Johnny’s Shower
By Ewong
Little Johnny Rogers was 13 years old. “Old enough to be left home alone” he had begged his parents, but they had none of it. Jennifer Stark, who was only three years older than Little Johnny, was hired to look after him for the night as his parents were going to spend the night at his uncle’s. They were celebrating Johnny’s mother’s brother’s recent retirement from being a television cameraman. Little Johnny wanted to come along, but since they wouldn’t be back until the following morning, Johnny wouldn’t be able to go to school on time. They insisted that he stay home with Jennifer, but Johnny had other plans.

Once his parents had left, Johnny did everything in his power to annoy Jennifer to make her go away. He refused to eat dinner, but only until he found the nearest bag of junk food. Jennifer had to pry the bag away while Johnny complained how hungry he was. Nearing exhaustion, Jennifer figured shed let him eat something and let him have it. Johnny then ran around the house, throwing crumbs everywhere he went, deliberately to make Jennifer have to clean it up.

Jennifer sighed, and went to work on vacuuming the mess. On her hands and knees, Johnny couldn’t resist pulling her skirt up and over her butt, exposing her cotton panties. Jennifer took this as the last straw. She looked at the time, and saw that it was time to put him to bed, but he had yet to take his bath. Seeing her opportunity to embarrass the boy, she quickly overpowered him, being three years older and a foot taller. 
Soon, Johnny was naked in his own living room, covering his shame with both hands. Jennifer led the now embarrassed boy into the bathroom and gently pushed him under the shower head. Having never taken a shower before, Johnny didn’t know how to wash himself. Jennifer left the boy to clean himself, hoping there wasn’t anything else he could do to annoy her. Before she left, she looked at the towels hanging around the room and an idea struck her. Even though she had seen the boy mostly naked, she figured he could use some more humility, and swiftly took everything he could cover himself with, even the floor mats!

Little Johnny stood under the shower head, feeling the water run down his body, and reached for the soap. He washed himself diligently, and after a good 45 minutes, his wet, naked body emerged into the steam-filled room. He couldn’t see too well with the water in his eyes as he felt around for a towel. He opened the door to what he thought was a walk-in closet, but turned out to be the door that led into his bedroom. 
Jennifer finally had finished cleaning up Johnny’s mess, and had come to check on the boy. Not knowing the layout of the house too well, she thought the only door to the bathroom was from the hallway, so when she saw the light was still on, and steam seeping out from above the door, she figured he was either still washing or contemplating his towel-less situation. Then, she heard a loud bang!

Johnny thought he had finally found a towel, but when he pulled on it, it made this loud crash. He had unknowingly pulled the drapes off his bedroom window. Since his bedroom light was off, no one was able to see in. Especially his next door neighbors Dixie and Donna, who were twins and were the biggest gossips in his class. If they saw his naked body, rumors would be spread around town faster than a wildfire in August. 
Jennifer, rushing into the room to find a small figure under the fallen drapes only had a fraction of a second to react. She knew her ward was still in the bathroom, so this had to be a prowler or worse! She gathered her courage, and with a swiftness that would put a cheetah to shame, she picked up the would-be intruder, and threw him out the window into the pool below.

Well, he would have landed in the pool, but he was still tangled in the drapes. So when he fell, the drapes caught on the windowsill, and he swung against the wall until it gave, and he fell face first into the 10-gallon cement mixer belonging to the contractors his parents hired to finish the deck next to the pool. The contractors forgot to cover it, but it was still turning so the cement wouldn’t dry. Johnny couldn’t tell what had happened. All he knew was that he couldn’t breathe. He struggled around inside until he figured out which was out.

Covered in quick-dry cement from head to toe, he emerged from the mixer. Rubbing cement from his nose, he was able to breathe. His mouth remained closed as did his eyes as he thought about where the heck he was. He only made it a few steps when he felt his knees lock up. He tried to move his arms, but he couldn’t. He then tried to open his eyes, but they were shut tight. He began to panic, but breathing through his nose calmed him down. He figured he was having a nightmare, and that it would soon be over. 
Minutes passed by before he heard something move near him. He wasn’t sure what it was, but he soon heard voices. Female voices!
“Donna, I told you I heard something fall here.”

“And I said you’re just hearing things. Can we go home now?”

“Wait, is that a…”

“Statue???”

“A naked boy statue!”

“It looks almost like the boy that lives here. What’s his name?”

“Joe or John or something cliché like that.”

Oh, no! It was Donna and Dixie! At least they hadn’t figured out that it wasn’t just a statue but the real boy covered in cement. He was at first thankful that they didn’t know his name, but then felt sad that they didn’t bother to know who he was. His momentary sadness took a 180 when he felt one of them touch him.

“It’s definitely solid enough to be a statue, and it seems to weigh enough too.”
“Wait, what’s that?”

“What, his wiener?”

“No. Well yes, but it doesn’t look right.”

“What the hell do you mean? It’s a wiener.”

“It’s a different color than the rest of him. Look, it’s almost like skin.”

“Wait, don’t touch it. It might still be wet, and if this sculpture is worth something, you might ruin like a million dollars worth of art.”

Johnny gulped when he heard this. Apparently the cement hadn’t covered all of him after all. He sighed in relief that they thought he was worth something, but almost jumped out of his skin when he felt a finger poke at his penis.

“See? It’s soft. And it springs back. Isn’t that weird?”

“That is weird. No other sculpture does that.”
“Wait. It’s getting bigger!”

“What?! No Way!”

Johnny’s shame rose with his pecker as his mind couldn’t help but remind him that a girl just touched his privates. As his penis grew, the girls were dumbstruck as to what it meant.

“I’m gonna poke it again.”

“Wait, that might make it go back down. Don’t you wanna admire it a bit more?”

“No, I’ve seen bigger on the internet. But, it does seem to be keeping its hardness pretty well. Why don’t we practice on it like those naughty girls do on the internet?”

“Seriously? It’s the middle of the night in a stranger’s back yard, and you wanna suck off a weird boy statue?”

“When you put it that way, I sound like a tart.”
“Well sister, you kind of are.”

“Well, tart THIS!”

Johnny steeled his nerves, but nothing could prepare him for the sensation of having Dixie’s mouth on his penis. He steadied his breath as Dixie began to pump her lips up and down. Donna didn’t seem to make a sound as her sister gave what she thought was an odd statue a blow job. Johnny knew he wouldn’t last too long, but he concentrated on everything he could to get his mind off the girl giving him pleasure. Dixie stopped to come up for air, and was amazed that the “statue” was still erect. Donna decided to have a turn, and Johnny felt his balls tense, but he resisted. 

It was at this point that Jennifer had wondered why Johnny was taking so long in the bathroom and found it empty. After wandering through the house with no sign of the boy, Jennifer had a revelation and ran outside to see if she had harmed Johnny in any way. What she saw shocked and fascinated her.

“What the hell is going on here?”

“Oh my gosh, it’s not what it looks like!”

“It looks like you were sucking off that statue. What the hell would possess you to do such a thing?”

“Well, at first it was small and soft, but then it got big and hard, and well, we couldn’t help ourselves.”

Jennifer looked at the statue and knew immediately that it was Johnny. After undressing the boy, she knew exactly what he looked like sans clothing. With the girls thinking it was a statue, an idea popped into her head. She went back home and got her dad’s expensive camera.
“Let’s move this statue to a more public place and invite our friends to take pictures with it!”

Dixie and Donna whole-heartedly agreed and moved Johnny to the front yard as a few cars pulled up. He heard many cheers and laughs as they took in the sight of the statue of a young boy with a hard on. Some posed pointing at it, while more adventurous ones grabbed it. More than a few tried stroking it, and the guys in attendance noticed how realistic the skin moved. They thought nothing of it until someone brought a dog.

“Let’s spread some peanut butter on it and take a picture of this dog licking it off!”

A big cheer went through the crowd as Johnny turned several shades of red under the cement, not to mention a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. He felt something he assumed was peanut butter being spread on his member with a butter knife. Once again, he steeled his nerves for what was to come, but he again was unprepared to deal with the sensation of a large tongue lapping at his crotch. He heard many cameras clicking and hoped no one knew who he was. The camera clicks distracted him long enough that his arousal finally overpowered his will and his penis ejaculated onto the poor dog’s face. The dog could have bit down if it wanted to, but it instead turned and ran.
Everyone in attendance looked at the shrinking penis as the ejaculate dripped off unceremoniously. No one knew what to say or think of what just happened. They weren’t sure if it was still a statue or not. Luckily, Jennifer finally decided to end the humiliation and sent everyone away.

Once everyone was gone, Jennifer took out the hose from the back yard and sprayed Johnny for all it was worth. The peanut butter rinsed off first, but soon cracks began to form on the “statue” and it began to chip away. Johnny felt his flexibility return slowly. He rinsed off his hands, then his face and arms. He rubbed the cement off his front and then his legs, not realizing he was standing in front of his house stark naked.
By the time his parents got home, Johnny was completely clean and clothed, and Jennifer made him swear that he wouldn’t act up anymore when she was babysitting him or try to blame what happened on her or she would release all the “statue” pictures and tell everyone that it was in fact just him covered in cement. Johnny agreed on the condition that Dixie and Donna could stay over next time.

The End

