and had to focus as she typed in the food items and took Eric’s money. As he walked away, she could’ve sworn she’d saw thong straps peeking from under the waistband of his pants.

As Eric walked, the Capri pants slid down millimeter by millimeter. The act of walking just made the waistband jostle around until it settled on his hips, exposing the thong straps completely. As he set his tray down, one of mike’s cronies decided to give him a wedgie that lifted his feet a few inches off the ground. After he set him down, he then pantsed the poor boy, not only exposing his bare ass, but also his boner sticking out the side of the frilly thong he was wearing. Everyone around him started laughing and a few took pictures as Eric picked up his pants and stuffed himself back into them. 
He finished his lunch just as the bell rang and he had to make his way to his next class, which was Biology. He felt that it was safe, so he calmed down and went to class. Fortunately, nothing happened and he felt free to move onto his final class of the day: 

“Home Ec? Come on!” Eric said, dismayed.

He felt foolish enough wearing girl’s clothes, but now he was also doing what his classmates considered as feminine jobs. He sighed and tried to put on a brave face as he entered the classroom. He was surprised to see Mike there, but he wasn’t so much surprised as horrified to see the rest of the class was girls. Many of them sarcastically complimented his outfit while others giggled. 
“Good afternoon, class. I’m Miss Hunnybaker. Welcome to Home Economics, and before you boys complain, this is NOT a girls’ class. While many girls take this course, it is encouraged that boys take this class too. Today, we are going to learn how to sew a seam. As we all know, seams can burst at any moment, and we must be ready to mend it if need be. Now, Mike has brought us some old clothes for us to use. Since there are more students than articles of clothing, we will cut them up before we begin.

Miss Hunnybaker then took out two items that seemed very familiar to Eric. He wasn’t sure why they were familiar, but when she began to cut the t-shirt, he recognized them as the clothes Mike had stolen from him at the start of the day! The teacher was unknowingly destroying his last opportunity for decent cover. He felt like crying.
As she passed out the small scraps of his shirt to everyone, and he saw the pieces he got, he knew he wouldn’t be able to wear them again. He did his best to soldier through the class without incident, but Mike had other ideas. At the end of class, Eric was too happy to leave, but when he did, Mike was right behind him, and ripped the blouse open, revealing the training bra underneath.

“Look! Eric wants to be a girl so bad, he even wears girly underwear!” Mike shouted before pantsing him.

Eric didn’t dare to look at anyone, but tried in vain to cover the bra and pull up the pants. He resigned to leave the bra uncovered and forced himself into the Capri pants. He held the blouse shut as he ran out.

As they neared the buses, Mike gave Eric a wedgie, but this time it was too much for the fragile garment and it snapped off, and Mike pulled it away completely. This freed Eric’s boner to protrude a bit more obviously. After they got on the bus, Mike led him to the back where Mike had Eric take off the blouse and bra.
“I told you we’d have fun on the bus.” Mike said.

“But you cheated! You created the incident yourself. And you promised me my clothes back.”

“Well, you did get PART of your clothes back in class. Hahaha!”

As the bus began to move, Mike cut off the buttons on the fly of Eric’s pants.

“Okay, now the real fun begins. Take out your cock.”

Eric did as he was told, and waited for further instruction. Nothing happened for a while, until Mike produced a hotdog bun.
“Hold this around your cock. If you do it right, no one will know it’s your dick.”
Eric complied, and then Mike squirted ketchup and mustard on top of Eric’s hot-dog-bun-ed penis.

“This ought to sell it a bit. Now when we reach our stop, I dare you to walk over to that redhead two rows up and ask her if she wants a bite of your hot dog.”

“No way! What if she catches me? What if she actually wants a bite?”

“Don’t worry. Everything will be fine.”

Eric waits until the bus stops just outside his house. He makes is way to the girl and asks if she wants a bite. Before she can answer, Mike yanks down the pants, exposing Eric to everyone!
“Look at this pervert! He disguised his dick as a hotdog to get a girl to put it in her mouth!” Mike yelled.

The girl looked at Eric disgusted then punched him in the balls. As Eric winced, Mike pulled him towards the door, leaving the Capri pants behind. Mike tossed the naked boy (with his back pack) out the door. As Eric got up, Mike tossed him a towel.

“Thanks for a great first day! Maybe the rest of the week will be even better!”

Eric used the towel to wipe off the ketchup and mustard, and wrapped it around his waist. Thankful for the cover, he still wasn’t sure how he would explain his situation with his mother. As he got to the door, he remembered his keys in his back pack. Bending over, he unzipped the bag and looked for the keys.
Just then, the neighbor’s dog charged from behind him. Before he even saw the animal, it had pulled his towel clean off and was already halfway to the neighbor’s yard with his towel!

“Just great. What a wonderful way to end the day.” Eric thought.

Fumbling with the lock, he tried to enter silently. He entered the house and placed his back pack next to the shoe rack, where he discarded his own pair before making his way into the living room.
“If I could just make it the five feet to the stairs without anyone noticing, I’m good.” The boy thought.

He mades it two steps in before…**FLASH**

Eric had to blink his eyes, but before he could see who had taken his picture, another *FLASH*. He had to hold his hands up to shield his eyes, baring his body (and erection) to yet another *FLASH*.

“HAHAHA.I saw you at school. I can’t believe my plan worked so well!” said an ominous voice. Eric recognized the sound as a voice box, which meant that it disguised the user’s voice.
As his eyes adjusted, a robe was tossed to him, hitting him in the face. Eric pulled it on, thankful to be covered, but noticed his boner protruding in front of him, almost peeking out of the robe.

“Leave it. Just come on outside.” The voice beckoned.

Eric knew better than to trust someone after what he’d been through all day. He just wanted to go upstairs and forget about everything. A tug on the robe made his mind up for him. A hand grabbed one of the tails on the front of the robe and was pulling him outside. Eric fought a bit, but thought better of it, resigning to his fate yet again. Once outside, the robe was pulled away, leaving the boy naked outside yet again. As Eric covered himself, the owner of the mysterious voice came around to look him in the eye.

“Jessica!” the boy gasped.

The girl took the voice box away from her mouth and talked normally now.

“Hey, Eric. What’s up? Besides your teeny peepee?! Tee hee hee!” she giggled.
“It-it’s not teeny. I’m still growing!”

“Doesn’t seem to be growing much to me!” she teased.

“Come on. Tell me what’s going on! Why am I naked out here and why did you make me have the most humiliating day of my life?”

“Just a little payback for my birthday. I figured it was poetic. You ruin my birthday, I make you wear your birthday suit!”

“But all I did was pour a soda on your dress!”

“Yes, but do you remember what happened AFTER? Of course you don’t. You left after you apologized oh so many times.”

“I didn’t think you wanted me there after the way you looked at me.”

“Regardless, you set in motion a chain of events that led me to have the WORST party ever. On my BIRTHDAY!”

“Jeez, what happened?”

“Well, after you spilled the soda, I told my mom what you did, thinking that she’d scold you and embarrass you in front of everyone for being thoughtless. However, she scolded ME because she thought I was careless for letting you spill soda on me! We argued for a while, and when everyone’s eyes were on me, she had the nerve to pull off my dress and spank me in front of everyone. I was so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. She left me in my underwear for the rest of the party. Thankfully, no pictures were taken and my friends were too young to have cell phones or cameras. Still, they taunted me mercilessly after that. I looked for you at school, but you had already moved on, damn you. I had to wait a year before I found which high school you’d be going to, and with the money I got for my grades last semester, I hired my brother’s friend’s girlfriend’s brother to make sure your experience at high school would be most embarrassing for you.”
Jessica was the same age as Eric, but not quite as smart. She still was the top of her class and had a bit of an inferiority complex when Eric took the same middle school class for a month. Their mothers thought it best for them to get to know each other since both were good students and Eric had no real friends because of his schedule. Both of them vied for the teacher’s compliments as they were constantly competing for the top spot in the class. Since Eric only needed a month to cover everything, he quickly rose to the top and left, leaving Jessica to try and learn as much as him, and possibly surpass his scores. She not only felt threatened by him intellectually, but also socially, as she was taken down a few pegs due to the events during her ninth birthday. 
Eric was still scared as he tried to cover his erect penis and hoping Jessica’s tirade would soon be over. The girl then did something unexpected. She stripped off her clothes and took him in her arms while she kissed him. The boy was taken by surprise and pulled his arms away from his body, feeling his erection pressed against both their bellies. He then relaxed into the kiss and began to embrace the girl as well. All too quickly, Jessica pulled away.
“I’m sorry. It’s just that after all that’s happened today, I’ve learned so much about you, and about me…I think I love you, Eric.”
The boy’s mind metaphorically exploded! He never thought this girl, who he thought was a nuisance might actually be in love with him? He wasn’t sure what to think. He just stood there with a look of confusion of his face, and a stiff cock pointing skyward. After a few seconds, he finally found the words.

“I…I…That’s great!”

“Just ‘great’? I kiss you completely naked and you think it’s ‘great’?”

“Well, I’ve never had anyone tell me they loved me before. I think it’s great, but I hardly know you.”

“You mean, you don’t think we’re kindred spirits? The way we want to be good students, foregoing everything else and focusing only on expanding our knowledge? And after today, I thought you’d also like being naked, at least where only a few people can see you.”

“When you put it that way, I guess I’ve had some feelings for you, but they’ve been overshadowed by school. I guess I kinda did like being naked. At least when I’m naked with you.”

Jessica kissed him again, and they lay on the grass in the backyard for a while. Then they heard a car pull in to the driveway. Eric thought quickly and grabbed Jessica’s clothes and the robe before heading inside and closing the door before she could get inside. The naked girl pounded on the window but it was too late. Eric’s mom walked in through the door and saw the naked Jessica outside. Eric quickly pulled on some clothes before throwing Jessica’s clothes out his window into the back yard. Hopefully she’d be back there and only think it was a joke. Unfortunately for her, that wasn’t the case.
“Jessica Reese! What are you doing in my backyard naked?!” Eric’s mom yelled.

“It was Eric!”

“Eric!! Get down here right now!”

The boy knew Jessica had been caught, but he tried to play it off like it was her idea.

“Mom, she’s lying. She stripped off her clothes out there and chased me. I got back inside to hide from her.”

“But he took my clothes.”

“No I didn’t. They’re outside where she left them.”

Eric’s mom took Jessica outside to investigate. When they found the clothes, Eric’s mom marched the naked girl back into the house.
“Lying to me young lady, and trying to get Eric into trouble? I’ll need to teach you a lesson!”

With that, the woman took the naked girl over her lap and began spanking her in front of Eric. It was at this point that Eric noticed that his erection had subsided, but he was getting hard again at the sight of his new girlfriend being spanked naked in front of him. After it was done, Jessica dressed and was made to apologize to Eric. Eric accepted the apology and kissed her cheek. Jessica blushed and went home.

“I heard you had an eventful day at school, Eric.”

Eric snapped back to reality with the thought that his mom would know about his all too public nudity.

“I got a call from your gym coach. Something about a missing uniform? He said I could order a new one and it would get here in a month. He said if I don’t order now, we can’t order it later.”
“I know mom. The uniform didn’t fit well, but since I’m going to only take the class for a month, it wouldn’t make sense to get a uniform delivered on the day I leave the class.”

“You mean he didn’t tell you? Since the course is state-mandated, you have to attend a full year of gym, or you can’t graduate. He said the deadline was at five tonight. I was going to call him back, but I got a call from a neighbor saying there was a naked kid in the street, and they thought it was you. I raced here hoping it was nothing and I’d still make the deadline. It appears I missed it.”

Eric looked at the clock. It was half past six! There was no way he could call his coach to order a new uniform now. How was he supposed to attend gym an entire year without a uniform? He put the thought in the back of his mind and went upstairs to take care of his arousal. He thought about everything that had happened that day, and the naked kiss from his ex-rival-turned-girlfriend, and how she had been spanked naked in front of him. It didn’t take long for him to finish, and he went downstairs for dinner. He came back to his room to get ready for bed when he noticed his computer was on. There was an email from Jessica! It read:
“Thanks a lot for letting me get spanked by you mom, jerk. You must’ve thought it was sooo funny to leave me naked back there and then have my butt walloped as you watched. I bet you even got hard looking at me, didn’t you? Yeah I know you did, cuz I’m wet just thinking about it! We really are our own worst enemies, aren’t we? I can’t wait to see you, all of you, again. Xoxo, J.”
Eric was ecstatic. He not only had a girlfriend, but she also liked to be naked in public. Perhaps he would try to get her naked in public again, but hopefully he won’t have to be naked too. He scrolled down his emails until he found one from his high school. He opened it and his heart sank.

“Hey, Eric. It’s your gym coach. I’m sorry but your mom missed the uniform order deadline, so you’d have to go without for the remainder of the class. I’ve talked to the school board and the principal for a solution, and I think I may have just the thing. Since you seemed so comfortable in your skin today, how about we make that your uniform? Now, the powers that be made me promise that I wouldn’t make you attend classes naked in front of your classmates, so they instructed me to give you a private gym class every school day right before first period, which means you’d have to be at school an hour early and have an hour break until second period. Now, I’m not pressuring you, but I don’t think you want that. I don’t want to wake up early either. However, I’m giving you a choice. Either we have the private class, or the regular one. Either way, you’d have to be naked. I’m sure your classmates won’t mind, and as long as they don’t talk, we won’t get in trouble. It’s up to you. Tomorrow, either arrive early for the private class naked, or be there at the 1st period class naked. The choice is yours.”
Eric felt like he’d gotten punched in the gut. Either attend a private class naked with just him and the coach, or naked with his classmates? He really wanted neither, but he had to choose. He set his alarm for the earlier time, and hoped it wouldn’t be too bad. 

***

Eric woke with a start. He was a bit disoriented. He got out of bed and noticed he was naked. He stared at his clock. He was late! He pulled on his socks and shoes, grabbed a coat and went downstairs. He was about to get on his bike when he noticed his bare leg. He had also forgotten his underwear. Being bottomless yesterday had really messed with his mind. He hurried back upstairs, but had an idea. He packed his clothes into his backpack, and wore only a helmet and his backpack. It was early in the morning, so no one was up yet, and the sun was barely up. As he pumped his legs, he felt himself getting a boner. This time, he felt in control of it, and couldn’t resist how good the morning air felt as it rushed past his naked body. 

Soon, he realized the flaw in his plan. The sun was rising more rapidly now, and by the time he got to school, the streets would be filling with cars. He started to pump his legs faster when he saw a car turn onto the street. Luckily it turned in the same direction as he was, so the driver couldn’t directly see him. Eric still felt he should turn onto a side street to avoid the driver seeing him in their rear view.
Eric was tired when he parked his bike out in front of the school. He ducked behind the bushes and began to get dressed. He pulled on his underwear and shirt when a car pulled up. Eric rolled behind a bush so he couldn’t be seen, and waited for whoever it was to pass by him. He saw it was Jessica! She winked at him before snatching his shorts and entering the school, giggling.
Eric picked up his backpack and held it in front of him as he entered. He ran up to Jessica and asked for his shorts back.

“I rather like you in your skivvies. Of course, it’s better to see you without them, so I propose a trade. Your underwear for the shorts.” Said Jessica.

“Are you crazy? We’re in school. Can’t you just give me those? I’m late for a private class. Wait. Why are you here so early?” Eric asked.

“I’m the gym coach’s assistant. He really isn’t a morning person. He told me to set things up for you.”

“Great. So I’m going to be naked in front of you for an hour. That doesn’t sound very fun to me.”

“How about I sweeten the deal? Since it’s just you and me, we can both be naked and we can do whatever we want during the hour. How’s that sound?”

Eric gave her a wide-eyed emphatic nod and they proceeded to the gym. Both students disrobed in the center of the gym and immediately embraced. Jessica made the first move as she pulled Eric’s lips to hers and they held each other as they kissed. Soon there was some heavy petting and soon they were writhing on the floor of the gym, naked as animals. They didn’t dare attempt intercourse, but both were very turned on. Jessica made the bold move of grabbing Eric’s erect penis and began to stroke it. Eric reciprocated by rubbing her vulva. Soon both were moaning and covered with sweat. Their motions became faster until finally they both climaxed. Tired, they lay back and caught their breath. 
Eric and Jessica looked at each other and admired one another’s body. Eric was about to say something when the bell rang. Since it was the first bell of the day, there was no warning bell for the gym. That means that within seconds, the gym will soon be filled with students. Eric grabbed his clothes and ran to the locker rooms when he remembered that students will see him enter and wonder why he wasn’t dressed. Jessica knew this and ran outside behind the gym. She finished dressing as Eric found her. He dropped his clothes to start getting dressed when she picked up his underwear and trotted away.

Eric couldn’t believe she did that. At least going commando wouldn’t be as bad as going bottomless. Surely today would be better than yesterday?
The End

