Jack’s Jeans

By Ewong

Jack was prone to bullying, but luckily he had friends on his side. A bit nerdy, he tried to look more presentable when he got to high school. He wore more trendy shirts and loose jeans that showed off his underwear. However, this didn’t end his history of being bullied. Ever since the fifth grade, Grady Sullivan, who was the same age as Jack so they were always at the same school, would continuously belittle and embarrass the boy. However, during his middle school days, Jack made friends with a few of the cooler kids by helping them pass classes and not acting to much of a nerd to be in their clique. In turn, they helped Jack with his bullying problems. They were Jack’s witnesses to tell whoever was in authority what Grady was doing to Jack. One day it was throwing spit balls, another it could be dunking his head into a toilet. Eventually, Grady wised up and began to verbally abuse Jack instead. Spreading rumors about Jack’s “tiny weenie” or how he “messed himself on a field trip”. None of this broke Jack’s resolve or ended his friendship with the cool kids. So, starting high school wasn’t going to be much different for Jack. Or so he thought.

The morning of his first day of high school, Jack wore his normal attire he’d gotten accustomed to wearing: Shirt, jeans, boxer shorts, zipped hoodie, and sneakers. Of course, he wore jeans a size too big for him so the waistband of his boxers would show. On the way to school, he got a text message from Tom, the leader of the cool kids. He was warning Jack that Grady was planning on giving him a wedgie in the school hall as a sign that he was to be the big bully on campus. Jack wondered what he could do to avoid disaster. He thought he might be able to avoid Grady, but he always seems to find Jack eventually.
Just outside the school, an idea hit him. He could go into the boy’s restroom and take off his boxers and hide them in the stall. He can then walk out into the hall without any fear that Grady would give him a wedgie. He got out of his mom’s car and made a beeline to the nearest restroom. Hanging his boxers on a hook, he pulled up his pants, but saw a flaw in his plan. His jeans were meant to show the waistband of his boxers, but without them, he was risking his pants falling down. Instinctively, he pulled them up to his waist and held them as he made his way to his locker. 
As he was getting books from his locker, he felt a hand reach into his pants and try to grab something that wasn’t there. Jack smiled as his plan had worked, and he even turned around to rub it in Grady’s face. However, when he turned around, he saw Grady holding his boxers in his hand.

“Thought you could outsmart me, huh? I just had to make sure it was really your boxers I found. I don’t know how you knew I was going to give you a wedgie, but not having underpants doesn’t stop me!”

Grady then pulled up on the back of jack’s jeans, lifting him up on his tip toes. Jack knew the drill. He’d hang there for a few seconds before Grady would let him down. However, his thoughts were interrupted when he distinctly heard a “snip” sound from the back before Grady dropped him to the ground. The bully twirled the pilfered boxers in the air as he walked away.
“I think I’ll just keep these for a while. You never know when you might need a pair!” Grady joked.

Jack got up to his feet to see what Grady had done. He felt around the back and noticed a hole about an inch in length running horizontally along the bottom of his waistband. Not sure what to make of it, Jack just went about his day.
When it came time for gym class, Jack was dreading having to change in front of his classmates. He took his clothes and changed in the restroom, however, as he was emerging, the coach poked his head in to make sure there weren’t any stragglers.
“Hey, Jack! You better be done in there. We’re waiting for you!” the coach bellowed.

Jack nodded and waited for the coach to leave so he can put his clothes in his locker, but the man didn’t budge. He only clapped his hands and called him to get out faster. Jack reluctantly left his clothes in the stall.

During the class, Grady volunteered to lead them in stretches. Of course, he made them pose in a way that made it obvious that Jack had no underwear on. Squats, lunges, jumping jacks, and sit-ups showed off Jack’s dangly bits to his classmates, but he and the coach were oblivious to it all. There was some whispering, but no chuckles or snickers that would alert them.
Finally, the coach announced the game they’ll be playing would be dodgeball. Of course, Grady and a few other jokesters aimed right at jack’s sensitive parts that weren’t shielded by underwear. A few came close, but as Jack rejoiced in catching one of Grady’s fastballs, he turned right into a teammate’s elbow as she wound up for a throw. Needless to say, he was down for the count. The coach had Jack sit out on the bench to rest on it, thinking it was a pulled hamstring. He didn’t notice Grady asking the coach to go to the restroom real quick. The boy was back within two minutes and resumed playing while Jack nursed his aching junk.
Jack was thankful when he finally ordered everyone to hit the showers. Jack ran in and undressed before taking his mandatory shower before anyone noticed he was going commando even though everyone knew already. He locked his gym clothes like he was supposed to and was finishing his shower as Grady came in and snatched his towel.

“Come on, Grady. Give it back.” Jack pleaded.

“Give what back? This is my extra towel, you GOT me?” Grady threatened.

“Oh yeah, what are you gonna do if I don’t?” Jack countered.

“Well I might just leave your clothes in a very public place. Whoops, I already did! Have fun getting them down!” Grady joked as he left.

Jack was stunned. He went to the restroom and hoped to find his clothes still there, but they weren’t. His only clothes were the gym clothes, but they were sweaty and in his wet state, they’d cling to him in an obscene way. He had to find where Grady put his clothes!
He didn’t have to wait long as he heard some snickering in the hallway. He poked his head out to see the commotion, and there, mounted above the wall clock were his clothes. The entire set: jeans, shirt, and grey boxer-briefs that someone had written “Property of Jack Morrigan” on them so everyone knew he was naked. Thankfully, they moved on and didn’t disturb his clothes. He had to act fast as classes were going to let out soon. 

Jack covered his shame as he walked under the wall clock. His shirt and jeans were hung the lowest, but his underwear was right above the clock, out of reach unless you were Grady’s height, which he was not. Jack was able to get his shirt down, and he put it on. His jeans were a bit of a problem. It seemed that Grady hung them on a hook by the slit he’d cut in the waistband earlier. Jack couldn’t get it down unless he pulled it, and that would make the hole bigger. He tried jumping for them, but he just couldn’t shake them loose. Resigned to his fate, jack jumped as high as he could and held fast to his jeans. He hung a foot off the ground, and the jeans weren’t giving. With his arms above his head holding onto his jeans for dear life, his shirt was hiked above his waist, exposing his front and back to whomever would walk the hall.
Jack fidgeted, but the denim was too strong, he made one last effort and grabbed it from the back and pulled right under the waistband. The jeans ripped along the waistband a bit and he fell on his bare backside as the bell rang. Jack scrambled to get his pants on just in time before the hall was filled with students. As he walked, he remembered how he had to hold his pants up. The torn waistband made it a bit difficult to conceal his rear as the strap of denim flapped loosely in the breeze.
At lunchtime, his friends caught up with him. They saw how bad his pants were and offered a solution.

“You know, if you hiked your pants up, your waist would be covered by your shirt.” Kyle suggested.

“The problem is that his waistband prevents him from keeping it up.” Carl interjected.

“Or not. If we tear the waistband all the way so only one side is attached, he can wear the waistband like a bandolier over his shoulder. It should keep his pants up high enough. If not, we can tie a knot in the waistband to keep it higher.” Tom reasoned.
“That’s why you’re the leader, Tom. Let’s do that.” Kyle agreed.

Jack had no choice but to go along with their plan. Only his left hip was attached, but they were right. The jeans were high enough that no one could tell what he was hiding. The only problem was his underwear hanging in the hall. They had a plan for that, too. Jack stood on Tom’s shoulders and tried to extract his underwear. Jack was almost done when Grady came by and knocked Tom’s foot from under him. 

Tom grabbed Jack’s jeans to prevent his fall, but the waistband couldn’t take anymore, and the jeans separated from the waistband and pooled around Jack’s ankles in midair. Jack felt like he was in a silent movie dangling from the clock, only he was showing everything below the waist. Jack was holding onto his underwear with one hand, and the clock with the other. With his jeans torn beyond repair, his underwear was the only thing he had to wear to protect his modesty. Tom got up and was about to help Jack when Grady glowered at him, sending the boy running away. 
With Jack alone with Grady, the half-naked boy wasn’t sure what to expect. He felt his jeans being removed, which he figured Grady would do, but he was surprised to feel something being wrapped around his waist. Grady was giving him something to wear! With his lower half covered, Jack figured he could rip his underwear off the wall. 

As he landed, Jack saw that Grady hadn’t just wrapped anything around him. It was a girl’s wraparound skirt! It was lacy with ruffles! Holding the tattered remains of his underwear in one hand and seeing Grady holding the remnants of his jeans, he had no choice but to wear this! He wanted to hide so badly, but the bell rang, ending lunch, sending students into the hallway once again. Many girls laughed at Jack as they walked by and some guys took pictures. Jack was thoroughly humiliated.

Luckily, Jack had a study hall period, and he went to where his next class was: art. The art room had wardrobe for all the theater plays, and he hoped he could find something that fit. Finding a pair of pants, he took off the skirt and threw it aside. He was about to put on the pants when he was grabbed by the arm.

“It seems the model for today is a bit early, so we’ll let him pose first.” Miss. Cornish instructed.

The rack of clothes was hauled away, and Jack was surprised to see a dozen students looking at him from their easels. Apparently the art room has a class during his study hall. He remembered his nudity, but was delighted to see that there was a table with a basket of fruit in front of him, effectively shielding him from the class. 

“Oh, you’re not even ready yet. Please, take off that silly shirt. We need to see your physique!” Miss. Cornish demanded. Apparently, her eyesight was waning in her advanced years as she didn’t recognize him as one of her students.

The old woman pulled the shirt up and over Jack’s head before looking for a place to put it. A familiar voice sounded from the back. It was Grady of course, and he said he’d take good care of it. Miss. Cornish was too trusting and gave him Jack’s last vestige of clothing.

“Okay, this is a life drawing class, so we can dispose of the basket…” Miss Cornish began.

Jack interrupted, “NO,” But paused when he saw the startled reactions, then continued, “I mean. I could pose with it, make it more interesting.”

Miss. Cornish nodded her approval and let Jack hold the basket in front of him, while the class, save for Grady, wondered if he was naked, wearing underwear, or short shorts. After twenty minutes, Miss. Cornish wanted Jack to change his pose, with the basket above his head. Many girls giggled as they saw the blood drain from Jack’s face. After a few seconds, Jack took a risk. He hoped the table would shield him somewhat as he crouched down as he lifted the basket over his head. He had to spread his legs to keep from falling over, but he made sure his lower half was under the table. 
However, a few students in the front could see his genitals clearly and began to whisper behind their easels. Jack couldn’t see or hear what was said so he stayed like that. He jumped when he felt Miss. Cornish pinch is bare bottom!

“Ohh, for a college boy, you have very youthful buns.” She said. The class roared with laughter.

Jack figured they’d seen it now, so when Miss. Cornish suggested he hold the basket at his side while facing front, he didn’t flinch. The girls were in awe at Jack’s package. As some girls made it a point to stare wide-mouthed and even take pictures of his naked body, Jack’s embarrassment returned as he felt his member grow to a full salute! The girls were really taking pictures now, and those with greater artistic skills asked him to turn to the side so they could draw it better. He had to oblige, and he reveled in the attention and even taunted the guys who thought he’d be more embarrassed.
The bell rang to end class, and Jack tried to find something to wear, all while girls were trying to grope him and take pictures next to him. Jack was pulled again by Grady, but this time it was into the hall.

“You like showing off your boner, huh? How about now?!” Grady shouted.

He pulled the naked boy’s arms behind his back and hoisted him in the air as every student in the hallway stared at Jack’s engorged member. Jack’s modesty returned as he realized the number of people seeing him naked in a state of arousal. His member stayed at full salute, however, until her saw the principal. Grady saw him, too and immediately let Jack go and made a run for it. 
“What in the world happened to your clothes, son?” the principal asked.

“Grady took them. I’m not sure why, but he wanted to strip me and embarrass me today. So far, I’d say he’s succeeded.”

“Grady? Grady Cockburn?! He’s the mayor’s son. Are you sure it was him? Maybe you’re mistaken. Covering for a friend, perhaps?” the principal asked.

“No, sir.” Jack replied.

“Oh, I get it. You’re pulling some kind of prank and you want Grady to take the blame, is that it?”

“NO!”

“Then, if I open your locker, I WON’T find your clothes?”

“No, Sir.”

“Okay. Let’s have a look then. Come with me.”

Jack showed the principal to his locker and opened it. Sitting there was his shirt and jeans, and they were exactly as they were when he’d left this morning. He didn’t see his underwear, however.

“Well, well. Looks like we got ourselves a naked little liar. Let’s see what else we can find in here, shall we?”
The principal threw Jack’s clothes on the floor and rummaged into the back and pulled out a notebook Jack hadn’t seen before. On the cover, “Streaking Plan” was written. The principal flipped through and was amazed to find a detailed plan that explained all of the goings on. It said Jack had planned to be naked in school all along and pin it on Grady. He had his friends help him along the way to make it seem as though Grady was at fault, but here, clear as day was all the evidence Principal O’Reilly needed.

“Well, son. You wanted to be naked in school. I’m just glad the school board hasn’t ruled against “may the punishment fit the crime” as a way to discipline students yet. So, until you graduate, you will not be allowed to wear clothes or cover your shame in any way. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir. Perfectly clear.”

The entire student body cheered and hoisted Jack on their shoulders and had him crowd surf around. Girls and guys had their hands all over him, and once he was let down, his member was in full salute until he got home. He broke the news to his parents, who were less than enthused, and extended his punishment to include at home as well. Every morning, his dog would lick his balls to wake him up. Not sure who taught him that, but it was effective.
His morning routine was simple. Shower, dry off, walk right to school. He had a group of girls that followed him wherever he went, but never touched him sexually. As a result, his soldier was saluting all day long, which made the girls go crazy. The guys didn’t like it one bit, and tried to make Principal O’Reilly shorten the punishment. However, the school board had his hands tied and had to make an example out of Jack. If he went soft on him, then the school board would think he wasn’t good enough to follow through on any policy.

Jack’s parents weren’t too thrilled when they heard how Jack’s body was reacting to being naked, and wanted to calm him down somehow, and they even contemplated hiring a hooker to deflower him, but it was ultimately ruled against.
At his graduation ceremony, he gave a speech about being careful with who you trust and who you make fun of. Sometimes the garbage you say is proven so wrong that no amount of embarrassment can change it. Everyone gave a standing ovation except Grady, who was held back for not completing Art class. 

Jack was the only student to receive his diploma and robe at the same time. He was also the only one who had a full frontal picture from the photographer company that documented the entire event. Jack didn’t bother to zip up the robe after her put it on, so he has his diploma in his left hand above his waist, shaking the principal’s hand with his right, and saluting the class with his soldier all in the same picture!
THE END

