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A work of fiction, meant for adults.  Read something else if you are not an adult, or are offended by 
stories with sexual content.  Then again, if all you’re looking for is in-out, in-out, in-out, you should 
probably read something else.  I welcome constructive comments.  Enjoy. 

 
Monday Morning 

 
Joyce 
 
Monday morning as usual was pins-and-needles for me; I got to school almost an hour early.  

Donna, my administrative assistant, parked next to me and we walked in together from the staff parking 
lot.  Ed’s and Elizabeth’s parking spots, our principal and assistant principal were already occupied. 

 
“Ready for another round?” Donna asked me. 
 
“Are they ready?” I replied with a smile. 
 
“Good morning, Joyce,” Ed greeted me with a nod as I entered the office.  He had our stack of 

folders, this week’s participants in The Program. 
 
“Good morning, Ed, Elizabeth.  Decided who you want?” 
 
Elizabeth smiled.  “We decided you get Ron, the Japanese boy.” 
 
I overemphasized a frown.  “He’s not Japanese -- he was born in San Clemente, and his mother’s 

maiden name was Mendoza.” 
 
Elizabeth nodded.  “I know -- but the last eleven years?” 
 
I held out a hand to Ed.  “Yeah, I understand.  I’ll take him.  I want to review his file once more.  

Ed, I imagine you want Miss Benjamin?” 
 
“Rank occasionally has its privileges,” he said, trying to look haughty. 
 
All of us chuckled.  Teri Benjamin was one of the best looking Seniors in school, a cheerleader. 
 
Donna added, “I’ll have assignment sheets for all of you in ten minutes. 
 
“Thanks dear,” I told her.  I opened my office and went in. 
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The ceremonial empty cardboard box was already on my desk.  In under an hour, it would 

contain sophomore Ron Hanson’s clothing. 
 
Unless -- no, we’d decided last week.  It was his shot in The Program.  I glanced in the box.  

Yes, there was a Program pamphlet in it. 
 
I dropped my bag by the side of the desk and sat down to review his file. 
 
This was our high school’s fourth year of participation in The Program.  The first two weeks of 

the school year had gone well.  In less than an hour six students would enter the Administrative offices.  
Most would figure out what was up before they got here.  They would leave sans clothing, spending the 
remainder of the week in The Program, also known as Naked in School. 

 
We start selection the preceding Wednesday.  Ed, Elizabeth, and I meet with our Socio-biology 

teachers.  They’re really the core of The Program, working with the kids every day.  Not only do we 
review the progress of the current group, we make our first cut for the following week.  Usually it’s two, 
male and female, from each of the 10th, 11th and 12th grades.  Oh, we’ve deviated -- last year we had 
four Juniors at once, the Eidson twins and two Junior girls to go with them.  Then we did one particular 
clique of girls all at once, nipping a potentially unpleasant situation in the bud. 

 
While Elizabeth and I both have the title “Assistant Principal,” I’m the resident psychologist.  

It’s my responsibility to prune our selections, interviewing teachers, examining the myriad factors.  
Occasionally when Ed asks me, “Why?” the only thing I can tell him is that it’s a gut feel, one way or 
the other.  I’m lucky -- he’s backed me every time. 

 
Kids at this age are such tinder boxes -- tightly-wound bundles of conflicting desires and needs, 

fueled by raging hormones.  Yes, we want to open them up, but we have to be careful.  That’s why I’ve 
recommended against going with the Partner model some schools have adopted for The Program.  I 
want to see another year or two of experience with it. 

 
That’s an exciting aspect of The Program -- while the basics are set, implementations differ 

slightly.  The Program is evolving, slightly differently at different schools.  Some schools have gone 
with Partners.  I sighed -- others, including our school, had evolved Angels. 

 
But back to Ron -- his guardians wanted him in The Program.  I wanted him in The Program.  I 

knew we were taking a risk -- I was taking a risk -- I didn’t have a complete history on him as we did 
with other students.  Ron had spent the last eleven years living with an aunt and uncle in Japan -- 
Mormon missionaries.  He returned to the States four weeks ago to complete school in the U.S. 

 
I’ll admit it -- I wasn’t sure how to place him at first.  We had reports from his Japanese 

schooling, and from the home-schooling his aunt had provided.  She was superb -- a BYU English Lit 
major who taught English in Japan.  But aspects of his behavior didn’t match what we saw on paper.  
We gave him the standard battery of tests we’d use for a Section 504 evaluation. 
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And we realized we had a gifted but possibly troubled child on our hands.  We scheduled him 
accordingly.  Oh, we had some glitches, but we rectified those.  I’d watched him these first weeks, and 
talked to his teachers.  I had the feeling that there was a lot of anger wrapped up inside Ron.  Bev Foster, 
his Socio-biology teacher agreed.  His interactions with other students were almost nominal for his age -
- almost.  Yet he shuts down in the presence of school administrators and some teachers.  His command 
of the English language, written and oral, is superb, yet when I interviewed him, it was difficult to get 
more than a few words out of him at a time.  It wasn’t blunt aspect.  It wasn’t obstructive-defiant.  It was 
something else. 

 
One of our initial missteps had been placing Ron in a beginning French class.  Yes, that was a 

mistake; I don’t know what we’d been thinking.  We quickly remedied that by lining up a Japanese 
instructor from State College to work with Ron.  I’ve observed Joe Hamada working with Ron, and Ron 
has been articulate and animated, smiling.  Joe agrees that he’s a very bright kid. 

 
Ron doesn’t smile a lot.  He hasn’t made friends yet.  I keep wondering if we’re pushing too 

hard, but my gut says to do it, and Bev agrees. 
 
Ron had a rough time the first two weeks of Phys Ed.  The first month of Phys Ed for 10th 

graders is a quick screen to spot candidates for intramural sports.  Unfortunately for Ron, the focus was 
mainly on American team sports.  Still, Coach Levy thinks he’s in superb physical condition, showing 
speed, agility, flexibility, and determination.  He thinks Ron will do extremely well in the track portion, 
and in swimming, which is this week. 

 
I glanced up.  Ed and Bev were in my doorway. 
 
“Last chance to pull him out,” Ed suggested.  “We’ve got quite a few weeks in the year.” 
 
I looked to Bev.  She looked at the ceiling.  Thanks, dear! 
 
“My gut says now,” I told them. 
 
Bev gave me a big smile.  “So does mine.” 
 
Ed nodded.  “Okay ladies.  No turning back.” 
 
Ed walked away.  Bev came in and sat in a guest chair. 
 
“I’m one of your monitors,” she told me. 
 
I smiled.  “That will help.  Has he opened up more in your class?” 
 
She sighed and frowned slightly, intently.  “Yes and no.  He interacts with other kids, yet I feel 

he’s holding back.  I still feel there’s something pent up inside that kid.  I’ve quietly counseled him to 
look me, and others, in the eye, and he’s doing better, but it’s hard for him.  I’ve talked to the other safe 
teachers, and they’re working to reinforce that.” 
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I nodded.  The spectrum of students was reflected in the spectrum of teachers.  Just as we had 
students, and their parents who ranged from enthusiastic about The Program to pulling their kids from 
school, we had a similar spectrum of teachers.  Plus, we had a group of teachers that Bev and I felt were 
trying to subvert and/or sabotage The Program while feigning support or indifference to it. 

 
“Last I spoke to Ron, he wouldn’t make eye contact, or give me more that a three word reply to a 

direct question,” I suggested to Bev. 
 
She smiled.  “That was a week ago.  I think I understand better -- we should talk with Joe 

Hamada -- I think it’s cultural.  Test results clearly show Ron understands what’s going on.  He made a 
wonderfully snide double-entendre last Thursday that shot over the heads of most kids in the class -- 
demonstrating mastery of language and a sharp sense of humor.  Working with other students, or with 
written materials, he identifies and responds to indirect questions.  Yet it seems that when he’s in the 
presence of, call them superiors, he only responds to direct questions, and as tersely as possible.  He 
does pretty well with Mary Emery, me, and Coach Levy.  But Tom Martin and Don Lang are older men, 
and he tends to drop back to clam-up mode.  I’ve spoken with both of them, and they’re working on it.  
Tom told me that while other kids respond to his, “What do you think?” questions, Ron doesn’t, yet on 
more direct questioning it’s clear to him that Ron understands the material better than his classmates.” 

 
We talked for a few more minutes, drifting into possible candidates for next week, and review of 

last week’s kids. 
 
Coach Brown joined us.  He’s new to the school, a fence-sitter with respect to The Program. 
 
“Good morning, ladies,” he greeted us. 
 
“Good morning, Jonathan,” I replied. 
 
We made small-talk for a few minutes.  We heard the usual mix of kids in the office, and heard 

them getting cleared out. 
 
“Places, everyone!” Ed’s voice boomed out. 
 
I looked to my colleagues.  “Here we go.  Another week.” 
 
The hard part -- sitting and waiting, too late to second-guess. 
 
The silence was shattered a minute later by the sound of the hallway door opening and a young 

woman shouting, “No fucking way!” We looked at each other in surprise and amusement.  That was a 
typical reaction. 

 
A minute or so later, Ron came into my office.  Jonathan closed the door. 
 
Ron is tall for his age, and slender.  His hair is short, almost a buzz cut.  He has blue eyes, and a 

gorgeous tan. 
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“Good morning, Ron,” I greeted him. 
 
He stood before my desk, staring at the box, the box which would soon contain his clothing. 
 
Most kids are in a state of psychological shock at this point, realizing it’s their turn in The 

Program.  I gave my usual speech, reminding him how his guardians had signed him up, and we’d all 
reviewed The Program the first week of class. 

 
When I told him it was time to disrobe, he did so without complaint. 
 
Oh my -- what a tan!  And there couldn’t be an ounce of fat on that young man; I could see why 

some of our coaches were interested. 
 
I also saw the scar on his abdomen -- “T” shaped, going from one side to the other just below his 

ribs, the vertical section staying to the right of his navel, ending above his pubic hair.  We’d seen scars 
before in The Program; his wasn’t bad.  He was a well-hung young man as well. 

 
I asked him if he had any questions. 
 
He paused for a moment, then reached into his backpack.  He pulled out swim goggles. 
 
“Ah, I need these in the pool, for swimming,” he managed to say, still not making eye contact. 
 
Jonathan stepped to his side.  “I’ll give those to Coach Levy, Mister Hanson,” Jonathan told him. 
 
And to my amazement, Ron said, “Thank you.” 
 
Jonathan told him, “These are protective equipment and permitted under The Program.” 
 
Ron amazed me again, saying, “Good.” 
 
“Anything else?” I asked. 
 
Now he stood there, silent. 
 
“Ron, if you have any questions, please come talk to me, or to Beverly, any time.” 
 
He stood there. 
 
“You may go,” I told him. 
 
He sort of bowed, picked up his bag, and went out the door. 
 
I sat down and sighed.  I was confused.  Bev was smiling, nodding her head.  “Bev?  Do you 

understand what happened?” 
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Bev sat down, looking to Jonathan.  She turned to me.  “I think so -- we need to talk to that 
Japanese teacher.  You addressed him as ‘Ron,’ right?” 

 
I nodded.  “Yes?” 
 
“And how did Jonathan address him?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I wasn’t paying that much attention.” 
 
“Well, I was!  Jonathan called him ‘Mister Hanson.’” 
 
I still didn’t get it.  “Explain, please.” 
 
Bev nodded her head seriously.  “You used his first name -- familiar, almost speaking down to 

him.  Oh, I know, you’re trying to be friendly, cut the tension.  But Jonathan spoke to him more as an 
equal -- and he responded!  I’m sure it’s a cultural thing, and I need to know more.” 

 
It made sense.  I turned to Jonathan.  “Comments?” 
 
He held up the goggles.  “These are very well used.  This kid is a swimmer -- his build says it, 

and these scream it.  When does he have P.E?” 
 
Bev answered, “Fifth period, right before lunch.” 
 
Jonathan nodded.  “I’ll talk to Pete and Natalie -- one of them should be there.” 
 
I nodded -- they were our swim coaches.  Jonathan waved and headed to the gym. 
 
“Bev, watch that boy for me?” I asked softly. 
 
She smiled.  “Of course.” 
 
The bell rang.  Five minutes until class started. 
 
Bev got up.  “Got to scoot -- seniors first period; we’ll hear about the weekend’s parties.” 
 
I picked up the box with Ron’s clothes and took it to the desk in front of Ed’s office.  Our 

principal was standing there, a puzzled and somewhat bemused look on his face. 
 
“Why Ed, did something go wrong with Miss Benjamin?” 
 
He half smiled, shaking his head a bit.  “I thought I’d find out, we’d all find out, if Miss 

Benjamin was a true blonde...” 
 
It took a few seconds for me to puzzle it out.  “She’s shaved?”  I don’t know why I found that so 

surprising. 
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“Smooth as my newborn granddaughter,” Ed responded with a smirk. 
 
I chuckled.  “But quite a bit better developed...” 
 
He raised his eyebrows and let out a deep sigh.  I broke into laughter, and he joined me. 
 
 
Ron 
 
“You may go,” the assistant principal said. 
 
I nodded and left her office. 
 
In the admin area I saw a girl sitting in a chair near one of the other offices.  She was naked 

except for her shoes and socks, blushing bright red, book bag in her lap, pouring furiously over the 
pamphlet. 

 
The straps of my backpack didn’t feel too different from the bag I’d carried for diving most of 

the summer.  It felt a lot like walking to the boat early in the morning, the cool air around me.  I’d wear 
tabi and sandals tomorrow.  As for walking around naked -- when I stayed with the Ushida family,  we 
walked naked to the bath house.  The last few weeks in the boats, we’d been naked a lot of the time. 

 
I opened the door separating the quiet of the admin offices from hallway chaos.  It was bustling 

with kids.  I heard whistles -- a mob waiting to see who was in The Program.  It was usually a guy and a 
girl from each class. 

 
“Bitchin tan!” a guy called out. 
 
I had classes to attend. 
 
The first one was English with Ms. Emery.  I took my seat -- cold, but not as bad as getting into a 

small boat at the crack of dawn. 
 
Ms. Emery brought me a notebook and a pen and told me my assignment for the week was to 

keep a diary. 
 
I was the first in the class selected for The Program this year.  Ms. Emery talked about keeping a 

diary, writing tips on the board.  We spent the rest of the period writing. 
 
I was still writing when the bell went off.  I gathered my stuff and headed upstairs to the other 

end of the building for physics. 
 
I heard some giggles, and felt hands brushing me as I went up the stairs.  From somewhere 

behind me I heard a girl shout, “Don’t touch me!”  Another of this week’s victims, I guess. 
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Mr. Lang in physics nodded to me as I came into the room.  Some noises from the crowd, but 
class went on. 

 
The shit hit the fan in Socio-biology.  It is a weird class, for a number of reasons.  The rest of my 

classes, except for phys ed, are accelerated/gifted.  This one and phys ed are mixed, with some real 
winners in it, and by that I mean jerks and droolers.  It’s not really sociology, it’s a mix of  current 
events, development and sexuality, and other random stuff.  We spent the first week of class talking 
about The Program, its history, its goals, who liked it, who did not.  Last week had been current events.  
Ms. Foster asked me to bring in and translate articles from the Japanese press, giving that perspective on 
world events.  That had been fun. 

 
But when I got to class, I saw the box at the front of the room.  It was about half a meter on a 

side, and a third of a meter high.  I put my bag down and took my seat.  It was still a little warm from the 
previous class. 

 
“Oh shit,” said one girl as she came in and spotted me.  I recognized her voice -- Dana, definitely 

not in the gifted program.  Like our Math teacher jokes, she can’t add or subtract, but she won’t have 
any trouble multiplying... 

 
Ms. Foster waited until the bell rang.  “Good morning!” she said loudly, to quiet the class.  A 

few kids kept giggling and snickering. 
 
“You’ve noticed our Mister Hanson is in The Program this week, the first in our class for this 

year.  Let me remind you that all of you are eligible for The Program this year -- I’ve checked.  I 
strongly suggest that you treat Mister Hanson, and all students in The Program, the way you would like 
to be treated when it’s your turn -- and that could be next week.” 

 
I looked at her.  That quieted things down a bit.  She smiled and nodded. 
 
“Mister Hanson, would you remove your shoes and socks and stand on the platform?” 
 
I stood up and the whistles started.  Fools!  I could do this for a week.  I’d been through worse.  I 

stood on the platform, moving until I felt a little more comfortable.  I took a breath and waited.  
Whistles, clapping, laughing, Dana yelling out, “Oh yuck!”  Some guy, I think it was Kevin, said, “Cool 
-- what’s he stuffed with, rice?”  I looked at the clock in the back of the room. 

 
“Mister Hanson -- raise your arms in a ‘T’ please,” Ms. Foster asked. 
 
I did that, palms up. 
 
She talked about me for a while, telling the class what good shape I was in, having me turn 

around a few times.  Then she asked for questions. 
 
“What’s with the wicked scar on his belly?” someone asked. 
 
Ms. Foster said, “If you have a question, you should ask Mister Hanson, directly and politely.” 
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“Okay.  Ron, what’s with the scar on your belly?” 
 
I took a breath.  “I had part of my spleen removed when I was little,” I told them. 
 
Ms. Foster talked about surgery and surgical scars for a bit. 
 
Dana asked, “What are the funny spots on your right shoulder.” 
 
“Scars,” I said. 
 
“Like from what?” she asked. 
 
I looked to Ms. Foster.  “I don’t want to answer that,” I whispered to her.  My hands went cold. 
 
She looked at me with a little smile.  “Ron, it sounds like a reasonable request to me.” 
 
I felt the muscles in my jaw tightening.  I tried to keep from making fists. 
 
“Yeah, from what?” Dana asked louder. 
 
I took a breath and looked at her.  “When I was three, my step-father used to burn me with the 

end of his cigarette.  When I was four, he beat me so bad he ruptured my spleen and part of it had to be 
removed.” 

 
I heard Ms. Foster gasp.  I looked at her.  Kids were making all sorts of noise, but I barely heard 

them.  “And he beat my mom and baby sister to death,” I told her quietly. 
 
 
Beverly 
 
I stood there in shock, trying to comprehend what Ron had just said.  I knew I had to get control 

of the situation and turn it around, fast.  Looking at Ron, I could see he was holding his jaw tight.  I 
could see muscles in his shoulders twitching. 

 
I looked to my class.  Kevin was laughing and making gestures like putting out a cigarette in the 

palm of his hand. 
 
“Kevin!” I called out, deliberately using his first name.  The class snapped to order, even Kevin. 
 
“Get the other platform and join us at the front of the room,” I told him with a smile. 
 
He looked around.  I pointed to the platform.  “Now!” I snapped. 
 
I looked over my class.  A few of them were still snickering.  One of the girls, Gwen, looked like 

she was about to cry -- no, she was crying. 
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“Uh, what now?” Kevin asked. 
 
I smiled and he turned pale.  He had some brains, it seems.  “Okay Kevin, we’re going to do 

some comparative anatomy.  Strip.  Now.” 
 
The hoots and catcalls started up again.  I didn’t take my gaze off Kevin.  “One,” I said softly.  

He took off his shirt.  The class noise got louder. 
 
I turned to them.  “Remember this when it’s your turn in The Program,” I told them.  That 

worked -- it usually does. 
 
Kevin stripped and stood on the platform, next to Ron. 
 
The comparison between the two of them couldn’t have been more stark, and I explained it in 

detail to the class.  Ron, or Mister Hanson as I was careful to call him, was fit and trim, with little or no 
fat on his body.  From my years of yoga and Pilates, I could tell his posture was superb.  Kevin, and 
that’s what I called him deliberately, was a pale, overweight couch potato.  I talked about posture, 
muscular development and muscle tone, even skin condition. 

 
At one point, Kevin got an erection.  I commented on how that was quite natural for boys, trying 

to remain professional.  Dana was the one who yelled out, “And it’s still smaller than Ron’s!”  That 
brought laughter, and a rapid deflating. 

 
I noticed Ron -- he was standing at the front of the platform, his toes curled over the edge.  That 

was a comfortable position for him.  Why? 
 
We were about out of time, thank God.  “Thank you, Mister Hanson, you may be seated.” 
 
Ron nodded -- was it more of a bow?  He stepped off and headed to his seat. 
 
“Stay where you are, Kevin,” I said crossly.  I made my concluding remarks to the class, letting 

him literally swing in the breeze.  When the bell sounded, I said, “Mister Hanson, would you remain for 
a moment?  The rest of you are dismissed.” 

 
Kevin scooped up his clothes, dressed, and scooted out of the room faster than I could believe. 
 
One of the girls, Gwen, was slow to leave.  She seemed to be hanging back.  I walked to Ron’s 

desk.  When there were only the three of us in the classroom, I looked at her and asked, “Gwen?” 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I couldn’t believe it; I couldn’t believe they could be so mean, so hurting.  It was wrong.  I don’t 

know Ron any more than anyone else in school even if we are in most of the same classes.  But still, 
what they did hurt, and it was wrong. 
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When class ended, I knew I had to do something.  I just didn’t know what.  My legs wobbled and 

my stomach was tight and weird.  But I stayed back; I had to do something. 
 
Ms. Foster looked at me.  I thought she cared -- how could she let that happen?  I felt the tears 

starting again.  She called my name.  I couldn’t say anything; I stepped closer. 
 
She sat next to Ron.  “Mister Hanson,” she said, “I didn’t know -- I’m sorry.” 
 
That made me brave.  I stood next to Ron.  “Ron,” I said, managing to talk, “What they said and 

did was wrong.  I’m sorry -- I really am.”  I leaned over and kissed the top of his head, just like I’d kiss 
my little brother.  Then I ran out of the room so they wouldn’t see me cry.  Why would anyone hurt 
him? 

 
 
Beverly 
 
God bless that girl -- I could see tears streaking her cheeks as she ran from the room. 
 
“Ron, look at me, please,” I asked.  He looked up.  His expression was neutral, as it was most of 

the time. I observed closely -- his jaw was relaxed.  No excess moisture in his eyes.  Was it that he 
didn’t react emotionally, or that he couldn’t react emotionally?   I wasn’t sure. 

 
“Ron, would you like to talk to Ms. Kelsey about this?” 
 
He shook his head.  “Not now.” 
 
I nodded.  “Ron, I’m so sorry.  Yet what you did showed incredible courage and strength.  Ron, 

please don’t let anyone push you into things that hurt -- not even me.  It was not a reasonable request.  
You’re going to be stretched this week, but you don’t have to be hurt.  It’s hard for you, but please say 
‘no’ to those things.  Will you do that for me?”  I tried to smile. 

 
He maintained eye contact.  A slight smile formed on his face. 
 
“Yes, I will,” he told me. 
 
I sighed.  “We both know kids are going to make fun of you.  Ms. Kelsey and I, the whole staff, 

are here to support you.  If someone bothers you, tell us.  I know you’ll make it.” 
 
He nodded.  “I will.  I’ve been through worse,” he told me. 
 
I almost cried.  I managed to keep a professional face.  “Enjoy your break.  I’ll see you later -- 

but please, if you need help, talk to me, or Ms. Kelsey, or someone.” 
 
He nodded, then collected his bag and left the room. 
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My God, he has been through worse. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I shook my head, my hands trembling a bit as Bev left my office.  What had we done to this poor 

kid?  I flipped open his file.  The only medical notes we had on Ron were that he was up-to-date on 
inoculations and in good health.  I slammed the file shut.  Incompetent bastards! 

 
Of course I’d had him in front of me, and could have asked. 
 
“Donna?” I called for our secretary. 
 
She stuck her head in the door.  “Yes?” 
 
“Please call Joe Hamada at State -- he’s tutoring Ron Hanson in Japanese.  I need to see him this 

afternoon, as early as he can make it.” 
 
Donna nodded.  “Right away.” 
 
I pulled up Ron’s schedule -- Math with Tom Martin.  That should be pretty stable; Tom was 

older and ran strict classes.  Next was P.E. -- they’d be at the pool.  I should watch that. 
 
I picked up the phone and tried to reach his guardians.  Both were out.  His uncle was out all 

week.  Damn.  I left a message for his aunt to call me back.  I reminded myself why we didn’t provide 
any warning to selected students or their families. 

 
I called Shirley, my favorite librarian.  I asked her to search news reports for the San Clemente 

area over a range of dates, looking for the name Hanson.  I could hear her fingers tapping away on keys 
as we spoke.  She told me that was Orange County, California, and the area was served by a number of 
newspapers with online records going back that far.  When she asked what I was looking for, I told her 
she’d know when she saw it, and if she did, she’d understand how important it was to keep it quiet.  She 
understood, and she’d give me a call -- she’d done similar research for me in the past. 

 
Oh shit -- I had to check with the cafeteria; I’d asked them to have rice dishes available this 

week.  I got up, and told Donna where I was headed. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I walked right to math and had my snack there.  Mr. Martin came into the room a little early.  He 

nodded to me, that’s all, and started writing stuff on the board.  He kept the class to math.  When class 
ended, he asked me to stick around.  He told me he’d make sure the room stayed open and available so I 
could have some peace and quiet during our break if I needed it.  I thanked him. 
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But now I had to dump my bag at my locker and get to the gym.  I was scared for a moment -- 
my lunch money was in my pants -- but I remembered that lunch was free if you were in The Program. 

 
People whistled, called, touched, and grabbed as I went through the halls to my locker.  I saw 

one other naked person, but I thought he was a senior I’d seen before walking around naked. 
 
As I opened my locker (I’m lucky, I have a top locker), I felt a hand on my bottom.  I heard a girl 

say, “Ooh, nice tan!”  After I put my bag in my locker, her hands went to my shoulders.  “Nice muscles, 
too.” 

 
I turned a bit as I closed my locker, making sure it locked.  She was about an inch taller than me, 

dressed in black, black hair with some blue and pink streaks -- I guess they call that “goth.” 
 
“Thanks,” I told her. 
 
She looked at the rest of me.  “Ooh, very nice!  You have a girlfriend?” 
 
I laughed a little.  “Nope.  I’m Ron.” 
 
“I’m Gloria.  Where’s your next class?” 
 
“Gym,” I told her. 
 
She was headed that way too, so she took my arm and we walked together.  She babbled on 

about getting picked for the Program last year during the winter when it was cold, and how one of the 
cheerleaders had been picked and she’d heard that she was shaved “down there,” how she didn’t like her 
English teacher, and ... and ... and.... 

 
We got to the gym door and I turned.  She grabbed me by the arm.  “You don’t use that door this 

week,” she told me. 
 
“Thanks.”  I’d forgotten -- I had to use the girls’ door.  We walked some more. 
 
“See you at lunch?” she asked me. 
 
“I’m easy to spot,” I told her. 
 
She raised her eyebrows.  “You sure are...”  She ran a hand over my front before she stepped 

away. 
 
When she touched me like that, it sent shivers through me.  Some girls giggled as they went 

around me into the locker room.  I glanced down -- I was about half erect. 
 
I didn’t have a locker to use, but then I didn’t need one.  The girls’ side wasn’t the mirror-image 

of the boys; I was surprised.  I figured out where I’d pick up a towel, and put my shoes and socks on top 
of a locker between the towel cage and the showers. 
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All around me girls were getting undressed.  When they saw me they made noise, some 

squealing, some laughing.  Some turned away from me.  One gave me a big smile and pulled her top off 
right in front of me.  A few made comments about my tan. 

 
I spotted the sign for the pool and headed that way, following some girls in swim suits.  Looking 

at a couple of them, why did they bother?  Why not just go naked?  Their suits were small enough it 
didn’t make much difference. 

 
I don’t know if I’d been nervous or what.  But when I stepped into the enclosed pool area, I 

could feel a difference.  I felt comfortable and nervous and excited all at the same time.  The time I spent 
with Ushida-san, I was at the pool a few hours a day swimming. 

 
He always pushed me to do more, do better.  Yet when I told people I was leaving, he and his 

wife were among the few who told me they were sorry to see me leave. 
 
I saw Coach Levy talking to a woman who must have been a coach as well.  He was wearing a 

swimsuit and a T-shirt.  Kids were sitting on the benches near the side of the pool.  I took a seat.  A girl 
sat on one side of me, a guy on the other. 

 
The sound of the indoor pool focused me somehow -- that big hollow sound with voices echoing.  

The smells too -- they were familiar, even if the sounds weren’t.  I smiled -- I still expected Japanese, 
not English.  I hope I got to go in the pool soon; my arms and legs were twitching, anxious and ready to 
go.  It was a nice setup, a full-sized eight lane pool with a separate pool for diving. 

 
We waited until the bell.  Then Coach Levy waited a little more.  He blew his whistle to try to 

get everyone to quiet down. 
 
“Welcome to the pool!” he called out, smiling.  “This is where we’re going to be for the next two 

weeks.  The way we grade swimming is real easy.”  He pointed to the pool.  “You swim from one end to 
the other without stopping or touching the bottom, you get a ‘C.’  You swim one lap, that’s down and 
back, without stopping or touching the bottom, you get a ‘C+.’  One lap, two different strokes gets you a 
‘B.’  If you want an ‘A,’ you swim two laps and show me at least three strokes.  If you don’t know how 
to swim, we will teach you.  That’s all there is to it.” 

 
He looked over the class, then walked to where the woman coach was standing, by the starting 

blocks. 
 
“Mister Hanson!  Would you like to show us how it’s done?” 
 
I stood up automatically, surprised.  I took a breath, my hands shaking a little.  I walked over to 

them. 
 
She handed my goggles to me.  “It looks like these are old friends,” she said with a nice smile. 
 
I nodded.  “Yes.”  I took them and swished some water through them. 
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“What are you going to do?” she asked. 
 
“Fly, back, breast, free,” I told her, pointing up and back twice as I stepped to the block for lane 

2.  I could feel the energy as I took my position and slipped on my goggles.  I stood there, shaking my 
arms, waiting, starting my race breathing. 

 
“Ready,” she called.  Hearing English surprised me -- I took my starting position, forcing oxygen 

into my lungs. 
 
A whistle blew and I flew off the block and into the water.  It felt so good to be in the water 

again!  I felt so full of energy the first time I broke the water for the butterfly.  My first turn was smooth 
and sharp as I went into the backstroke.  I’d done mostly backstroke yesterday in the pool, but I felt so 
much more alive!  Breaststroke isn’t my best; I tried to fill my lungs as best I could, getting ready for the 
final turn.  I didn’t hit the turn as good as I wanted, but I could tell I was flying on the final leg, 
breathing only when I had to, feeling the burn spread from my lungs through my whole body. 

 
My hand touched the wall and it was over.  I floated on my back, holding on to the side as I 

caught my breath. 
 
When I looked up to Coach Levy, I knew I was smiling.  He was smiling too, as was the woman 

standing next to him -- and she was holding a stopwatch! 
 
I started to get out; Coach Levy helped me. 
 
That was when I noticed that a lot of the kids were cheering and whistling. 
 
Coach Levy clapped me on the back.  He yelled to the rest of the class, “That’s an ‘A+’ 

performance!” 
 
The woman took me by the arm.  I sat on the Lane 3 block, catching my breath. 
 
“What do you have seventh period?” she asked me. 
 
I was still catching my breath, and I felt better than I had any day so far at school.  “Individual 

study -- Japanese,” I told her.  “Why?” 
 
“Would you mind changing it to this period?  Could we do that?” 
 
“I can ask.  Why?” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “I want you on the swim team.  You swam really well.” 
 
I closed my eyes for a moment and thought of Ushida-san.  “With practice, I will do better,” I 

told her.  That’s what Ushida-san told me, day after day. 
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Gwen 
 
I saw Ron sitting on a bench next to the pool.  There wasn’t any room for me to sit next to him.  

Coach Levy was talking to a woman that I knew was also a P.E. coach, but I didn’t know her name.  He 
gave his intro to swimming, telling us how things would be graded. 

 
Then he called Ron!  The woman handed him these goggle things; I couldn’t hear what they 

were saying to each other. 
 
When he stepped up to the starting box he turned into a different person; I could tell.  The way 

he shook his arms, the way he breathed, the way he looked down the pool -- so intense! 
 
When the woman blew her whistle, he flew off the box and into the water!  I couldn’t believe 

how well he swam!  Soon most of us were on our feet, watching and cheering.  He made it look so 
smooth, so effortless, cutting through the water. 

 
But the best was when he was done.  A lot of us were still cheering and clapping.  When Coach 

Levy helped him from the pool, I could see a smile on Ron’s face.  He was smiling!  And it was a big 
smile, a happy smile, the first one I’d seen on him in three weeks of school.  Seeing him smile filled me 
with a warm tingly feeling.  If it felt so good, why did I feel like crying again?
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Monday Afternoon 
 
Meegan 
 
Hey, Chrysta, sit down -- let me tell you about what just happened at P.E.!  Well it was actually 

in the showers after, and it was so hot!  When we went out to the field, some of the girls were talking 
about this guy in our locker room, you know, The Program.  They said he had this great tan, and 
muscles.  It’s kind of hot out, so Coach turned us in a few minutes early to shower.  Peggy, Donna, and I 
headed to the showers -- and there he was in the corner showering!  Oh hi Donna -- I was just telling 
Chrysta.  God, that was fun!  Well those girls had been wrong about his tan -- it was gorgeous, and no 
lines, either!  You know Peggy -- she walked right up to him saying some shit.  He’d been bent over 
washing his legs, and when he stood up, well you know how dairy Peggy is -- she knows her talents and 
uses ‘em -- she grabbed him and hung him on a tit.  Well Donna and I wanted to play too, so we went up 
and squeezed in on him.  I talked dirty in his ear while I felt him up and I got one hand on his cock.  Let 
me tell you, he’s bigger and harder than that Hot Stud Carl!  Donna was on his other side, running her 
hands over him and I could hear her talking dirty to him too.  It was so hot!  I was pumping him, sliding 
up and down on him, pressing him into Peggy and she had a hand around the back of his head and God 
you know how good that feels and he started moaning and shaking so I slowed down to really do him 
good, and oh God when he came I could feel it squirting up through him and it made me so hot!  What 
happened next though was weird -- no, I don’t know his fucking name -- he like started to cry!  Just like 
that!  So Peggy held him, rocking him, baby-talking him.  Donna and I washed all of us off, him too and 
Peggy.  I was so hot -- I had my soapy hands on Peggy and I kissed her and told her I wanted her to hold 
me like that and you know what our good friend Donna did?  I felt fingers in my cooter and I almost 
exploded, and so did Peggy, still holding this kid to her tit but Donna stopped before she got us off.  Hey 
Peggy!  I just told ‘em the first part -- wasn’t he good?  Well, we took him to our lockers and dried him 
off, kissing him and squeezing him between us getting all of us hot again and there were these like spots 
on one of his shoulders and what did you do, Donna, touch them or something?  He started to cry again.  
We sat him down and he was at just the right height I latched him on to my right tit and when he started 
sucking I almost came!  Then Peggy started baby-talking him again, moving one of my hands to hold 
him better and she rubbed both of us and Donna somehow got between us and went down on him.  Oh, 
yeah -- that’s him sitting over there against the wall between the goth chick and the one with the glasses!  
Oh, his name is Ron?  Cool -- well Donna not only hoovered out his balls, she also got a finger into me 
and gave me blessed relief!  And all the time, Peggy was soft-talking and holding us.  God it was so 
good!  But we had to let him go so we could like get dressed, but we told him we’d take really good care 
of him.  I wanted to put him on a bench and ride him!  Damn, I don’t know how I’m going to make it to 
the end of the day without ...  Oh Hi, Peter -- yah, there’s room.  Do you have notes from Math from 
yesterday?  I couldn’t understand what was going on.  Yah, I knew Teri Benjamin shaved -- what’s the 
big deal? 

 
 
Ron 
 
I don’t know how I felt when I sat down with my tray in the cafeteria.  It had been so good to be 

in a pool swimming again.  The way Coach Natalie talked, I was on the swim team for sure; she would 
get my schedule changed. 
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What happened in the shower?  That had been so intense, those girls grabbing me. 
 
“Can I sit with you?” 
 
I looked up from my enchiladas.  It was Gloria, the chick who talked to me in the hall.  “Sure.” 
 
She sat next to me.  After a bit she asked, “Did something happen?  What’s the matter?” 
 
I managed a little smile.  “I don’t know.  They want me to try out for the swim team.” 
 
She hugged me.  “That’s great!” 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I found him sitting against the wall in one corner of the cafeteria.  There was a goth-chick sitting 

next to him, and I mean right next to him.  As I walked up, she threw her arms around him and yelled 
out, “That’s great!”  I could see him smiling a little. 

 
I started to turn and go sit somewhere else, but he looked up and saw me.  I started to turn 

anyway, but he said, “No, I need to thank you -- please.” 
 
That almost broke my heart.  I sat next to him.  He had this real funny happy-sad look on his 

face, probably a lot like mine. 
 
“Thank you for what you said, what you did after class,” he told me. 
 
All of a sudden it was hard for me to talk again.  “You’re welcome,” I whispered.  Then louder, I 

told him, “What they said was wrong.  It wasn’t nice.  I’m sorry.” 
 
He nodded, smiling more.  “We’ll live,” he told me. 
 
I thought about my little brother; he was three and a half.  Why would anyone hurt a little kid? 
 
I introduced myself to the goth; her name was Gloria, and she was a Junior.  I’d heard some wild 

stories of things going on in the showers on the other side of the locker room from mine, but Gloria had 
P.E. first period, so it couldn’t be her.  I told Ron how great he looked swimming, and how big the smile 
on his face had been when he got out of the pool.  That made him smile again, and made me feel better 
too. 

 
 
Gloria 
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A girl with glasses joined us, sitting on the other side of Ron.  Gwen was in a bunch of his 
classes, including P.E.  She was really jazzed about the way he swam.  There was something weird 
between them, something that must have happened in another class.  I figured this was his first year at 
the school, but I didn’t know he’d just moved here from Japan, like a month ago! 

 
He was talking some about living in Japan when two other kids came over and sat across from 

us.  A guy and a girl, they were both on the Swim Team and wanted to talk to Ron.  They got into all 
sorts of swimming shit and I sort of zoned out until I heard Ron say he swam every day at the Los 
Gusanos Country Club -- that’s where I live!  I managed to get a question in, and he lives three short 
blocks away from me; we’re on opposite sides of the pool and tennis courts.  He’s closer to school than I 
am!  Every afternoon after school he goes to the pool and swims laps.  Hmmm.... 

 
He talked more about living in Japan, on a little island.  They had a really modern school that he 

went to, but other than that, things were kind of primitive from the way he talked. 
 
But he lived a few blocks away! 
 
The guy was cute, but not as cute as Ron -- and I don’t think he lived that close to where I did.  I 

managed to find out a little more about him, besides how much he liked to swim.  He sounded pretty 
smart to me. 

 
Then as it was getting close to the end of lunch Gwen asked him if she could walk to history with 

him.  He gave her a very nice smile and said yes.  That’s okay -- I had my plan.  I told them I’d take care 
of their lunch trays, and gave Ron a hug. 

 
Beverly 
 
I was just finishing my lunch when I saw Joyce come into the cafeteria.  I waved to her and she 

joined me. 
 
“Did you see him?” I asked. 
 
“Ron?  Yes, in the corner.  I recognize the kids sitting across from him -- they’re swim team.  

But who are the girls sitting on either side?” 
 
“The one with the glasses is Gwen, the one I told you about.  The other one, I’m not sure.  I think 

she’s a Junior.” 
 
“It looks like he’s adapting.” 
 
“Yes,” I agreed.  “I cornered Natalie a while ago -- she watched him swim, and she’s so excited, 

she can hardly stand it!  Of course that means we’ll be shuffling his schedule again.” 
 
Joyce chuckled.  “We should be able to do that.  Joe Hamada is coming over early to talk to us.  

What’s Ron having for lunch?” 
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I gave her a funny look.  “The enchiladas, I think -- they were pretty good.  Why are you so 
late?” 

 
She sighed.  “Unraveling another weekend mystery.” 
 
“Anything I need to know about?” 
 
She shook her head.  “Trying to clarify if someone’s car was misplaced, borrowed, or what after 

a wild party Saturday night.” 
 
I nodded.  “Any of my kids involved?” 
 
“None of your first-period seniors; no, I don’t think so.” 
 
“When’s Joe going to be here?” 
 
“Around the start of sixth period.  You free?  That’s another senior class for you, right?” 
 
I nodded with a smile.  “And they’re off hearing about University placement this afternoon.” 
 
“So you’ll join us?” 
 
“Wouldn’t miss it,” I told her. 
 
She turned and called to Miranda Cheung as she walked by.  “Miranda!” 
 
Miranda came over, smiling and cheerful as usual.  Her family had been in the United States for 

about four years, emigrating from Hong Kong. 
 
“Did you enjoy lunch?” Joyce asked. 
 
She told us she had, talking about her friends and things going on around school.  Joyce 

interrupted her long enough to clarify that she’d had the rice dish, a mixed-fried-rice.  She had, and 
thought it was nice we even had chopsticks.  Joyce thanked her and she headed off. 

 
“No communications problems there,” I muttered. 
 
As Joyce nodded, I saw Shirley, one of our librarians heading towards us.  She had a folder in 

her hand, and a troubled look on her face. 
 
She sat down across from us.  “Joyce, I think I found what you were looking for.”  She slid the 

folder to her. 
 
Joyce took it.  “From the look on your face, I think you did.  I’ll look at this in my office.” 
 
I asked, “Confirmation of what Ron said in class?” 
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Shirley said, “That poor kid....” 
 
I sighed and nodded. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I showed two chagrined Seniors and a police officer out of my office.  There huddled at a small 

table were Joe Hamada and Beverly.  I sighed and ran fingers through my hair.  What a day -- and it 
wasn’t over! 

 
“I’m so sorry to keep you waiting,” I told them.  “Thank you so much for coming over,” I told 

Joe as I shook his hand. 
 
“My pleasure,” he said. 
 
As Bev stood up, she said, “We’ve covered a lot of ground.  I think I understand things a lot 

better.” 
 
I waved to my office.  “Go have a seat -- I’ve got to visit the Ladies’ room before I burst!” 
 
As I returned, I looked at the clock -- 20 minutes until 7th period!  “Doris,” I called, “Please call 

the library and have them send Ron Hanson to my office when he shows up?  Thanks!” 
 
I stepped in my office and closed the door.  I hope it didn’t look like I was collapsing into my 

chair, even if that’s what it felt like. 
 
“What was that about?” Bev asked. 
 
“My previous guests?” I asked. 
 
She nodded. 
 
“A slight misunderstanding.  Someone reported his car stolen.  It turned out that his friends took 

his keys and moved the car because they felt he was too drunk to drive, and wouldn’t listen to reason.” 
 
Bev nodded.  “I hope he realizes what good friends he has.” 
 
“I think he’s starting to.  Well, what can you tell me?” 
 
Bev nodded, her eyebrows knitted in thought.  “Joe has been very helpful.  Oh, he can reschedule 

to work with Ron 5th period so he can move to Swim Team 7th period.” 
 
She looked to Joe.  “Let me try explaining it, to see if I understand what we’ve discussed.” 
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Joe nodded. 
 
Bev took a breath.  “So much of it is cultural.  Remember talking to Miranda at lunch?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“If you ask Ron the same question, ‘Did you have a good lunch?’ if I understand what Joe has 

told me, Ron won’t make eye contact, he’ll pause for a moment, and then tell you ‘Yes,’ even though he 
didn’t have the rice, and wouldn’t have the rice.  Did I get that right?”  She looked to Joe again. 

 
He nodded, smiling. 
 
“Okay,” I asked, “Now tell me why.” 
 
“For Japanese,” she told me, “you don’t make eye contact with superiors -- it’s a sign of 

disrespect.  And so is giving long answers.  Rambling on, like Miranda did, would be extremely 
disrespectful behavior in responding to a superior.  So when he acts the way he does, he’s showing 
respect.  He only answers direct questions, and answers them as succinctly as he can, so as not to waste 
a superior’s valuable time or burden them with information they don’t need.” 

 
I nodded.  “That makes sense.  What about the rice, saying ‘Yes.’  What’s that about?” 
 
This time Joe spoke, but it took him a moment.  At first he nodded, then he sort of sucked in air, 

and said, “Chotto ... chotto ... Very difficult, very difficult.”  He nodded silently again.  Then he broke 
into a smile. 

 
“Japanese are very hesitant to say ‘no,’ to someone, especially a superior,” he told us.  “So they 

will instead signal ‘no’ by doing what I just did -- pausing, saying something is difficult, wait a minute, 
or something similar.  Often they will say ‘Yes’ at the same time they are signaling ‘No.’  Another 
important thing to remember -- when you tell a Japanese person something and they pause, possibly for 
a long time, before replying, they are showing you respect by taking the time to consider what you have 
told them.” 

 
I nodded.  “Another piece of the puzzle.  But what about the rice?  I had it done special to try and 

give him something familiar.” 
 
Joe nodded silently again.  “Let me tell you about where this young man lived in Japan.  The 

name for that island group is also very similar to the Japanese word meaning ‘insular’ or ‘isolated.’  He 
wasn’t merely living in Japan -- he was living in very rural Japan, almost 19th Century Japan.” 

 
I nodded.  More reading for me to do in my voluminous spare time, it seems. 
 
Joe continued.  “Rice is very important to the Japanese people and culture.  Rice is a symbol of 

purity, and that’s the way it is eaten -- pure and white.  Oh there are some dishes where you have 
vegetables and meat on top of rice, but the rice itself is always white.” 
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I nodded again.  “Okay, I meant well, but I screwed up.  I’ll see if the cafeteria can have some 
plain white rice available.  Would that be good?” 

 
Joe nodded, smiling.  “Sticky rice, not this fluffy American stuff,” he said with a dismissive 

wave of a hand. 
 
“Okay.  I’ll do that.  What else can we do?  How does The Program affect him, do you think?” 
 
He paused and looked to Beverly. 
 
“To outsiders, Japan can be a very strange place.  To the Japanese, you are either Nihonjin, 

Japanese, or Gaijin, a foreigner.  Gaijin can never, ever, become Nihonjin.  So Ron, although he has 
learned the language and the culture, can never be Nihonjin -- he will always be Gaijin.” 

 
“In Japan we have Honne, the face we show at home, and Tatamae, the face we show to the 

world.  These faces are very different.  Honne, what we feel, must always be restrained in service of 
Tatamae to maintain social harmony.  Japanese are very reticent to talk about how they feel, about 
family life, about those kinds of things.  It isn’t done, especially in such a setting as this.  To burden 
others with personal problems, well, it doesn’t happen.  In Japan we say Gambatte -- suppress your 
feelings when duty or the needs of the group require it --  practice endurance, patience, perseverance.” 

 
“Image trumps reality?”  I asked. 
 
He nodded and continued, “This is very difficult for me.  Ron is quite a young man.”  Joe paused 

and sighed.  “In some sense, Ron and I are two sides of the same coin.  I was born in Japan, and my 
father was sent to the States to work for his company.  We were here from the time I was four until I was 
about fourteen.” 

 
He smiled a bit and chuckled.  “When I asked Ron how many Gaijin there were in his 

community, he told me there were quite a few.  I was surprised at this, and questioned him more.  It 
turns out there were three Caucasians on the island -- his aunt, uncle, and Ron.  The others considered 
Gaijin were people from other Japanese islands.  That is how insular the culture can be.” 

 
He paused and sighed.  “And I, because I was away from Japan for a critical period, I became 

Gaijin as well.”  He smiled, but I could tell it was forced.  “We were both very lucky.  We had exposure 
to language at the right time so both of us are accent-free in both languages.  Americans and others make 
fun of the way Japanese try and pronounce some letters and words.  But this is serious, and goes both 
ways.  They can’t say them because they can’t hear them.  Without exposure to certain language sounds 
at an early age, you lose the ability to distinguish those sounds.  That is why Japanese have great 
difficulty understanding contractions -- it is hard for them to hear the difference between words such as 
‘can’ and ‘can’t.’  And the American learning Japanese has similar linguistic hurdles.” 

 
“But that isn’t the serious problem, is it?” I asked.  I sensed something deeper. 
 
He sighed again and smiled, a sad kind of smile. 
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Bev spoke up.  “And all those things make it hard for Ron to tell us ‘No,’ to tell us that 
something is not a reasonable request, to tell us what’s bothering him.” 

 
Joe nodded.  “A Japanese listener will pick up the signals and give you a way out of the 

difficulty that doesn’t upset social harmony.” 
 
I started to understand.  “The big problem,” I said softly, “Is that Ron has spent most of his life 

trying to be Japanese.  But he can’t be Japanese, and never will be.  He can’t fit there and he doesn’t fit 
here, either.  We truly are stripping him naked -- depriving him of language and culture.” 

 
Joe nodded, once again a sad smile. 
 
Bev added in a soft voice, “And what does he have left?” 
 
I picked up on what Joe had done.  I sucked air through my teeth, leaned back in my chair, and 

said, “Chotto ... chotto....” 
 
Joe nodded again.  “Yes -- very difficult.” 
 
I looked at the clock.  “So what can we do to help him?  We need to make him aware of some of 

these cultural issues...” 
 
“Without cutting everything out from under him,” Bev added. 
 
“Right,” I agreed. 
 
 
Ron 
 
Gwen and I had history together after lunch.  I picked up my books at my locker and we walked 

to class.  She held my hand.  Ms. Walsh smiled at me, but that was it.  We studied history. 
 
After that, Gwen had another class, and I headed to the library to meet with Hamada-san for 

Japanese. 
 
But when I got there, the librarian told me to go to Ms. Kelsey’s office.  At least I didn’t have to 

worry about being late. 
 
I held the library door open for Eric, letting him maneuver his walker through the door.  He gave 

me a smile and said, “Nice tan.” 
 
I thought about it as I walked to the admin offices.  I didn’t see any people with disabilities in 

Japan.  Harder to find than Burakumin.  No, I knew the butcher on our island; my aunt and uncle made a 
point of talking to him, much to the dismay of others. 
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It happened in the hallway, just outside the admin office.  Someone called me “ashtray.”  I didn’t 
look around.  I opened the door to the admin offices and went in.  That’s the way it’s going to be. 

 
Ms. Kelsey’s door was closed.  I started to sit down when one of the office people told me, 

“She’s expecting you, dear, knock and go it.” 
 
I knocked on the door.  She called me in. 
 
I was scared.  What now?  Hamada-san was there, as was Ms. Foster. 
 
“Please sit down,” Ms. Kelsey told me. 
 
I sat in the empty chair, between Ms. Foster, and Hamada-san. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
Ron sat in front of me, looking at my desk.  I understood better now.  But how to help him 

understand? 
 
“Ron, did you enjoy lunch?” I asked. 
 
I saw his forehead wrinkle a bit, and after a pause, he said, “Yes.”  He sat there.  Just as 

predicted. 
 
“Ron,” I told him, “I want to thank you very much.  Thanks to you, I’m learning quite a bit.” 
 
He smiled a little and nodded his head. 
 
“Ron, are you still in Japan?” I asked. 
 
That puzzled him.  He did manage to answer, “No.” 
 
“Ron, where do you belong?  Here, or in Japan?”  That was taking a risk, but I had to know. 
 
After a pause, and a sigh, he said, “Here.” 
 
I looked to Bev, and to Joe.  They smiled. 
 
“I’m glad you think that, Ron, because we think you belong here too.  Mr. Hamada is helping us 

understand the world you were in.  I understand now that not making eye contact with me is a way of 
showing respect.  Is that right?” 

 
He lifted his head a little and said, “Yes.” 
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I smiled.  “I know Ms. Foster has talked to you about this.  I want you to look me in the eyes, 
Ron -- that’s it.  It’s important, because most Americans interpret lack of eye contact as meaning 
something else.” 

 
He sat up a little more, looking at me.  That helped. 
 
The poor boy -- the three of us worked him over for almost an hour, with Joe speaking to him 

occasionally in Japanese.  Joe even managed to get him to laugh a little.  I kept questioning him, 
drawing him out, getting him to reply to me in full sentences.  I don’t know if it got easier for him, or we 
were just beating him down. 

 
I apologized for keeping him after school; Bev got his clothes for him.  We reminded him that he 

didn’t have to put up with abuse, and that it was perfectly all right to say “No,” or “Stop.”  Joe told him 
something in Japanese, sounding quite forceful.  It must have helped.  We thanked him and let him go. 

 
I collapsed in my chair again.  Bev laughed. 
 
I looked at her.  “All right, what are you going to do tomorrow to help him out?” 
 
She smiled.  “Actually, I’ve already spoken to Ellen -- she’s going to help me tomorrow.” 
 
“Show and tell?  That sounds good.  Joe, any suggestions?” 
 
He shook his head.  “We all must continue talking with him and as you said, drawing him out.  It 

is if he goes silent that I would worry.” 
 
I nodded.  “And I haven’t heard from his aunt yet.  I guess we’re the closest thing to family he’s 

got, like it or not.  Thanks, folks -- please, let’s keep talking as well.” 
 
 
Ron 
 
Walking home was strange.  I’m not in Japan.  I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.  I guess 

school is a good place to learn, then.  I wasn’t looking forward to the rest of the week, though.  I walked 
into that great big empty house and into my room -- so big, so full of things!  What do I do? 

 
That’s easy.  I dumped my books and changed into my swimsuit, getting a t-shirt, a towel, and 

my sandals.  I will swim.  School will be hard, but I will make it -- gambatte -- I will keep going, and I 
will survive! 

 
 
Gwen 
 
I waited by the South door for a while, but Ron didn’t show up.  Maybe he was at swim practice 

already.  I saw Gloria waiting too.  I decided to head home. 
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Mom was home, but the first thing I did was hug my little brother Gary and kiss him and hug 

him until he wiggled away from me. 
 
Mom looked at me, and I started crying again.  She held me and I told her about Ron, what 

happened, and what I did.  We talked for a while and that helped.  Some things I understood better, but 
some things I didn’t.  I didn’t understand why anyone could hurt a little kid like that; mom couldn’t 
explain that to me either.  I did know that I needed to help, and I would.  I don’t know what I’ll do, but I 
know I have to help. 

 
 
Gloria 
 
I hung around school waiting for Ron, but finally gave up and walked home.  I knew mom was 

at a meeting at the hospital and wouldn’t be home until late.  There was a message on the answering 
machine from dad -- he got called into emergency surgery and wouldn’t be home until ten. 

 
But that suited me just fine, in fact better than fine!  I went to my room and grabbed a vibrator 

from my toy box.  I didn’t even bother to strip -- I fell back on the bed and did myself, imagining Ron’s 
smooth, tan body. 

 
I cleaned up a little after I came to my senses.  I moved a frozen Lasagna from the freezer in the 

garage to the house -- dinner for me, at least. 
 
I got a book and my sunglasses and walked to the pool. 
 
He was there swimming.  Since he was the only one in the pool, it was easy to tell where he’d 

put his stuff.  I sat down next to his towel, shirt, and sandals.  Rather than read, I sat there and watched 
him swim. 

 
I’d taken swim lessons when I was little; I knew how.  I got a “B” in swimming last year, easily.  

But he was so smooth.  I don’t know how you do those turns, flipping around, but he made it look easy, 
even when he went from freestyle to backstroke.  He kept going and going and going. 

 
He made a turn and started swimming furiously.  He did that for a lap and I thought he was done, 

but he went back to swimming slower for a while.  He did slow then fast, then slow, then fast, then slow 
for a while.  One last fast lap, and he floated on his back for a while.  I could see the smile on his face 
from where I sat. 

 
He started getting out of the pool.  I picked up his towel and met him half way. 
 
“Hi there,” I said, hoping my voice was as sexy as I felt. 
 
“Hi.  Thanks,” he told me, taking the towel.  He was still breathing fast.  He was also still 

smiling.  We sat down again. 
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“You do that every day?” I asked him. 
 
He nodded.  “If I can.  It was crowded yesterday at the usual time, so I had to swim late. 
 
“You have plans for dinner?”  Why waste time? 
 
He shook his head.  “No.  My uncle is out of town, and my aunt is at a meeting at the hospital.” 
 
“Oh!  She works there?” 
 
“Yes -- she’s a director or something.” 
 
“What does your uncle do?” 
 
“Bank president -- he’s off this week at some meeting in Dallas.  What do your parents do?” 
 
“My dad is a surgeon - cardiologist; he got an emergency call.  Mom is a plastic surgeon; she’s at 

the same meeting as your aunt.  Want to join me for dinner?” 
 
“That would be nice,” he told me. 
 
I asked him about homework.  He didn’t have that much, and neither did I.  We talked for a bit. 
 
“Ready to go?” I asked. 
 
He stood up.  “Uh, sure -- we should stop at my aunt and uncle’s place though so I can shower 

and change.” 
 
“Fine with me.” 
 
I decided to be aggressive -- I put an arm around his waist as we walked.  We walked without 

saying much.  His place was built a little before ours, I’d guess; we’d been here for about five years. 
 
He let out a big sigh as we went in the door. 
 
“What is it?” I asked him, rubbing his shoulders. 
 
He had a funny look on his face.  “I’m still getting used to it -- Ushida-san, the man I worked for, 

he was my swim coach too, his whole house was only a little bigger than my bedroom.” 
 
We went upstairs to his room.  “Look at this,” he told me. 
 
Looked like a normal room to me, except that it was way too clean. 
 
“Yeah?” 
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He shook his head, that funny smile again.  “Six of us lived in a space smaller than this!  And we 
didn’t have a big TV, or a computer, or a fancy bathroom.” 

 
He had a cool iMac with the big LCD screen and a nice TV.  Nice big bed, too.... 
 
“Uh,” he muttered, “I’ll take a quick shower.”  He got clothes out of drawers and went into the 

bathroom, closing the door behind him. 
 
I sat on his bed.  I started looking around when I heard the shower going.  I was totally evil -- I 

picked up his pillow and pressed my face into it, falling back with my other hand going past my 
waistband and into my panties. 

 
I wanted his scent, and more.  Oh God -- so soon I was twitching and coming, there on his bed. 
 
The shower stopped.  Panting, I pulled his pillow off my face and sat up.  I plumped up the 

pillow and replaced it, standing up and smoothing his bed out as I caught my breath.  So quick! 
 
He came out of the bathroom, dressed and wearing the same sandals.  He must have seen me 

looking at them. 
 
“Not much sense wearing shoes for the rest of the week,” he said. 
 
“Been there,” I told him with a nod. 
 
We headed downstairs, but he turned to the kitchen.  “What’s your phone number?” he asked. 
 
I smiled and told him.  Then I saw him writing it on a little whiteboard on the refrigerator. 
 
“Letting them know where I am,” he told me. 
 
I took his hand again as we left the house.  We walked past the pool to my place. 
 
We went in and to the kitchen.  “Lasagna okay for dinner?” 
 
He nodded.  “Sure.” 
 
“Something to drink?”  I opened the refrigerator. 
 
“Ah, 7-Up?” 
 
I handed him a can and grabbed a Pepsi for myself.  I took the lasagna out of the container and 

put it in the oven, setting the timer. 
 
“Why don’t we go in the other room?  It’s going to take about an hour to cook,” I told him.  Ten 

minutes in the microwave, but what fun was that? 
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We sat in the living room.  I opened the drapes while he sat down, then I sat next to him. 
 
We sipped our drinks for a while.  “How was your first day?” I asked. 
 
“In The Program?” he said.  “I’ll live.” 
 
“My first day was rough.  It took me completely by surprise.  It was also February -- it was cold, 

and those hallways are drafty between classes!” 
 
He managed a chuckle. 
 
I moved closer to him on the couch.  “I heard you had an interesting time in the shower after 

P.E.,” I said in my sexiest voice. 
 
He sighed and put down his can.  I put mine next to his. 
 
“Tell me,” I whispered, “Did you like that?” 
 
He sighed again and turned slightly, looking at me.  The look on his face was so complex. 
 
I closed my eyes and pulled him closer. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I don’t know what happened, that first time.  One moment we were sitting there talking, and the 

next we were kissing, our clothes came off, and I was so hungry, and I think she was too, and I was 
inside her.  She held me, pulling me into her as we moved.  I came so quick and so hard it left me dizzy.  
I collapsed on top of her.  She held me. 

 
I’d read that the first time was supposed to be special.  I wasn’t sure what hit me.  I could hear 

and feel her quick breathing and her heart beating fast, just like mine. 
 
When we got up, I reached for my clothes.  She pulled me to a hug and whispered, “Why 

bother?” in my ear.  I closed my eyes and held her; she was right. 
 
We sat in the kitchen and ate dinner. 
 
Gloria is very pretty.  I cleaned up dishes after dinner.  When she asked me why, I explained how 

we lived in Japan -- so little room that everything had to be put away after it was used.  Then she said it -
- “You aren’t in Japan any more.” 

 
Talking to Hamada-san, Ms. Kelsey, and Ms. Foster stirred up a lot of things inside me.  I wasn’t 

in Japan any more.  And I was realizing something else -- I wasn’t Japanese.  That was scary. 
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She stepped closer to me.  I guess I laughed a little.  When she asked me why, I told her -- 
“Pink.” 

 
She didn’t understand; I didn’t expect her to.  I explained that in Japan, and especially where we 

were, it was dark hair, brown eyes, almond skin -- and she was so pretty, and so pink. 
 
I remember reaching out and touching her breasts, hearing her take a breath, and watching her 

nipple respond.  I felt myself respond, too. 
 
We gathered our clothes and went to her bedroom.  Even without the light on, it was a mess!  So 

many things strewn about! 
 
She closed the door and pushed me back on her bed.  We kissed, running our hands over each 

other.  She took me inside her and sat up on me.  I held on, at first to her hips, then to her breasts.  I 
remembered how Yuki liked me to squeeze her nipples; I did that to Gloria and she cried out, rocking, 
coming, and making me come inside her.  She rocked more, then collapsed on top of me.  We went from 
kissing to snuggling close, skin against skin. 

 
“Gloria sweetie, I’m home,” a man’s voice called out. 
 
That’s how I woke up, in the dark, in someone’s bed, in someone’s arms -- Gloria. 
 
I tried to move, but she grabbed me and held me close. 
 
“I love you, daddy,” she answered out loud. 
 
Then she whispered, “Shhh -- he’ll go right to the shower.  It’s okay.” 
 
We heard a door open and close.  I got up and she helped me dress.  It was a little after nine. 
 
She led me downstairs and to the door.  We kissed on the porch, and I headed back to my aunt 

and uncle’s place. 
 
What a day!  I spent half an hour trying homework, but gave up and crashed. 
 
My head was still spinning as it hit the pillow.  When I rubbed my eyes, I could smell her on my 

face, and on my hands. 
 
It had been so nice in bed with her afterwards.  I thought about it -- something else I missed, or at 

least was different.  In Japan, all of us sleeping in the same room, a room always full of the sounds of 
other people.  During the heat of the summer, we’re only covered by light cloth. 

 
So different here, so quiet, so alone.  I closed my eyes and tried to remember what she smelled 

like, what she felt like, what she sounded like as we snuggled together.
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Tuesday Morning 
 
Gwen 
 
I got up early and helped mom fix breakfast.  She reminded me she’d be picking me up right 

after school; I was getting new glasses.  We talked about Ron, at least until my baby brother showed up 
at the table.  I knew today would be a big day; Tuesday was the first day that students in The Program 
had to get undressed in front of others.  Mom knew I was worried; she made sure I got off to school 
early.  I had butterflies in my stomach and I don’t know what else as I walked to school, worried about 
Ron, worried about what I could do to help. 

 
Walking along, I caught my reflection in the window of a parked van.  I paused and looked, not 

believing what, or who I saw. 
 
It surprised me; for a moment I didn’t believe it.  When I looked at that reflection, I saw my 

mom.  I saw her when she was determined, the way she clenched her jaw and held herself.  I tried to 
smile at the reflection, but I stayed determined.  The way I’d been walking, the way I’d been holding 
myself -- my mom. 

 
I looked again and sighed.  I look a lot like my mom; a little taller, breasts a bit smaller, longer 

legs, but anyone who saw us together knew we were mother and daughter.  What was it she’d said about 
maturing early?  There was more to that than just the physical. 

 
I closed my eyes and tried to relax, thinking about home.  But when I thought of Gary, my little 

brother, I felt my jaw tightening again -- who would hurt a little kid, and why?  I didn’t understand. 
 
As I opened my eyes, I felt that determination.  I couldn’t let that happen.  I wouldn’t let it 

happen. 
 
Another sigh.  I don’t know what I’m going to do, but I’ll do something.  I have to. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I don’t know when I’ve felt better waking up in the morning; Christmas, my birthday, the first 

day of vacation -- I felt better than all of those put together!  And what was wilder, I was even looking 
forward to going to school!  Running my hands over my body in the shower, I felt so fucking alive! 

 
When I got downstairs, both mom and dad were in the kitchen.  Dad was fixing breakfast.  I gave 

them both a good morning hug. 
 
“You’re certainly cheerful this morning,” mom told me. 
 
I just smiled. 
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Then dad asked, “Have anything to do with the boy I saw leaving the house last night?” 
 
Oops -- busted. 
 
Mom looked at me.  “Who is he, Glorybug?”  At least they were smiling. 
 
I told them about Ron and the stories running around school. 
 
Mom interrupted me.  “He’s the boy living with the Delaneys?  Janice Delaney?” 
 
I didn’t know his aunt’s name, just where they lived and that she worked at the hospital. 
 
Mom was really interested in him.  I told her about the problems he’d had at school, and I 

expected more, knowing how kids are.  She was especially interested in his scars, but like I said, she’s a 
dermatologist.  She does a lot of work cleaning up scars, birthmarks, tattoos, and shit like that. 

 
Mom surprised me.  “If he can make it, could you bring him by my office after school?” 
 
“Sure, I’ll talk to him.” 
 
How cool -- both mom and dad were interested, and understanding.  They didn’t yell, and they 

didn’t give me nasty looks. 
 
I talked more with mom after dad left.  Last year for a while I guess I’d been kind of wild, going 

around with a lot of boys.  I must have grown out of it over the summer.  When I told mom how good it 
felt to hold Ron, and have him hold me, she smiled.  Then she gave me a hug. 

 
And I saw what time it was!  I had to run to get to class on time!  But I did it with a big smile on 

my face. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I got up when the alarm went off.  I showered and got cleaned up.  I decided to wear my fancy 

warm-up pants, tabi, sandals, and a pullover shirt. 
 
Yesterday had been quite a day!  What would today bring?  Thinking about phys ed got me hard; 

what would those girls do?  I could always use the other side of the girls’ locker room.  I knew I was 
smiling -- I wouldn’t do that. 

 
“I’m glad to see you dressing more casually,” aunt Janice told me when I got downstairs. 
 
I remembered what we’d talked about at school, and tried to maintain eye contact, and smile.  

“Makes sense,” I told her. 
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She was reading her paper and drinking coffee.  “I got a call from Ms. Kelsey at school 
yesterday.  Do you know what she wants?” 

 
I wasn’t sure.  “No, I don’t.” 
 
“I’ve got more meetings this morning; I’ll probably call her this afternoon.”  She sighed and 

shook her head.  “If something doesn’t break, we’re headed for a strike at the hospital.” 
 
“I’ll let her know,” I told her. 
 
“Thank you.  I don’t know if I’ll be home for dinner or not; I’ll leave you a message,” she told 

me as she got up to leave. 
 
“That’s okay,” I told her. 
 
“Study hard,” she told me, patting me on the head. 
 
I had breakfast, cleaned up, got my bag, and headed to school. 
 
What strange feelings walking to school -- thinking of those girls in the shower, of Gwen, and 

Gloria -- and Kevin.  Did he call me “ashtray” yesterday afternoon?  As I got closer to the South 
entrance, I could see kids gathered. 

 
They were crowding both sides of the doorway as I approached. 
 
Someone pushed me back.  “Wait your turn,” one guy said.  “Wait for the bell,” a girl said. 
 
A guy’s voice in the crowd yelled, “Hey!  There’s no smoking here -- we don’t need no fucking 

ashtrays!”  That was Kevin -- a lot of kids laughed. 
 
“Knock it off!” a girl shouted. 
 
She stepped closer to me.  She was tall, wearing a black turtleneck and a silver something 

hanging from a silver chain around her neck.  “Don’t let them bug you,” she told me. She smiled and 
stood next to me.  “Seniors go first, then Juniors, then you two.  Okay?” 

 
I nodded, then told her, “Okay; thanks.” 
 
She smiled and said softly, “I’ll stick with you for a while; don’t worry.” 
 
More people gathered.  She asked, “Who’s the girl from your class?” 
 
“I don’t know,” I told her. 
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I could tell who the Seniors were -- I recognized the girl as a cheerleader.  She wore a sexy silky 
bathrobe and sandals, and walked up with a football player on one side of her and a tall guy on the other.  
The guys in the crowd hooted and whistled, but they didn’t touch. 

 
The tall guy undressed, then helped her out of her bathrobe.  Wow, she was beautiful!  She 

looked like something out of a Japanese manga comic -- big breasts, long legs, shaved genitals.  The 
crowd whistled and cheered as they went into school. 

 
The catcalls started -- the Juniors walked up.  They were holding hands, and looked scared to 

death.  Both were shorter than me; both wore glasses.  They looked and acted timid, which only made 
the crowd worse.  I knew how that worked -- the crowd smelled blood. 

 
The girl standing next to me called to someone.  Another girl in a black turtleneck elbowed her 

way through the crowd to the pair of kids. 
 
I could see the guy crying.  I shook my head -- that’s only going to make it worse. 
 
They recoiled as hands reached out and picked at their clothes.  Silly -- they’d worn regular 

school stuff. 
 
“Oh shit -- I’ll be back,” the gal next to me said.  She went up the stairs and helped protect the 

two who were undressing.  I heard more catcalls and laughing.  The other girl in the black turtleneck 
turned and said something to one guy, who backed off.  Then both girls in black helped the Juniors into 
school. 

 
I took a breath.  That left me.  Gambatte -- I will make it!  I started up the stairs. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
The crowd was already thick by the time I got to school.  What animals -- the way they hooted 

and whistled at Teri Benjamin -- it was what I would expect though, and she played to it.  I saw Ron, 
with an Angel standing next to him.  That made me feel better.  I thought I saw another Angel in the 
crowd.  I was surprised all of them weren’t here -- there were four, I thought. 

 
Oh God, the way the two Juniors were treated -- why doesn’t the school do something?  How 

could they let this continue, the way those two were humiliated?  I thought there was supposed to be a 
teacher present?  Both Angels had to help them into the building. 

 
Oh no -- that left Ron alone.  Where was the other girl, Sherry?  She should be here by now. 
 
Kevin started chanting, “Ashtray!  Ashtray!”  Other kids joined him.  What assholes! 
 
“Shut up, Kevin,” I called out as I walked up the steps and stood next to Ron.  He hadn’t started 

undressing yet.  I looked him in the eye -- he looked upset and scared at the same time. 
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Just like me. 
 
But I was going to do something.  I looked at the two empty clothes boxes and started taking off 

my blouse, ripping off a button in the process.  Kevin yelled out, “Ooh!  Chicky-chicky-chicky!” 
 
“Shut up, asshole!” I yelled back.  The crowd laughed at that. 
 
“I can help,” another dork said. 
 
“Ron is helping me,” I said.  I turned to Ron.  “Take off my bra,” I told him with a forced smile. 
 
He smiled and fumbled, but he got it off.  I took it from him and put it in the box.  Then I pulled 

his shirt over his head. 
 
Kevin started the “Ashtray” chant again.  “Shut up, Kevin!  He’s a lot better built than you are.” 
 
Ron surprised me.  He yelled out, “Baka!” or something like that. 
 
The crowd noise changed; they started mooing Kevin.  I took off my skirt and panties, putting 

them in the box.  I slipped off Ron’s pants -- he wasn’t wearing anything underneath! 
 
Kevin tried again.  “Not much to see there!” 
 
“He’s a lot better hung than you are, Kevee!  And so is my baby brother!” I yelled.  The crowd 

picked up on that and razzed Kevin all the more, some still making mooing noises. 
 
I grabbed my book bag, and Ron’s.  “Let’s go,” I told him as I handed him his bag.  I stuck to his 

right side to keep people away from his shoulder. 
 
We went in the door.  The Angels were helping the Juniors down the hall.  The kids were crying. 
 
Someone touched my breasts.  I swung around and slapped him. 
 
“Hey!  Reasonable request!” the guy said as he rubbed his face. 
 
I smiled at him, a fierce smile.  “Except that I’m not in The Program, asshole -- so you touch me, 

it’s harassment.  Got it?” 
 
That was one thing the school still paid attention to.  The kid evidently knew it, because he said, 

“Uh, sure.  Sorry.  Won’t happen again.” 
 
I could feel the crowd around us.  “It better not,” I told him, “or I’ll break your face and then 

have you thrown out.” 
 
I took Ron’s arm.  “Do you need to stop at your locker before English?” I asked him. 
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Ron 
 
“No, I’ve got what I need,” I told Gwen.  I put my arm around her waist, to hold her as well as 

to protect her.  I had to admire her, taking action and doing what she did. 
 
Baka! I yelled at him; fool, about the worst thing you could call someone in the part of Japan I 

was from.  So much I didn’t know.  Yes, I knew English, spoken and written, but I knew English as 
taught and used by an English Lit major who was a Mormon missionary.  One area I needed to learn in a 
hurry was slang. 

 
We had to go upstairs for class, and like usual, there were a lot of kids at the stairs. 
 
Oh joy -- Kevin caught up with us.  He stood in front of us, that stupid smirk on his face. 
 
“What do you want, asshole?” Gwen challenged him. 
 
“Just looking,” he replied. 
 
Then he reached for my right shoulder, touching me with his index finger, going, “Tsss!” 
 
He jumped back laughing, immensely proud of himself. 
 
“That’s harassment, Kevin -- stop it!” Gwen told him. 
 
He cringed and shook in mock fear, then turned and walked off laughing. 
 
I tugged on Gwen.  “He’s a fool.  Don’t let him bother you.”  Maneuvering through crowds was 

something I knew how to do.  I got us up the stairs and to class. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I got to school Tuesday morning a few minutes before first period started. 
 
“What’s going on in the middle parking lot?” I asked Doris when I got to our offices. 
 
She shook her head.  “Two kids were caught putting some kind of grease on the ramp Eric uses.” 
 
Oh shit -- Eric is one of our disabled students; he uses a walker.  “It’s getting cleaned up?” 
 
Doris nodded.  “The kids are doing initial cleanup, with a District crew coming in later.” 
 
“Not a good start to the day.  Anything else?” 
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She glanced to Ed’s office.  “Ken Weisgarber was supposed to be observing the South door this 
morning, but he called in a few minutes ago, saying he had car trouble and would be late.” 

 
I cringed.  We station a teacher at the South door Tuesday through Friday mornings to monitor 

kids in The Program as they disrobed.  Ken joined the school the middle of last year.  I’d thought he was 
a fence-sitter with respect to The Program.  While I wasn’t going to call it outright sabotage, I wasn’t 
happy; Tuesday was usually the most critical morning for the kids. 

 
“Send me the list so I can check it over?” I asked Doris.  I hadn’t paid enough attention to it.  I 

wouldn’t let a tentative person work Tuesday morning. 
 
She nodded.  “You’ll have it in a few minutes.” 
 
I finished marking up the list just after first period started.  In the past I’d recommended 

doubling-up on Tuesday mornings.  I was going to make that recommendation to Ed once more. 
 
But Ed’s door was closed.  I couldn’t understand what was going on inside, but from the tone of 

his voice, it wasn’t pretty.  I looked at the table in front of his office; it had six boxes of clothes from this 
morning.  Some good news; there had been some uncertainty about the Sophomore girl, Sherry 
Matthews. 

 
I was about to return to my office when the tone of Ed’s voice changed.  He sounded more even-

tempered, laughing a bit.  A woman’s voice answered.  It sounded as if they were wrapping things up.  I 
hung around. 

 
His door opened a short time later.  Karen, one of our Angels, came out.  She had a grim look on 

her face.  Ed told her, “We’ll get it straightened out.  Thanks.” 
 
When Karen was out of the office, Ed looked at me and sighed, shaking his head.  I handed him 

the reworked schedule. 
 
He glanced at it and smiled.  “You’re a mind-reader, Joyce.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I think not -- or we wouldn’t have Ken Weisgarber by himself on a Tuesday 

morning.” 
 
“Think it was deliberate?” Ed asked. 
 
I shrugged.  “Don’t know, but I won’t trust him going forward.  How did it go this morning?” 
 
He sighed again and leaned on the end of the table.  “You heard about the parking lot, the ramp 

Eric uses?” 
 
“Doris told me a couple of kids were caught greasing it.” 
 



Naked In School: About Ron 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 39 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

He nodded, displeased.  “Joan, one of our Angels, caught them.  She stuck around until cops and 
faculty arrived.  With Barb still out recovering from her wisdom teeth, that left Karen and Beth to cover 
the South door.  From what I was told, the Junior kids were savaged.  It was so bad that Karen couldn’t 
stick around for Ron Hanson.” 

 
Ed looked at the boxes of clothes, then pointed, counting them and looking in each box.  “What 

the hell is this?” he asked. 
 
“What?  Is something wrong?”  There were six boxes.  I was willing to bet the silky robe 

belonged to Teri Benjamin.  The warm-up pants with the Japanese characters had to be Ron’s. 
 
Ed looked at me, puzzled and upset.  “I received a call at home last night from Robert Matthews, 

Sherri Matthews’ father.  He was most delighted to inform me that Sherri would not be at school, as 
she’s been given a full scholarship to Saint Trinians, where she starts today.  He informed me that the 
scholarship even included a substantial uniform allowance.” 

 
I nodded, puzzled now myself.  We’d seen this kind of activity before, families of students in 

The Program being contacted by the private schools in the area, even being offered full scholarships, as 
in this case.  “So who put their clothes in the box?” I asked Ed. 

 
He gave me a raised-eyebrow look, shaking his head and rumbling his mustache in 

bewilderment. 
 
 
Bev 
 
Ellen, our school nurse, arrived just as my second period class escaped.  She set up a comfy-

looking cloth-covered folding chair and placed it at the front of the class.  She helped me bring a larger 
platform to the front of the room.  It could easily hold two people, or her chair. 

 
Ellen is in her late twenties, and very attractive.  She’s also bright, dedicated, and great with kids.  

We were lucky to catch her.  She’s a strong supporter of The Program.  Today we’d do variations on 
things she’d done in the past. 

 
Or so I thought, until students started wandering in, and Ron and Gwen came in holding hands, 

both naked!  I looked to Ellen, who also looked surprised.  What the hell was going on? 
 
As Ron took his seat, I called to Gwen.  “Gwen, please?” 
 
She approached, the determined look on her face carrying through to her posture.  Maybe there 

was some fear mixed in there as well. 
 
“Are you in The Program?” I asked her quietly. 
 
She shook her head and said, “No.” 
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“Then why?” I asked. 
 
She answered quickly and with conviction, her head high.  “To protect Ron.” 
 
I smiled.  “Thank you.  Are you willing to help today?” 
 
Even though she didn’t know what was going to happen, she responded, “Yes, of course.” 
 
I was about to say something else when Kevin came into the room.  He went out of his way to go 

past Ron, and as he did, he poked Ron in the right shoulder with his index finger, going, “Tssss!” as he 
did. 

 
“Kevin, that is harassment, and will stop immediately!” I called out. 
 
“And it’s not the first time this morning he’s done it, or the first time someone’s yelled at him to 

stop,” Gwen told me. 
 
Kevin just smiled and waved as he took his seat.  He still thought it was funny, pressing his 

finger into the palm of the other hand, making noises.  I glanced to Ellen.  She looked ready to punch the 
idiot’s lights out.  I brought her closer, and turned to Gwen. 

 
“Kevin did that earlier today?” 
 
Gwen nodded.  “Yes -- and before school he was leading chants, of ‘Ashtray’ and being a real 

asshole.  I’ve told him to stop at least three times.” 
 
I looked to Ellen.  “Could you get on your radio and brief Joyce?  I think someone needs an 

attitude adjustment.” 
 
She nodded.  “Be happy to.”  She unclipped the two-way radio from her belt and stepped into the 

hallway. 
 
“Have a seat, dear,” I told Gwen.  She took her seat. 
 
I let kids mill into the room and find their seats.  Kevin stopped screwing around -- he must have 

seen the smile on my face. 
 
Dana came in, almost late as usual.  She had a surprised and somewhat shocked look on her face.  

She looked to Ron, to Gwen, then to Kevin.  She sat down quietly and quickly.  I nodded, still smiling -- 
she must have heard Ellen talking to the office. 

 
Ellen came in and leaned over to whisper to Gwen.  Gwen nodded, and they whispered back and 

forth.  Ellen stepped back into the hall. 
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The bell rang to start class.  I rocked on my heels, smiling, waiting.  Gee -- the class was 
surprisingly quiet!  Some of the kids may have heard about Ellen’s previous show-and-tell presentations.  
She only did them a few times a year, usually to help out with special situations. 

 
Ellen came back into the room, smiling.  She walked up to me and whispered, “All set -- send 

him to Joyce when you’re ready.  Joyce wants to see you at break.” 
 
“Kevin,” I announced to the class, “Please report to Ms. Kelsey’s office.  NOW!” 
 
He blanched -- how nice.  He left the room, not looking quite as animated. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I had Donna pull Kevin’s file, even though I knew it pretty well.  I’m supposed to know better, 

but it’s so easy and so tempting to label kids some times.  The label for Kevin read Asshole in big, bold 
letters.  Even over the radio, with its limited fidelity, I could tell Ellen had struggled to keep an even 
temperament.  She verified that we had witnesses for multiple incidents.  She and Bev witnessed one, 
and Gwen witnessed others.  I was startled to hear that Gwen was naked -- I guess the mystery clothing 
was hers.  I needed to talk to Bev.  I made some phone calls, but couldn’t get hold of anyone. 

 
“Uh, you wanted to see me?”  Kevin stuck his head in my door.  He looked a little scared.  Good 

-- the school doesn’t tolerate harassment. 
 
“Yes,” I told him.  “Come in.” 
 
He stepped inside and to the chair. 
 
“You can remain standing.  You won’t be here that long.” 
 
I let that sink in for a moment. 
 
“Kevin, you are harassing Ron Hanson.  You are harassing Ron Hanson even though you have 

been told to stop, and told multiple times.  I checked, and found the copies of the school’s harassment 
policy that you signed, this year and last year.  So you know better.” 

 
I paused to let that sink in.  He wasn’t giving me his usual smart-ass smirk, which was mildly 

encouraging. 
 
“The usual response to such behavior is suspension,” I told him.  He wavered a bit on his feet, 

then seemed to relax.  I expected as much.  Don’t throw me into that briar patch.... 
 
“But since I can’t reach either of your parents, I’m not going to do that.”  Lord knows, teachers 

and administrators have been trying to “reach” him and his parents for years. 
 
He looked worried again. 
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“I’m not going to send you home, because you’d like that,” I told him. 
 
“This behavior has to stop, Kevin, and it has to stop right now.  I’m putting a written reprimand 

into your file.”  To go along with all the others, I’m sure he was thinking right along with me. 
 
“Let me tell you some of the options we have if you continue.  We can expel you from school.  

That means you’d have to go to Polytechnic, way over on the other side of town.  We can call the police, 
have you arrested for harassment, and expelled.” 

 
I let that sink in for a while.  I could tell he didn’t like the sound of that.  I didn’t think his 

parents would like the thought of hauling his sorry ass across town to school. 
 
“Good.  I think you understand that we consider this a serious issue.  Let me tell you a little 

more.  If anything unusual happens to either Ron or Gwen -- I don’t care if it’s a hangnail -- as far as I’m 
concerned, you will be held responsible.  Do you understand me?” 

 
“Y...  Yes,” he managed to say. 
 
“Good.  Kevin, I’d like to remind you that you’ve been signed up for The Program.  We can put 

you in The Program any time we want; we don’t have to start on a Monday.”  Good -- he was looking 
more worried.  Now for the icing on the cake. 

 
“And Kevin, I think The Program would be a wonderful opportunity for you.  District policy is 

clear -- we don’t place students in The Program for punishment or retribution.  Rather, The Program 
provides an opportunity for you to grow and change.”  Pause for effect -- “Anything else the Angels will 
take care of.  Go sit in the chair outside my office until the period is over.  You may go.” 

 
The boy actually looked a little pale!  This might work!  I turned to my computer and did a quick 

write-up for his file.  I’d help Gwen do one, and have Bev and Ellen add theirs. 
 
Angels -- one of the evolutionary aspects of The Program.  They hadn’t started at our school, but 

the idea certainly caught on.  Teachers couldn’t be everywhere to monitor kids; that’s always been the 
case, even without The Program.  And, even without The Program, some teachers have looked the other 
way with respect to certain kinds of behavior.  It’s too easy and too simplistic to call the Angels a 
vigilante response, even if the label is to a certain extent applicable.  They’re a group of self-selected 
girls who have taken it upon themselves to be “the conscience” of The Program.  While it’s overly 
simplistic to say that they protect girls and punish boys, that is a lot of it.  They also protect boys and 
punish girls.  It’s amazing what changes a few days of public humiliation (I’m sorry, that should be 
“interaction”) by peers can bring about. 

 
But it’s more than that.  It’s not just what Angels do or say.  Their presence makes a difference, 

reminding students.  They are a visible conscience.  I smirked to myself -- a visible conscience in a 
black turtleneck, wearing a silver charm on a silver chain, the charm depicting the silhouette of a female 
with improbably large breasts, a silhouette seen most often on large trucks. 
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The four we have this year -- I love them.  They are mature, responsible individuals.  I smirked -- 
Karen especially has imagination and talent.  They also have determination and guts. 

 
Last year we had eight Angels; four graduated.  Of this year’s group, Barbara had her wisdom 

teeth pulled last Friday, and was out with complications, possibly for the week.  As the morning had 
shown us, the remaining three were stretched too thin. 

 
I looked at the clock, and the pile of work on my desk.  With a sigh, I got back to work. 
 
 
Vicky Saunders. M.D. 
 
Don and I expect surprises from our Glorybug, but this?  Don managed to see a boy leaving the 

house last night.  But the way our little girl -- our little sexpot -- looked this morning!  She was glowing, 
positively satiated!  So different from her wild experimentation of last year -- we’d been worried; she’d 
been so quiet the last few months, but her therapist insured us it was a normal phase she was going 
through.  She told us our Glorybug was maturing. 

 
I looked at the picture of her on my desk, one taken some years ago.  Yes, she was maturing.  

Her body was certainly mature.  But such a surprise, the look on her face this morning when she talked 
about holding that boy, snuggling and falling asleep after making love.  Had she used that word, or was 
that my hopes?  I remembered my wild days, and the revelation of how good a snuggle could be. 

 
But this boy, Ron, piqued my professional interests as well.  I assumed that what Gloria told me 

was accurate.  Her observations were probably close, and the stories she repeated seemed to correlate 
with what she observed.  Another reason to meet this boy! 

 
I picked up my phone and called Janice Delaney next door at the hospital. 
 
“Doctor Saunders calling for the Director, if she’s in, please,” I told her aide. 
 
“Good morning, Doctor.  Any answers for me?” she asked.  We’d been up late last night trying 

to figure a way out of a labor dispute. 
 
I sighed.  “Good morning, Janice.  Actually, I do have some thoughts.  But I’m calling on a 

different matter.” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
“I believe you and your husband are guardians for a young man, Ron Hanson?” 
 
“Yes, that’s right.  Why?” 
 
“I understand he has some cosmetic problems, some scars from earlier family life?” 
 
“Yes he does, but that was a long time ago.” 
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“I’ve been asked to evaluate him, pro-bono, and of course I need your permission.  I though I 

could drop by, have you sign the forms, and we could discuss our labor issue.” 
 
“Certainly, I need all the ideas I can get.  When could you drop by?” 
 
“I’ve had some cancellations; I could be over in say, five minutes?” 
 
“That would be fine.  I have another meeting coming up, so I’d only be able to spare fifteen 

minutes or so.” 
 
“Janice, that fits my schedule as well.  I’m on my way.” 
 
 
Bev 
 
“With that out of the way,” I told the class after Kevin left the room, “I don’t know if all of you 

have met Ellen Rhodes, our staff nurse, known to some as Rocky.”  I nodded to Ellen.  She smiled and 
stepped up on the platform. 

 
Ellen is a knockout.  Pretty face framed by short brown hair, full and firm bosom, trim waist, 

dynamite ass and legs, almost six feet tall.  She’s a killer volleyball player, and helps coach our girls 
team.  Some of the more observant may have noticed she always wears tops with high necklines, usually 
tops which show her figure, as with the one she was wearing today. 

 
“For the first part of the class,” I told them, “We’ll discuss scars.”  I nodded to Ellen. 
 
She smiled and pulled her top over her head, turning to the side as she did.  She unhooked her 

bra, handing it and her top to me.  She unbuttoned her shorts and slipped those and her panties off. 
 
You could have heard a pin drop as she turned to face the class. 
 
She is beautiful. 
 
She raised her right hand and ran her fingers down the scar which ran down the middle of her 

chest along her breastbone.  “When I was ten,” she told the class, “I had open-heart surgery to repair a 
hole in my heart.” 

 
She moved her hands down and pointed to two small scars on her lower abdomen, just above her 

neatly trimmed pubic hair.  As she looked at the class, she told them, “You’ve seen Ron’s scar.  I had 
my appendix out a few years ago.  Older approaches would have left a large scar, similar to Ron’s.  Now 
such surgery is done laparoscopically, making two small incisions, and a larger incision through the 
navel.” 

 
She described both surgeries, then went around the room letting kids look at the scars and touch 

them.  I’m not sure if some of the boys (and possibly some of the girls) saw the scars.  Ron touched her 
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chest scar and smiled.  So did Gwen.  Dana looked as if she’d been kicked in the stomach.  Ellen took 
her hand and touched it to her chest scar, then one of the ones on her abdomen.  I thought, I hoped, Dana 
was a good kid and what happened yesterday hadn’t been deliberate. 

 
“Any questions for Ellen?” I asked when she came back to the front of the room. 
 
I don’t think some of the kids had resumed breathing yet. 
 
“Gwen isn’t in The Program, but has offered to help.  Gwen and Ron, would you come up 

please?” 
 
Gwen moved with determination.  Ron seemed more at ease.  Was that because of Gwen? 
 
I indicated the platform, and they both stood on it. 
 
I saw Ellen looking them over.  “It’s nice to have mature subjects to work with,” she said. 
 
“Yeah, Kevin got thrown out,” Dana tossed in.  The class laughed.  I gave Dana a cross look, but 

a slight smile. 
 
I leaned back against my desk while Ellen pointed out areas of physical development in both Ron 

and Gwen, using both clinical and more popular terms.  She described how bodies changed, and would 
continue to change, and the different rates for men and women. 

 
She’d been touching them gently, getting both of them partially aroused.  Ron was at about half-

mast, and Gwen’s right nipple was showing the attention it had recently received from Ellen’s talented 
touch. 

 
“Okay,” Ellen said, “Why don’t you step off for a moment.” 
 
Ron and Gwen stepped down.  Ellen moved her chair on to the platform, and stepped closer to 

the two.  “Are you virgins?” she asked in a quiet voice the rest of the class couldn’t hear. 
 
Gwen nodded yes, and Ron nodded no. 
 
Ellen nodded and whispered, “Thank you.” 
 
She stepped on to the platform and sat in her chair.  “Ron, I think you should be first.” 
 
I took a breath. 
 
She held out a hand to Ron.  “Please,” she said. 
 
Ron stepped up on the platform. 
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Vicky Saunders. M.D. 
 
I sighed as I walked back to my office.  I had the paperwork signed, that was the good news.  

That woman was a brilliant administrator, but she was worse as a parent than I was -- and that was 
saying something.  Of course, how long had it taken me to learn that the scars on many of my patients 
went far, far deeper than just their skin?  I was worried about Ron -- the scars he had were the kind that 
could go all the way to his soul.  And yet that made me feel better about our Glorybug -- she’d felt 
something, and responded to it.  She’d grown a lot in the last year.  Our little girl had a heart. 

 
I knew just who to call at Pioneer High -- Ellen Rhodes.  I hadn’t spoken with her since last May 

or so. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I watched Ron step up to the platform and take Ellen’s hand.  She is so pretty, so tall and poised. 
 
“Here, I want you to sit in my lap,” she told him as she drew him closer. 
 
Ron blushed a little, and a lot of kids in the class giggled -- I know I did.  Then I blushed too -- 

had I volunteered for this as well?  I guess so. 
 
“Relax,” Ellen told him, “and let me hold you.” 
 
She arranged his legs so they were outside hers, and wrapped her arms around him, leaning him 

back on to her.  “Relax; I’ve got you,” she whispered.” 
 
Oh the smile on his face as she held him!  And oh, the erection he got! A lot of kids saw that; 

how many of them saw the smile on his face, or heard him sigh as she held him and rocked him gently. 
 
She held him like that for a minute or two, whispering in his ear.  He had his arms over hers, his 

eyes closed, a big smile on his face. 
 
She started talking louder, talking to the class.  Ron’s eyes were still closed. 
 
Kids laughed when she said she was going to explain how we could tell if a boy was aroused; I 

thought we could see that pretty easily!  But she went on to tell us there was a difference between 
getting someone off, and getting them really aroused.  She moved Ron’s arms from around hers to at his 
sides, then held him a bit more and whispered to him. 

 
She told us once a boy gets aroused, naturally he wants to come, to have an orgasm.  But there’s 

a lot more you can do to give him pleasure, if he’ll just slow down, relax, and enjoy it!  Some girls 
laughed at that. 
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So everyone could hear, she told Ron that he was safe, and he could relax in her arms and enjoy 
everything that was happening. 

 
Hearing her and seeing the smile on his face made me tingle all over. 
 
She alternated whispering to him and speaking out loud as she ran her hands over his body, 

describing what she was doing. 
 
I never realized a boy’s nipples could be sensitive, but the noises Ron made and the way he 

moved as she ran her fingers over him told me they certainly were.  Then she started running her 
fingertips down the sides of his body, from his shoulders and chest to his thighs.  He moaned and arched 
his back. 

 
She was circling her fingers along the insides of his hips as she whispered in his ear.  Her fingers 

never got closer than the edge of the short, curly brown hair around his cock, but he was breathing 
deeply, and his hips were moving, his erect cock plowing the air. 

 
I’d forgotten Ms. Foster was standing right next to me, at least until Ms. Rhodes, Ellen, looked at 

us with a real sexy smile. 
 
Ms. Foster leaned down to me and whispered, “Would you like to help?” 
 
I felt myself blushing.  “Uh, I’m not sure,” I whispered back to her. 
 
She must have done something, because Ms. Rhodes nodded. 
 
Ms. Foster whispered, “You could kiss him and run a hand over his chest.  Could you do that?” 
 
“Uh, sure,” I told her. 
 
“Okay,” she whispered, “I’ll tell you when.  You don’t have to if you don’t want to.” 
 
I could feel the smile on my face, and the tingle all over my body, especially in my nipples and 

between my legs.  “I want to,” I told her. 
 
Ms. Rhodes nodded again, her hands still circling on Ron’s hips, moving closer to his cock as 

she started whispering to him again.  He let out a sigh, then a moan. 
 
“Get ready,” Ms. Foster whispered.  When she touched my shoulder, it felt like I’d been hit by 

sex lightning. 
 
Ms. Rhodes’ fingers moved closer to Ron’s cock and his balls, stroking rhythmically as he 

moaned and moved on top of her. 
 
“Now,” Ms. Foster whispered. 
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I bent over, licking my lips and closing my eyes as I got closer, kissing him and feeling his chest 
and tummy. 

 
Ms. Rhodes was whispering something I couldn’t hear, but I sure could hear Ron moan, and I 

felt him shake.  I kissed him, holding him.  After a bit he stopped shaking and moaning as much.  I felt 
Ms. Foster’s hands on my back; they felt very nice.  She helped pull me back to standing. 

 
As I stood, I could see where Ron had squirted off to the side away from Ms. Foster and me.  I 

suppose Ms. Rhodes helped with that.  She was holding him again, her arms around his chest, holding 
him as she whispered in his ear.  I think if she let go of him, he’d fall on the floor, he looked so relaxed. 

 
She must have said something, because Ron said, “No, please hold me,” just loud enough for me 

to hear.  She held him a while longer. 
 
Slowly he opened his eyes.  He sighed, then held her arms and squeezed them.  Ms. Foster 

moved closer and helped him stand up.  He looked so wobbly! 
 
Then Ms. Rhodes looked at me, into me.  “Gwen?” 
 
It was my turn! 
 
 
Ron 
 
I thought I’d been hit by lightning yesterday -- first in the shower, then in the locker room, then 

the two times with Gloria, each more intense than the one before. 
 
That was nothing -- I couldn’t stand up without help from Ms. Foster.  What happened?  I was 

still dizzy, almost in a fog.  In her arms the whole room disappeared -- it was just the two of us, and for a 
while it felt like her voice was far away. 

 
Ms Foster helped me lean against her desk, and she stood next to me, between me and the rest of 

the class, and put one of her arms around my shoulder. 
 
I watched Gwen as she sat in Ms. Rhodes’ lap, her legs going outside Ms. Rhodes’ legs, leaning 

her back, hugging her, whispering in her ear, telling her to take a deep breath, then let it out and ... relax. 
 
Oh God -- I felt it again, just watching, feeling so safe, so relaxed. 
 
“I’ve got you, Ron,” Ms. Foster whispered.  “Watch and learn.” 
 
Oh, I watched, and I learned.  I’d learned from Hitomi and Akiko in Japan, but nothing like this.  

I watched as Ms. Rhodes ran her hands over Gwen’s body, getting her aroused.  I watched Gwen’s 
nether lips swell and part, seeing them glisten with moisture.  I remembered Hitomi in the boat in the 
harbor, as she taught me how to eat her. 
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Gwen’s nipples were so pretty, and looked so tasty.  I don’t know how it happened, but I ended 
up on my knees next to the chair.  Ms. Rhodes took my hand in hers and helped me stroke gently 
between Gwen’s legs.  Her whispering took hold of me, and a hand at the back of my head moved me 
closer to one of Gwen’s breasts.  I took her nipple in my mouth as I stroked her with a finger.  I heard 
her moaning and felt her moving under me. 

 
I knew I was on my knees, but I felt like I was on my back again in Ms. Rhodes’ arms, the soft 

whisper of her voice going through me. 
 
As Gwen moaned and shook, I came again, a hand holding me to Gwen’s breast.  As that hand 

held me, I held on to Gwen and Ms. Rhodes. 
 
 
Bev 
 
Oh God, that was so intense, and so loving at the same time.  I helped Ron stand up, then Gwen.  

Ellen stood up and gave me a look of pure lust.  Then she took the kids out to the hall to bring them back 
to Earth. 

 
Last year, I’d substituted for a senior girl in one of Ellen’s “demonstrations.”  I’d never come 

like that in my whole life! 
 
I took a deep breath and looked over my class.  From the flushed looks on some of their faces, 

they were still breathing.... 
 
“Well,” I said a little too loud, to deliberately break the spell, “Questions or comments?” 
 
Nothing, not even a “When do I get my turn?”  Not surprising -- it usually takes kids a few 

minutes to recover.  How long would it take me to recover? 
 
“While you recover then,” I told them, “I’ll summarize.  First, what amazing things can happen if 

you relax and take your time!  This is especially for the boys, but you girls should listen as well -- 
nobody died because they didn’t get off right now.”  That got nervous laughter.  “Relax and savor every 
moment.  Let things happen.  Girls, if things aren’t happening to your liking, speak up!  Guys, you’d 
better listen -- and not just with your ears!  And all of you -- ask your partner what they would like.  Ask 
them if they like what you’re doing.  Ask how you could make it better.  Listen to what they tell you, 
with their voices, and their bodies.  Could you tell when Rocky did something Ron or Gwen liked?”  I 
saw heads nodding up and down.  “Damn right you could!”  That got some laughter.  Good; most of 
them were with me again. 

 
“How long did it take Ron to get aroused?” I asked.  Snickers and laughter.  “Right -- not too 

long.  How about Gwen?”  Heads nodding.  “Right -- it took longer.  Somehow, I don’t think many of 
you were watching the clock.  I took a few glances at it.” 

 
I took a few steps, moving around.  I’ve seen that performance five times, and participated once, 

and it blows my mind every time. 
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“So who came first, quickest really, from the time they sat down in Rocky’s lap?”  I looked at 

the class.  “Okay, show of hands.  Who thinks it was Gwen?”  A few hands went up.  “And who thinks it 
was Ron?”  Most of the kids raised their hands. 

 
I smiled and nodded.  “With Ron, it was sixteen minutes.  Gwen was nine and a half.  

Surprised?” 
 
Most of them looked astonished.  “Let’s think about that for a bit.  If I’d asked before we started, 

most of you would probably have bet your lunch money that Ron wouldn’t have lasted two minutes in 
Rocky’s hands, right?”  Heads nodding, sounds of agreement.  “Okay, we all watched what happened -- 
you guys especially, think of what Ron would have missed out on if he’d only lasted a short time.  Think 
of what happened because he relaxed and let things happen.  Pretty intense, right?” 

 
Most kids were considering that carefully, especially the boys.  “That’s what can happen if 

you’re with someone who cares, and both of you take your time,” I told them softly.  “Girls, you know 
how to get a boy off quickly -- but do you know how to get him off really, really slowly?”  Among the 
girls, Dana had a big grin.  Some of the boys were blushing. 

 
I let that sink in for a bit.  “What we witnessed was very special.  Don’t expect things like that to 

happen often.  What we witnessed was the result of trust, openness, and self-confidence.  Questions?” 
 
One of my girls had a funny look on her face.  “What is it?” I asked her. 
 
“But what if I don’t want to wait?  Some times I get so ... hot.” 
 
I smiled.  “I know.  So do I.”  That revelation got looks of surprise.  “When that happens, let 

your partner know, and do the best you can.  Some times that means letting go, letting your body do 
what it needs to do.  Some times that means coaching, encouraging, or demanding.”  Nodding and some 
laughter.  “Remember -- the world isn’t ending.  There will be tomorrow, and the next day, and the next 
day.” 

 
I had a feeling I might be leading some of these kids astray.  “Did either Ron or Gwen plan what 

happened?  Did they direct or choreograph things?”  Shaking heads.  “No they didn’t!  They relaxed and 
went with it.  That’s the thing to learn.” 

 
I caught motion out of the corner of my eye.  Ellen was leading the kids back into the room.  I 

walked over to them and gave each of them, including Ellen, a big hug.  As soon as I started, some of 
the kids started applauding.  That was nice; a little weird, but nice. 

 
Ron and Gwen sat down, looking a little spaced still.  Ellen gave me a big smile and started 

getting dressed. 
 
The bell rang.  “Thank you; see you tomorrow!” I told the kids. 
 
Gwen and Ron walked out holding each other; I think it was more holding on to each other. 
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“Thank you,” I told Ellen, giving her a hug.” 
 
She smiled.  “You’re quite welcome.  Two interesting kids.” 
 
I chuckled.  “They’re all interesting.” 
 
She nodded.  “Drop by Joyce’s office?” 
 
“Will do.  I’ll walk over with you.” 
 
 
Joyce 
 
Bev and I hugged.  She headed back to class, and I walked to Ed’s office.  His door was open, 

but I knocked on the door jamb anyway. 
 
He looked up from his usual never-ending pile of paperwork.  “You can come in if you have 

good news,” he told me.  Then he smiled.  “Come in anyway.” 
 
“Thanks,” I told him, closing the door after me.  I dropped into one of his visitor chairs. 
 
“That bad?” he asked.  “It’s only Tuesday.” 
 
I nodded.  “And we haven’t even completed a month of school.” 
 
He looked at me over the tops of his reading glasses.  “I thought I saw one of our future leaders 

sitting outside your office a while ago.” 
 
“You mean Kevin?” I asked. 
 
He nodded as he took off his glasses.  “Looked like you scared the shit out of him -- 

congratulations.  What happened?” 
 
“He’s been harassing Ron Hanson, and doing it in front of people.” 
 
“You suspended him?” 
 
Immediately after saying that, Ed made a rude noise.  “Pardon me; I should know better.” 
 
I smirked and nodded.  “Yeah -- he would like that.  I told him his behavior had to stop, and that 

if it didn’t, we could have him expelled, or arrested and expelled.  I also let him know that if anything 
happens to Ron or Gwen, as far as I’m concerned, he’s responsible.” 

 
“Gwen?” Ed asked.  “Who’s Gwen?  But that wouldn’t scare him -- I think his family knows 

more of the police department than we do.” 
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I nodded, then smiled.  “I reminded him that he’s eligible for The Program.” 
 
“And?” Ed asked. 
 
“And I told him The Program provides a tremendous opportunity for personal growth and 

change.  I also reminded him we do not put people in The Program for retribution or punishment.” 
 
“And?” 
 
“I may have mentioned the Angels,” I told him, glancing up at the ceiling. 
 
He smiled and nodded.  “Good for you -- that would do it.  Any more good news?” 
 
“I know who contributed the mystery clothing.” 
 
He perked up.  “Oh?  Who? An exhibitionist come out of the closet?” 
 
I chuckled.  “Not quite.  Gwen Doherty, a Sophomore, in most of Ron Hanson’s classes.  From 

speaking to Bev Foster, Gwen did it pretty spontaneously this morning.  When Bev asked her why, 
know what she said?” 

 
“Not a clue.” 
 
I smirked.  “That wasn’t it.  She said she did it to protect Ron.  I’ll be talking to her at lunch, in 

part to get her statement on Kevin’s behavior.” 
 
Ed smiled.  “That’s the first encouraging thing I’ve heard today.” 
 
“And Ellen put on a show-and-tell session with those two kids in Bev’s class that was pretty 

amazing.” 
 
Ed sighed, shaking his head.  “I was born too early,” he said with almost a straight face. 
 
I chuckled.  “Your parents would have sent you to a parochial school -- for boys.” 
 
He chuckled with me.  “You’re probably right.” 
 
 
Gwen 
 
My legs were still kind of wobbly when we left class.  I was glad I had Ron to lean on, and I 

think he was leaning on me just as much as I was leaning on him.  I walked him upstairs to his math 
class.  “See you at the pool,” I told him outside the door.  We hugged, and that was nice.  I decided to go 
right to French and study a little more. 
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Gloria 
 
Oh, I wasn’t sure where his locker was!  I waited in the general area, and saw him coming down 

the hall.  I knew I was smiling; he started smiling as well. 
 
After he opened his locker, I gave him a quick hug.  “How are you today?” 
 
He smiled and held me.  “Fine.” 
 
“Last night was very special,” I whispered. 
 
He sighed and held me more.  Oh, how good that feels! 
 
“Oh, it was,” he whispered in my ear. 
 
As we started walking, slowly, I asked him, “Meet me after school?  My mom wants to meet 

you, and we can head back to my house.”  I had an arm around his waist; I squeezed him a little.  “I’d 
really like that.” 

 
He squeezed me!  Then he said, “I’d like that a lot.  Will I see you at lunch?” 
 
“You bet!” I told him. 
 
He seemed a lot more relaxed today, even as people touched him as we walked along.  I was on 

his right side to protect his right shoulder.  By the time we got to the Girl’s locker room door, that 
gorgeous cock of his was standing straight up, and oh how I wanted it again!  I gave him another hug.  
“See you at lunch,” I told him.  As I stepped away I managed to run my fingers down his front and over 
his cock. 

 
 
Gwen 
 
French went well.  I wanted to get to P.E. quick.  But as I walked along the hall, I saw a bunch 

of kids crowded around someone.  As I got closer, I heard a girl crying, sobbing, “Stop, stop.” 
 
Oh shit -- it sounded like that Junior girl from earlier. 
 
“She said STOP!” I yelled, pushing through the crowd.  I was glad I had both hands free. 
 
There she was, up against the lockers, crying, cringing.  A boy was pinching one of her tits -- not 

touching, pinching!  I slapped his hand, as hard as I could. 
 
“She said STOP!” I yelled, again. 
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I put an arm around her and turned.  Oh shit -- we were surrounded by kids, mostly boys, and 
none of them looked very friendly. 

 
“We can touch,” one of them said. 
 
“That wasn’t touching, it was pinching -- you were hurting her,” I snarled back. 
 
A hand reached for me.  “So maybe you want to play?” 
 
I slapped that hand.  “Except I’m not in The Program, asshole, so keep your paws to yourself.” 
 
“She sure looks like she’s in The Program,” another boy said. 
 
God, there were a lot of them!  How had Ron moved us up the stairs?  He just did it.  I tried to 

move the girl, but she wouldn’t budge. 
 
“Looks like it to me,” another said. 
 
“Well she’s not!” called another voice.  One of the Angels pushed her way through the crowd.  

The boys started to take off.  I grabbed one by the shirt, holding him. 
 
“Hey!” he yelled. 
 
“This one was pinching her -- after she asked him to stop,” I said. 
 
The Angel grabbed the other side of his shirt.  She had to be six feet tall.  She looked down at 

him.  “Why Jerome -- we’ve talked to you about that.  When you’re in The Program, I promise you -- 
I’m going to twist your left nut clean off.”  She spun him part of the way around and gave him a shove. 

 
“How are you?” she asked softly, turning once more to the Junior girl. 
 
“Bruised,” I said, pointing to the sides of her breasts. 
 
“Let’s walk to the office,” the Angel said. 
 
She was on one side, and I was on the other, the girl between us, shaking but not crying any 

more. 
 
When we got to the admin office door, I told them, “I have to get to P.E.”  Then to the Junior girl 

I said, “I’ll watch for you, but you can’t put up with that shit.”  I squeezed her hand, and left. 
 
Hands brushed me as I made my way back through the halls to P.E.  Damn, I’d be lucky if I 

wasn’t late!  I made it to my gym locker and threw my bag inside.  Why bother with a swimsuit?  I put 
my sandals in the locker and closed it, then headed to the pool. 

 
A lot of kids were waiting in the bleachers already; I had a seat.  And what do I hear? 
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“Yeah, they were like right across from me -- the same as yesterday after class!  One of them 

was pulling that Ron kid by his cock while the other one, the blonde, was kissing him.  They like pushed 
him on his back on the bench, and the blonde one sat right on his cock and started fucking him!  She was 
moaning, and so was he, then the brunette pulled off her top and bra and held his head down with her 
tits.  The blonde started making all this noise, and I got out of there!  What a show!” 

 
I rested my head in my hands.  Maybe Ron didn’t need so much protecting after all. 
 
“Look!  There he is!” called a girl. 
 
I looked around.  The door to the Girl’s locker room was still closing, and Ron was walking 

towards us, a little shaky on his feet.  He was still wearing his funny socks with the toes, and his sandals. 
 
“Mister Hanson!” Coach Levy called out.  He was standing by the pool with another one of the 

coaches. 
 
 
Ron 
 
God, that had been intense!  Hugging Gloria outside the locker room, the way she ran her 

fingers over me -- then I stepped inside, and wham! 
 
They grabbed me, and before I knew it I was on my back, one of them riding me as another one 

tried to smother me.  I came so fast, and so hard! 
 
And afterwards they pulled me to my feet, wiped me off some with a towel, and headed me on 

my way with a pat on my bottom. 
 
I walked over to Coach Levy and the guy standing next to him. 
 
“Ron,” Coach Levy told me, “This is Pete Tatman, our other swim coach.  Pete also handles 

conditioning and weight training.” 
 
We shook hands.  Coach Levy said, “He’s all yours, Pete!” 
 
I followed Coach Tatman as we left the pool. 
 
“Anything wrong, Ron?  You look kind of wiped out,” he asked as we walked down a hallway to 

part of the gym I’d never been in before. 
 
I sighed.  “I’m okay -- some girls jumped me in the locker room.” 
 
He laughed and clapped me on the back.  “Then I’ll take it easy on you for a while!” 
 



Naked In School: About Ron 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 56 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

We went to a room full of weight machines.  He wanted to evaluate me for flexibility and 
strength so he could set up a program.  If I decided to join the swim team, I’d be alternating swimming 
with weight workouts for a while. 

 
We talked about what I’d done, swimming, running, and such.  While I hadn’t done weight 

workouts, I showed him some of the exercises Ushida-san taught me.  He thought they were pretty good. 
 
I guessed I was pretty flexible.  After we warmed up some, he started me on the machines, 

pushing weights.  That was fun -- he really pushed me hard! 
 
That went on for over half an hour.  Finally though, we stopped.  I dried myself off with the 

towel he’d given me.  We talked for a bit.  He thought I was in pretty good shape, and weight work 
would really help.  We got up and started walking again.  The next step, he told me, was nutritional 
analysis and counseling, to be sure I was eating right. 

 
Oh shit -- we walked right into Ms. Rhodes’ office! 
 
 
Ellen 
 
I hoped Doctor Saunders could help Ron; she’d helped me a great deal, cleaning up the top and 

bottom sections of my chest scar.  You could hardly tell the incision had gone up almost to my throat 
and down to my navel; only the part right over my breastbone was left. 

 
I spoke to Joyce; she volunteered to pull together the paperwork to send to Doctor Saunders once 

we received the proper forms. 
 
That left me pretty much caught up.  I looked at my calendar -- I was supposed to do a nutritional 

workup for one of our coaches.  I pulled out my binder.  I liked shocking kids, educating them as to the 
crap they were eating. 

 
But the shock was on me -- who did Pete Tatman bring into my office but Ron Hanson! 
 
 
Doctor Vicky Saunders 
 
It was good to talk to Ellen at Pioneer High; we hadn’t seen each other in a year or so.  She 

confirmed a lot of my fears about the Hanson boy.  It’s sad and amazing how quickly kids can pick up 
on things, and really hurt others.  Ellen thought he was in worse shape than she’d been before she saw 
me the first time.  I told her I hoped to see him this afternoon; I’d already faxed the consent forms to the 
school, and looked forward to whatever other information she could give me.  I asked if he’d seen a 
therapist, and she told me he hadn’t.  I suggested Andy Wilson at the State University hospital, or his 
wife Rachel.  She agreed, and said she’d place a call to them.  They were a few hours drive away, but 
they were probably the best with kids and teens within a thousand miles. 
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I shook my head.  Kids -- it’s a wonder any of us survive.  I glanced over my revised schedule.  I 
was still holding an opening for the afternoon, hoping Glorybug would be able to bring Ron in.  
Tomorrow afternoon and evening was my monthly tattoo clinic, mostly working with kids who were 
regretting earlier decisions. 

 
 
Ellen 
 
“Why Ron, it’s good to see you again!” I told him.  He looked a bit shocked as well.  After what 

we’d been through in Beverly’s class, I didn’t want to sit in a small room with just him so soon -- didn’t 
want him developing attachments. 

 
Besides looking shocked, though, he looked damn good -- better than in class.  I guessed Pete 

had just put him through the wringer in the weight room.  If girls hadn’t been after him before, the way 
his muscles were standing out, they surely would now! 

 
“Let’s get your height and weight, then walk over to the Cafeteria and talk,” I suggested. 
 
He was at about the 90th percentile on the height chart, and about the 60th percentile on weight.  

Looking at him, I could almost envision what he’d look like at the end of the year, with Pete and the 
others helping him -- if he wanted to do it. 

 
“Let’s head to the cafeteria.  We can even get lunch early,” I suggested. 
 
We both laughed as his stomach growled in response. 
 
As we walked, I asked about what he usually ate.  When we got to the cafeteria, they weren’t 

quite ready, so we had a seat.  Ron moved to a table against the wall. 
 
The more I asked about his diet, the more perplexed I got. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I could tell Ms. Rhodes was a little confused about what I ate.  After seeing what other people 

ate, I was confused, too! 
 
“I think I can explain,” I told her.  “First, my aunt and uncle are Mormons -- that means no 

caffeine and no alcohol.  The people around us respected that.  We lived in a small fishing village -- no 
fast food places, not even a lot of vending machines, just traditional food.  Occasionally someone would 
have carbonated beverages, but my aunt and uncle frowned on those, as most of them have caffeine.  We 
ate a lot of rice, fish, vegetables, and fruit.  My aunt always had a stash of vitamins that she gave us, and 
cheese -- we had cheese on something or with something every day.” 
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“Why was that?” she asked.  She was so pretty -- so much fuller and rounder than Gwen or 
Gloria. 

 
I blinked, focusing.  “Cow’s milk is pretty rare.  My aunt told me that many Japanese are also 

lactose intolerant -- they can’t digest cow’s milk.  She fed us cheese for the calcium; she wanted to keep 
her bones strong.” 

 
“Smart woman,” she said, smiling. 
 
Oh, when I’d been in her arms, that had been so good, melting into her... 
 
“They’re ready for us,” she said, waking me up again.  With a grin she added, “And you don’t 

even have to pay this week.” 
 
As I stood up, I was kind of surprised I didn’t have an erection.  But as I thought about it, that 

changed!
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Tuesday Afternoon 
Gwen 
 
A good thing about The Program -- you don’t spend a lot of time getting dressed after P.E.  All I 

needed was a quick shower, towel down, give my hair a quick brush, put on my sandals, and go. 
 
I was really hungry -- Coach had those of us who could swim fairly well swimming laps.  I 

decided about the third lap that I wasn’t going out for the swim team any time soon.  Once I got to the 
cafeteria, and I got there before the lines were too long, I got two big slices of pizza, some pudding, and  
two cartons of milk.  Another advantage of The Program -- if you’re naked, you don’t pay for lunch. 

 
I saw Ron sitting in the corner, same place as yesterday.  Some other kids were sitting with him. 
 
Oh God -- Ms. Rhodes was sitting across from him!  It was too late -- Ron saw me and waved.  I 

sat down next to him.  He put an arm around me and gave me a squeeze. 
 
I couldn’t help it -- after that class, seeing Ms. Rhodes again, I was turned on.  I’d never felt 

anything like what I’d felt in her arms.  I could feel the whole thing -- my nipples getting tight, getting 
hot and wet between my legs, and I knew I was blushing like crazy. 

 
 
Gloria 
 
When I got to the caf I was like six people behind Gwen in line -- she was pretty easy to spot.  I 

did my usual, cheeseburger, fries, and a coke. 
 
What was going on between Ron and Gwen?  They were sitting together, and she was looking 

turned on, and embarrassed about it!  He looked better than he had last night; I wasn’t going to give him 
up without a fight, and I don’t fight fair. 

 
I sat across from them, and only as I was sitting down did I figure I was next to Ellen Rhodes, 

the school nurse. 
 
“Hi, Gloria -- how are you doing?” Ellen asked me. 
 
“Great,” I told her with a smile. 
 
“I talked to your mom this morning,” she mentioned. 
 
I nodded.  “We’re going to see her this afternoon, right, Ron?” I looked to him with a smile. 
 
He nodded. 
 
“That’s great!” Ellen told us.  She looked around, and said in a softer voice, “Before she helped 

me, the scar on my chest went from my navel all the way to here.”  She touched a spot on her throat. 
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“Wow,” Gwen said, “You can’t even see the rest of it anymore!” 
 
I was confused -- how had they seen her scar? 
 
Ellen nodded, looking at Ron.  “You have to look really close to spot anything.  She’s really 

good.  She also helps a lot of people get rid of tattoos.” 
 
I thought about the calendar and got a tingle between my legs.  “Yeah, they do that once a 

month, and I think tomorrow night is the next one.” 
 
Ellen told Gwen she needed to go by Ms. Kelsey’s office after she finished eating. 
 
Gwen nodded -- why was that girl getting redder by the second?  What the fuck was going on?  I 

could see both Ron’s hands, so that wasn’t it. 
 
Ellen asked them how The Program was going.  Ron said it was going okay.  That surprised me, 

and really pissed off Gwen -- she told us that Kevin had been harassing him, and really lit into Ellen 
about how the two Junior kids had been treated earlier, and why the hell wasn’t there a teacher out there 
to protect them?  And then a bunch of guys ganged up on the girl, and Gwen and an Angel managed to 
rescue her, but not before she’d been hurt.  I’d never seen Gwen so pissed off!  And the look she had 
told you that she wasn’t someone you wanted pissed off at you! 

 
Ellen nodded and said she’d seen the girl, and thanked Gwen for all she’d done.  Ellen 

practically admitted there’d been a fuckup in the morning; now they’d have two teachers on duty on 
Tuesday mornings, and yes, that was a critical time. 

 
And when she smiled at Gwen, it made that girl squirm even more!  What was going on? 
 
Ellen talked about how even though only a few kids were naked every week, everyone was in 

The Program -- everyone was affected by it. 
 
And as she talked, Gwen wolfed down her pizza.  She picked up her tray and said, “Got to go see 

Ms. Kelsey.”  Then she gave Ron a little kiss on the top of his head.  Not a lovey-kiss, more the kind 
you’d give a little kid.  And Ron sort of flinched and frowned.  That made me smile. 

 
Ellen told her, “Gwen, thanks for all your help.  Please drop by and talk to me if there’s anything 

you need, or you see things we should be doing.” 
 
Gwen blushed red from her tits to her toes, and practically ran from the cafeteria! 
 
Well, I wasn’t about to let anyone else do it -- I moved to sit next to Ron. 
 
He’d finished his burger, and was eating some green things that looked like peas.  I took one off 

his plate, managing to put an arm around him and brush his other hand with mine. 
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“What are these?” I asked him, all smiles (and sex). 
 
“Edamame,” he said, “Soybeans.  Squeeze them between your teeth; you don’t eat the pod, just 

the beans inside.” 
 
I tried mine.  It was kind of bland. 
 
Ms. Rhodes laughed.  “They’re really healthy -- lots of protein and fiber, practically fat-free.” 
 
Yeah, practically taste-free too. 
 
Ron actually laughed a bit!  “That’s what we had instead of French fries, candy bars, and junk 

food -- I always had some with me.  They make a good snack.” 
 
What the hell; I had another one.  They didn’t taste bad.  I gave Ron a squeeze and he smiled.  I 

felt a whole lot better! 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I don’t know how I felt as I left Ms. Kelsey’s office to go to class; wiped out, I guess.  In the 

cafeteria, when Ms. Rhodes looked at me, the way she looked at me and smiled -- I’ve never felt so hot 
in my life!  And as I moved in that plastic chair, I realized I was wet as well!  I hope I didn’t cause a 
scene leaving, but I just had to get the hell out of there. 

 
Ms. Kelsey was cool.  We talked about the junior kids, and she apologized; a teacher should have 

been there.  We talked about what I’d seen, and had me sign statements. 
 
I guess I wasn’t hot and horny anymore, just pissed off.  Why?  Why do kids do those things, act 

so mean?  Why do adults do those things?  I don’t understand it.  I headed to History. 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I looked up to see Ellen in my doorway.  “Hello there!  Talk about the kids?” I suggested. 
 
She sat down as she asked, “Was Gwen cooperative?” 
 
I nodded.  “When she wasn’t giving me shit for what’s happened to Ron and those poor juniors, 

yes.” 
 
Ellen managed a rueful smile and nodded in agreement.  “Same thing happened to me at lunch.  

How did she look when she came in?” 
 
I had to think about that.  “Flustered, I guess.  Why?” 
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Ellen sighed.  “She responded extremely well in class this morning.  Then at lunch, she had a 

hard time making eye contact with me.  When she did, I think it hit her hard -- she practically ran out of 
the cafeteria.” 

 
I nodded.  “What next?” 
 
She shrugged.  “Be here, do what we can.  I still don’t know what’s between her and Ron, if 

anything.” 
 
My turn to smile.  “I’ve got an idea on that one.” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“It came out in bits as we talked a while ago.  She has a little brother -- about the same age as 

Ron when his father put him in the hospital.” 
 
“Transferred then, not sexual?” 
 
“Oh, I think there are sexual undercurrents; you told me she responded extremely well.  But if 

I’m right, the main driving force is transference, protecting her little brother.” 
 
“Sounds about right.”  Ellen frowned.  “Does she have family problems?  What’s she protecting 

her brother against?” 
 
I nodded.  “I sounded her out on that.  Best I can tell, everything is fine.  I’m going to call her 

parents anyway, just to check.” 
 
Ellen nodded seriously.  “Good.  I’ve figured out something else about Ron.” 
 
“Yes, what?” 
 
“Both from this morning, and from lunch.  Oh, Gloria, Doctor Saunders’ daughter, has the hots 

for him.  Joyce, that boy is touch starved.  The way he responded in my arms -- he didn’t want me to let 
go, and the way he responded to Gloria -- more than anything, I think he needs someone to hold him.” 

 
I sighed.  “Not surprising, I guess.  But that’s the case with so many kids, with parents being so 

busy and trying to replace love and affection with trinkets and toys.” 
 
“He really has it bad...” 
 
“And you think Gloria wants to give him the cure?  Is he going to see Doctor Saunders?” 
 
Ellen smirked.  “Yes on both...  I gather he’s going to see her today.” 
 
I nodded.  “That should help.” 
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“I told the kids how much she helped me,” Ellen said softly. 
 
I nodded.  I’d talked with her in the past.  Too often the damage goes much deeper than scars on 

the skin. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I waited for Gwen outside History.  I saw her walking down the hall.  I’m not sure how she 

looked -- mad, tired, I’m not sure what.  She smiled a little, though. 
 
“What’s wrong?” I asked her.  “What did they want?” 
 
She sighed.  “Paperwork about the crap with Kevin this morning.  It’s okay.” 
 
She didn’t look like it was okay.  I took her hand and squeezed it a little.  “Thank you for your 

help.” 
 
That made her smile again.  She opened her mouth, but before she could say a word, the bell 

rang.  She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek!  We went into class. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I ran out of my last class to get to the South door to meet Ron.  Well, to protect him as well, 

after what happened this morning. 
 
“No running in the halls, miss!” a voice called out behind me. 
 
I tried to slow down, but I had to get like most of the way across the school. 
 
“What’s the hurry?” 
 
I looked around, and there was Coach Tatman, one of the swim coaches.  I figured he would 

understand.  “I need to get to the South door, for Ron.” 
 
He nodded, and smiled.  “That’s where I’m headed -- follow me.” 
 
He started like yelling, “Coming through!” and cut a path through all those kids. 
 
We arrived at the door along with three Angels, and that Gwen chick.  A bunch of the usual 

hyenas were there too, but they saw us and split, like quick. 
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“Hey, Gwen -- how are you doing?” I asked her.  She looked frazzled, and still kind of pissed 
off. 

 
She shook her head as she grabbed her clothes.  “I’ve got to go -- take good care of Ron, please?  

And the Juniors?” 
 
One of the Angels, the tall blonde one, said, “Don’t worry -- we will.” 
 
Yeah, I thought, I’ll take really good care of Ron. 
 
The two Junior kids showed up, and it would have been funny if it weren’t so fucking sad.  The 

way they looked around the corner of the door you’d thought they were mice and there was a mob of 
hungry cats waiting outside.  Well, I guess until we showed up, there were.  Two Angels helped them, 
and walked them to the parking lot. 

 
Ron finally showed up, yakking in Japanese with this Japanese guy.  They shook hands and the 

Japanese guy walked off. 
 
“Hi, sweetie,” I told him, holding the box with his stuff in it. 
 
He smiled at me -- he has a great smile.  “Hi.  Thanks.” 
 
“How was the afternoon?” I asked as he got dressed.  He didn’t have much to put on. 
 
“Oh, okay.  We going to see your mom?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yup.”  That’s the first stop, anyway...  “Let’s go.”  I put an arm around him as we 

walked off. 
 
 
Ron 
 
We went to Doctor Saunders’ office, and didn’t have to wait very long.  A nurse took me in, I 

got to wear one of those charming gown things, and they took my height and weight.  After a few 
minutes of sitting alone, the doctor came in. 

 
I’d had a physical before starting school.  She gave me a much more thorough one, including 

looking at my shoulder and my stomach under a really bright light, and with a magnifier.  She poked and 
pushed at my stomach a while, then had me sit up. 

 
It was kind of funny.  She had me stick my right arm out, then moved it around a lot.  She had 

one hand on my elbow, and the other was moving around on my shoulder.  It was like she was looking 
through her fingers.  Minori did that when she worked on fishing nets -- she would be looking at me or 
someone else, talking, and her fingers were working away. 

 
She called in another gal, who came in with what looked like color cards. 
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“Ron, Nelia is a miracle worker at color matching,” she told me.  “One of the things we can do 

temporarily is dye the spots on your shoulder to match the surrounding skin color.  It’s a temporary dye 
which lasts about two weeks.  It’s also color-fast, so you won’t have any problems in the pool.  Is that 
something you’d like to do?  It’s purely cosmetic, but I believe it will help.” 

 
I thought about it, and not too long.  “Yes,” I told them.  “That would help.” 
 
“Good,” the doctor told me.  “But there is another aspect I’m more concerned with.  Do you 

know what adhesions are?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No.” 
 
She nodded.  “Feel the skin on the back of your hand.  Do it for me, please.” 
 
I felt the back of my hand. 
 
“Move the skin around a bit,” she told me.  I did that, pushing things around. 
 
“For the most part,” she explained, “your skin isn’t attached to the underlying tissues -- think of 

it like a form-fitting piece of clothing.  You have some spots where the scar tissue is adhering to other 
structures.  I spoke with Mr. Tatman, one of your coaches, and he noticed it limiting your range of 
motion somewhat.  The spots on your shoulder we can deal with easily.  The abdominal ones will have 
to wait.  I’d recommend taking care of your shoulder today.  Would you like to do that?” 

 
Most of the docs I’d seen hadn’t given me any choices.  “Yes,” I told her. 
 
She gave me a big smile.  “Good.  We’ll set that up; it will only take a few minutes.” 
 
She pulled up a stool and sat down across from me, looking me in the eye.  I remembered what 

we’d been talking about and maintained eye contact.  I was getting more used to doing that. 
 
“Ron, I work with a lot of people on these kinds of things.  If you want, I’m certain I can remove 

most of the marks on your shoulder.  That would take two or three visits.  I’m more concerned about the 
adhesions in your abdomen; taking care of those, and reducing the scar tissue will keep you from 
swimming for a week to ten days.  If you’re interested, we could do that over the holidays.  I also know 
from my work, that these things are more than skin deep.  I can recommend people for you to talk to, if 
you feel ready to work through that part of it.  I think you know I worked with Ms. Rhodes, the nurse at 
your school.  You might talk to her, to see if that path is right for you.  No need to decide now, but it’s 
something I think you should consider.” 

 
That was easy.  “I want to be rid of them -- inside and outside.” 
 
She smiled.  “Okay.  You should talk to Ms. Rhodes.” 
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“I understand the inside takes longer to heal than the outside,” I told her.  More of what Hamada-
san and I had gone through today made sense.  I had to smile more; a lot of people were trying to help 
me with this, not pretend it wasn’t there, or wasn’t a big deal. 

 
She stood up.  “Your counselors told me you were perceptive.  They were right.  I’ll see how 

we’re doing getting things set up.  Someone will be in for you in a few minutes.  Oh, why don’t you visit 
the restroom first?  Second door on the left; it’s marked.” 

 
I stood up and followed her into the hall.  I paused momentarily, conscious of the flimsy gown I 

was wearing.  I had to laugh at myself -- how had I been going around the last two days at school? 
 
I waited a few minutes, and someone knocked on the door.  “Yes?” 
 
“Mister Hanson?” a nurse asked, “Would you come with me, please?  You can bring your 

clothes.” 
 
I gathered my stuff and followed her to a little operating room, all stainless steel and bright 

lights. 
 
Doctor Saunders told me, “Ron, why don’t you get dressed from the waist down, then get up 

here.”  She pointed to the operating table. 
 
I dropped the gown and put my tabi and sweat pants on again, then got up on the table.  The 

nurse who’d had the color charts moved a bright light to my shoulder and held some little colored cards 
against my skin. 

 
“On your side, please Ron,” the doctor told me.  I turned and glanced at her.  She had a mask and 

gloves on, as did the nurse.  But she also had a syringe in her hand.  I froze. 
 
She put it down and took off her mask.  She pulled up a stool and moved closer to me.  “Problem 

with needles?” she asked. 
 
“It’s okay,” I told her.  Gambatte.... 
 
She smiled.  “On your left side for me.  Nelia, Ellen, could we have bolsters front and back, 

please, and a blanket.  Yes, sevo at six, please.” 
 
They put some pads in front of me and behind me, then a warm blanket covering me to about my 

ribs.  As someone put a cushion under my head, I felt the blanket being snugged down by straps or 
something. 

 
The doctor reappeared, holding a pink mask.  “Ron, would you help me hold this?  Near your 

face, or on it; it’s your choice.  I’ll help.  That’s it, dear, breath normally.  No, open your eyes for me.  
That’s it, nice and easy...” 
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Her hand was cool in the glove as we held the mask to my face.  My head started buzzing, and I 
noticed this funny odor.  The doctor was still smiling at me. 

 
 
Gwen 
 
I sat still, waiting for my parents to catch their breath.  I’d been sitting at the kitchen table doing 

my homework when my dad came in.  As usual, he asked me if anything interesting happened at school 
today. 

 
I told them about protecting Ron, and the Juniors.  I didn’t tell them about Ms. Rhodes. 
 
Mom was standing by the stove working on diner and he was standing by the other end of the 

table.  I could feel my jaw muscles, and flashed back to that reflection I’d seen -- had it been this 
morning?  It felt like a long time ago, with all that had happened. 

 
They glanced at each other and went into the other room.  I heard them going upstairs. 
 
I had homework to do. 
 
I finished History and was almost through with English when they came back into the room, and 

chased my little brother out.  Both of them sat down at the table.  Dad hadn’t even changed clothes. 
 
“Gwen,” my dad asked, “are you going to do the same thing tomorrow?” 
 
I had to smile a little.  They weren’t trying to talk me out of it, at least not yet. 
 
“Yes,” I told both of them. 
 
They looked at each other.  My mom smiled a little, and then so did dad. 
 
“How can we help?” she asked. 
 
“You are,” I told them.  “Pray for the weather to stay good through Friday.” 
 
Mom came over and gave me a hug.  Dad joined in. 
 
 
Doctor Vicky Saunders 
 
I completed my work on his shoulder adhesions.  One of them had been deeper than I’d thought.  

His range of motion was much freer now.  “Nelia, work your magic,” I said, “Ellen, switch him to 30% 
nitrous please, and taper to pure oxygen in two minutes.  Nelia, that will give you about six minutes.  Is 
that enough?” 
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“Yes, Doctor, this will only take three or four.  I only need two colors, his tan is so even.” 
 
“Thank you,” I told her.  He was going to be a little sore.  I mixed a combination of mild muscle 

relaxant with a painkiller and a tranquilizer and gave him the injection while he was still out of it. 
 
“Done, Doctor,” Nelia said. 
 
I took a close look, swinging the magnifier around.  “Very nice work!” I told her.  But then 

again, she always did nice work.  “Let’s move him to his back,” I told my staff. 
 
Once on his back, I probed his abdomen a bit more.  Yes, there were a few spots that needed 

attention.  External closure had been sloppy at best, but I could clean it up.  “Ellen, make a note that I’d 
like an abdominal ultrasound on the patient -- I might want a consult with Hoskins, or Merriweather, 
depending on what we find.” 

 
I saw slight movement; he was coming around nicely.  He’d be sleepy for a while, though, with 

what I gave him. 
 
“We’ll watch him, Doctor,” Ellen told me. 
 
“Thanks, dear.”  I took off my mask and gloves and washed up again before heading to my 

office. 
 
“Doctor?” my receptionist interrupted me in the hallway. 
 
“What is it?” from the look on her face, it wasn’t good. 
 
“Doctor, we have an ER resident on two requesting your help.  He has a six year old girl with a 

chin laceration and a very overprotective mother.” 
 
I sighed.  I wasn’t getting out of here early.  “Okay.  I’ll take it in my office.” 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I don’t know what I’d expected.  I should have brought a fucking book to read.  They just left me 

to sit in the waiting area. 
 
Then my mom came out.  “Gloria, please come with me,” she said in her doctor’s voice. 
 
We stopped outside her little surgery area.  I saw Ron inside, sitting up, with one of her nurses 

helping put his shirt on. 
 
“Gloria -- are you listening?” 
 
I looked at mom.  “Yes, I am.” 
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She smiled.  “Sorry, dear.  I have to go to the Emergency Room.  I want you to take Ron home, 

put him to bed, your bed, and watch him.  I don’t want you leaving his side.  I should be home in a few 
hours.  He’ll be sleepy and perhaps a little groggy.  If anything happens, call 911 and have him brought 
to the hospital.  Can you do that for me?” 

 
Had I heard that?  Take him home and put him in my bed?  “Ah... I can do that, sure.” 
 
She grinned and shook her head.  “I thought you could.  I love you, Glorybug.” 
 
She gave me a big hug, then took off. 
 
Ellen, one of Mom’s nurses helped him to the door. 
 
“How are you, sweetie?” I asked, putting an arm around his waist. 
 
He smiled.  “Okay...” 
 
He sounded a little out of it still. 
 
Ellen told me, “He was under for about ten minutes.  He’s medicated, but should do fine.” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ll take good care of him.” 
 
“Put your arm around me, sweetie,” I told him.  When he did, he gave me a squeeze!  Oh, I was 

going to take real good care of him! 
 
 
Doctor Vicky Saunders 
 
I’d managed to relax by the time I pulled into the driveway.  “Distraught parent” wasn’t the half 

of it.  That woman had been certain that her baby was going to be horribly disfigured for life.  Once Dad 
arrived, we were able to partially sedate both the women in his life, and get on with things.  The poor 
dear had slipped on a step and caught her chin on a brick planter.  Eighteen millimeters max -- a little 
cleaning up, some trimming, some surgical glue, and I don’t think there will be anything noticeable in 
six months time, teeth all intact.  It did give me a chance to teach some techniques for wound closure.  
An orderly asked me to stop by the Cardiac Catheterization Lab before I left.  When I did, one of the 
cardiology residents came out and told me my dear husband was bailing them out on a difficult stent 
placement, which could turn into full surgery.  Such is life. 

 
Stepping into the house -- oh, Glorybug, what have you been doing the last three hours?  The 

look on your face when I told you to take him home and put him in your bed -- yes, dear, your mother 
knows.  I was a teenager once. 

 
At least it sounded quiet as I walked up the stairs to our bedrooms.  I took a breath, standing 

outside her door.  It was quiet inside.  I knocked gently, opened the door, and peeked in. 
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Oh God, my heart caught in my throat.  There was my baby girl, naked in bed, holding that boy 

to her breast.  They moved a bit.  She pulled his head closer, tighter to her breast, her head moving, her 
face filled with the most carnal look of pleasure. 

 
Then her eyes popped wide open and she looked at me, still with a hand behind that boy’s head! 
 
“Shhh,” I whispered, my finger at my lips.  “I’ll be downstairs waiting for you.  Take your time.”  

I closed the door as quietly as I could. 
 
I went to my own room and changed clothes.  What a shock -- the look on my daughter’s face.  

And even though she had a look of panic on her face, she still held that boy to her. 
 
Downstairs, I poured myself a glass of white wine and started making linguine and clams -- 

quick and filling. 
 
Gloria wasn’t down for almost forty minutes.  When she came down, she was still buttoning her 

blouse.  I couldn’t tell if she was blushing, or just rosy.... 
 
“Oh, Mom -- I’m sorry -- I ...” 
 
I stopped her and gave her a big hug.  “It’s all right, Glorybug; I told you to take your time, 

didn’t I?” 
 
She sighed and hugged me.  My little girl?  She’s almost my height! 
 
I moved us to kitchen chairs, still holding her hands. 
 
“How is he, sweetie?” 
 
She was still confused, probably in shock at how I was acting, or not acting. 
 
“Oh Mom...” 
 
I smiled.  After a moment, she smiled as well, her smile turning into a glow. 
 
“Is he resting?” I asked. 
 
“He is now,” she growled.  She blushed, and I laughed.  She started laughing with me. 
 
I glanced at the clock.  “It’s all right, sweetie.  Why don’t you get him up and dressed, and come 

down for dinner.  We’ll eat in about ten minutes.  Okay?” 
 
She sighed, then stood up.  She gave me a big hug.  “Oh yes.  Oh, thank you!” 
 
She raced upstairs.  I set the table. 
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They were both glowing when they came downstairs.  I gave Ron my best by-eye evaluation, 

then gave them both hugs.  He seemed to be recovering quite well, still a bit sedated -- and satiated.  He 
also had a very sheepish grin on his face. 

 
I sat them down and we had dinner.  When questioned, Ron admitted to feeling “much better” -- 

and my Glorybug blushed so nicely when he glanced at her! 
 
Gloria helped me clean up the kitchen after we ate.  We’d look at each other, and she’d sigh.  

After the first few times, she sighed and blushed, and I hugged her. 
 
“Glorybug, I want you to walk Ron home, tuck him into bed, and come right back -- okay?” 
 
She opened her mouth to say something, reconsidered, then said, “Yes, Mother.”  I gave her 

another hug. 
 
“Make sure he has an alarm clock set for the morning,” I told her.  They left a few minutes later. 
 
I settled in on the family room couch with another glass of wine.  Tomorrow would be a long day 

-- we had a full schedule of tattoo removals for our free clinic tomorrow evening. 
 
I heard Gloria return about twenty minutes later.  I turned my head.  She was leaning against the 

entrance to the family room, a most curious look on her face. 
 
“Something the matter, Glorybug?  Please tell me.”  I sat up and patted the couch next to me. 
 
She started moving tentatively, but then almost ran to me, throwing her arms around me. 
 
“Oh Mommy,” she sighed. 
 
That’s something I hadn’t heard in a while.  “What is it, Glorybug?” I whispered, rubbing her 

back. 
 
“I’m scared,” she whispered, clutching me. 
 
“Of what, Glorybug?” I asked her.  What could scare her so? 
 
She raised her head, looking at me, such a complex look on her face.  “I’m scared, because it 

feels so good!” 
 
I started explaining to her that lovemaking should, but she interrupted me. 
 
“It’s not the sex -- it’s the way I feel when we hold each other.  It’s so good it scares me.” 
 
And that scared me, too. 
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She sat back, giving me the most complex look -- fear, desire, arousal? 
 
“Tell me, Glorybug,” I whispered to her as I held out my hand. 
 
We held hands, resting them on the back of the couch. 
 
She told me about bringing him home, getting him naked and into her bed, then having to go to 

the bathroom, really, really bad.  I suppressed a smile -- biological urges can cut both ways.  When she 
finally got back to bed after washing herself, he looked like he was asleep.  She crawled in with him. 

 
And oh, that touch of skin against skin -- I could see her whole body remember it, from her head 

to her toes as she described how he held her, and she held him.  He held her close, not wanting to let go, 
and she didn’t want to let go either. 

 
I’d spoken to Rhodes -- she thought he was touch-starved.  I could feel it in my own body -- 

we’re all starved for that kind of touch. 
 
As they held each other, he connected with one of her nipples.  She was almost in tears 

describing how good it felt as he held her and sucked on her, and she held him.  She described holding 
him a particular way and having him moan and melt in her arms as she squeezed him to her gently, and 
then getting so turned on, so horny. 

 
She paused, filled with a look of desire. 
 
I described the female-superior position to her, how she could ride him, setting the pace, at the 

same time keeping him at her breast. 
 
She smiled and nodded, telling me that’s what they’d done all three times. 
 
I nodded, accepting -- three times? 
 
She told me of riding him, holding him to her, and after they’d both come, rolling off to the side 

with him still latched on, holding her and she holding him, drifting off to sleep.  That’s how I’d found 
them. 

 
Was that after the second, or the third time, I asked her with a smile. 
 
She only blushed a little and told me it was after the third time, and when she tried to get up, he 

held her and it felt so good, she rode him again, and managed to get away. 
 
I nodded.  That made four.  I remembered those days.  Had it been that long ago? 
 
When she went up to get him, she held him a little, then got him up and dressed.  When she took 

him home, she put him into bed and lay on top of him, letting him suck on her again, singing him to 
sleep. 
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What a lucky boy!  I asked if she wanted help changing her sheets. 
 
She blushed for a moment and said yes.  She moved closer and we held each other. 
 
“It’s so scary -- it feels so good!” 
 
“I know, Glorybug; I know.  And it feels just as good to him.  It’s something you both need right 

now.” 
 
We went upstairs and I helped her change her bed, sheets and pad both.  I got some washcloths 

and hand towels out of the linen closet and put them in her nightstand.  I looked at some of the throw 
pillows in the room and suggested putting one of them and a hand towel under his bottom, and folding 
one of her regular pillows and pulling it under his head to make it easier for both of them to stay 
connected.  As I explained that, she blushed, but it was the blush of arousal from the way her nipples 
looked. 

 
“And how are you doing on your homework, young lady?” 
 
She sighed and smiled, then gave me another hug.  “I’ll get to work.” 
 
I kissed her on the head, leaving her alone.  My daughter, yes.  My little girl?  As much as part of 

me knew she’d always be my little girl, those days were past. 
 
 
Doctor Don Saunders 
 
Almost ten at night when I got home, but we didn’t have to crack the guy’s chest.  I needed a 

shower, and bed.  I went upstairs in the dark.  Gloria’s door was partially open.  I peered inside; she 
looked so sweet, asleep in her bed.  In our room, Vicky was in bed, reading. 

 
“Hello, stranger,” she said, putting down her journal.  “You have to open him up?” 
 
I sighed and shook my head as I undressed.  “No, luckily enough.  The poor guy has an amazing 

set of ‘normal’ variations -- remember early on in Med school looking at circulatory system diagrams 
and wondering if you’d ever figure it out?  That’s where we were most of the evening.” 

 
She smiled.  “Sounds like a paper, to me.” 
 
I nodded, dropping my pants.  “If he recovers -- I need a long, hot shower.” 
 
She got out of bed and hugged me.  “I put out a clean towel for you.  Take your time -- I’ll be 

waiting.” 
 
I let the hot water pour over me.  What a day -- yet I’m glad I did it.  As I dried off I had a 

thought. 
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“Vicky, I was thinking -- I think this may be related to Pacific Islanders.  We’ve had three cases 
like this in the last couple of years with interesting variations, and they’ve all been from the Samoan or 
other Pacific Island community.  What do you think?” 

 
I stepped into the bedroom, still holding the towel.  There were lit candles on each of our 

nightstands.  The way she was curled up in bed strongly suggested she was naked.  I could smell our 
favorite perfume. 

 
“Like to join me?” she growled. 
 
I took a moment to hang up the towel, then turned out the bathroom light and crawled in with 

her.  Oh, her perfume smelled so delicious. 
 
As I moved closer, she said, “Slide down some, darling.  Close your eyes and relax.  Let me take 

care of you.” 
 
I smiled and did as she asked. 
 
I felt her slide over, her body soft and warm.  I felt a hand behind my head.  She pulled me to a 

nipple.  My arms went around her as she held me to her. 
 
“Gentle, darling,” she whispered, squeezing me. 
 
Oh, it had been so long since we’d done this -- too long. 
 
She held me, filling me with her perfume. 
 
I was almost asleep in her arms when she started whispering to me and running her other hand 

over me.  I don’t remember when I’ve gotten so aroused so fast.  I tried pushing her to her back, but she 
squeezed me, melting me to her, and moved me to my back, quickly straddling me. 

 
“I love you!” I panted when she let go of my head.  But it was only momentarily -- she pulled a 

pillow under my head and shoulders and moved me to the other side, holding me fiercely to her as she 
rocked her hips.  She moaned and quivered around me -- so soon!  She rocked her hips strongly, almost 
asphyxiating me, drowning me in her warmth and perfume, only letting go when I started pumping my 
seed into her, and only to lock her lips against mine. 

 
She moved off some time later, cleaning us up.  I started to turn, but she pulled me back to her, 

pulling my head between her breasts.  We wrapped ourselves around each other. 
 
“I love you,” I sighed. 
 
“I love you,” she whispered back.
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Wednesday Morning 
 
Gwen 
 
Choosing what to wear to school was easy for a change.  I went with what Ron had worn -- 

fancy warm-up pants, a pull-over top, and sandals.  I giggled at myself a little as I looked in the mirror; I 
liked my new glasses.  I don’t think the neck chain on them would be a problem. 

 
Mom and dad were in the kitchen when I got there.  They looked at me, then held hands. 
 
“This is what you want to do?” mom asked. 
 
I felt that determination again.  “This is what I need to do.” 
 
“Can I drop you at school?” dad suggested. 
 
“Thank you, that would be nice.” 
 
As I was coming downstairs after brushing my teeth, I overheard dad say, “That look on her face 

-- she takes after her mother, what can I say?” 
 
I hugged mom and told her I loved her. 
 
Her smile was sort of a sad smile, but she told me, “I’m proud of you, dear.” 
 
Dad put an arm around me and gave me a squeeze.  “So am I.  Let’s get going.” 
 
 
Ron 
 
I didn’t remember setting the alarm clock last night.  Sitting up, what I did remember from last 

night was pretty wild!  Everything after that pink mask had been soft and fuzzy.  Oh, I wanted to hold 
her again and be in her arms.  I guess that’s what a wet dream is like.  Except I’d lived one.  Her on top 
of me, bouncing, holding and sucking on her -- I got hard really fast.  I needed to pee. 

 
I was a little stiff on the right side, not really sore, but that went away as I loosened up walking 

to the bathroom. 
 
Gee, the spots on my shoulder were all but invisible now.  I ran fingers over them.  Yup, I could 

still feel the bad ones on my back.  I had two little circular adhesive bandages on my shoulder as well.  
Guess I picked them up the same time I was painted. 

 
The shower felt good, rolling my shoulders.  I got “dressed” the same as yesterday, putting on 

clean tabi, got my book bag, and went to the kitchen. 
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Empty -- I didn’t know if my aunt was home or not.  Didn’t matter.  I had breakfast, then decided 
to do some warm-up exercises.  Something felt different about my right shoulder -- and it felt better, 
more like the left side.  That was cool. 

 
Gambatte -- let’s go to school.  I wasn’t going to let those fools get to me today, and I wasn’t 

going to let them get to the Juniors either. 
 
 
Doctor Don Saunders 
 
I woke up next to the most beautiful woman in the world.  She should be, she’s a gifted plastic 

surgeon.  I held her close.  She rested her head on my chest. 
 
“Mmmm...” she told me. 
 
I kissed her head.  “To what do I owe last night?  We should do that more often.” 
 
She held me, snuggling closer.  “You’re so warm in the morning.  Yes we should, and we will, I 

promise.” 
 
After a minute or two I asked again.  “Anything I should know about?” 
 
She ran fingernails across my stomach.  “Why don’t you go to the bathroom quickly, and we’ll 

discuss it.” 
 
I gave her a squeeze.  “I’ll be right back -- don’t lose that thought!” 
 
She giggled and pinched my bottom as I got out of bed. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
What did I hear coming from my parents’ room when I got up?  Oh my!  Then I felt myself 

blushing.  Is that what we sounded like?  God, I hope so! 
 
I should have showered before going to bed last night, but I barely had enough energy to get 

through my homework.  I enjoyed a long shower -- thinking about showering with Ron got me hot and 
bothered, so I took care of that problem right away! 

 
I was almost done with breakfast when mom and dad finally got downstairs, holding hands.  I 

guess I gave them a funny look, as they started laughing, then dad grabbed mom and pushed her up 
against a wall, kissing her!  Pretty cool! 

 
When they stopped, both of them looked at me.  I felt myself blushing -- my nipples were tight 

and I’d gotten kinda wet watching them get it on. 
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“Sleep well, Glorybug?” dad asked me. 
 
“Very well, thank you,” I told him. 
 
Mom was pouring their coffee.  He put an arm around her waist and kissed her neck.  “So did 

we...”  Mom wiggled away from him and said, “Doctor Saunders!” 
 
“Woke up pretty well, too,” he said to her. 
 
“Pretty loud,” I muttered.  Oops -- I guess they heard that!  Mom just raised an eyebrow, then 

chuckled. 
 
“Glorybug, I’ve got clinic tonight,” she told me. 
 
“Really?  Okay.” 
 
Dad said, “I’ll be home a little after six.  Maybe the three of us can go get dinner.  Anyplace 

you’d like to go in particular?” 
 
I musta missed something.  “Three?” 
 
“Won’t Ron be here?” he asked with a straight face. 
 
I know I turned bright red. 
 
Mom said to him, “I’d take that as a ‘yes,’ wouldn’t you?” 
 
“Looks like it to me,” dad said as he sipped his coffee. 
 
They looked at each other and started, like giggling!  Some times I don’t understand them. 
 
Dad came over and gave me a hug.  “It’s okay, Glorybug.” 
 
Mom hugged me and told me, “Be careful -- we don’t want either of you getting hurt.” 
 
Now what did that mean?  Still, they were being really cool about it. 
 
That part I understood.  “I love you both.  Thank you.  I’m sorry if I was a pain last year.” 
 
Mom sighed and dad hugged her.  He was getting grabby again. 
 
“I gotta get out of here!” I told them.  They both laughed, and I joined in. 
 
Quick hugs and I headed to school. 
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Gwen 
 
I felt my jaw muscles tighten as I got close to school.  What’s going to happen this morning?  I 

told myself to relax. 
 
It was a lot easier as I got closer to the door.  I saw a crowd, but it wasn’t the idiots who had been 

there yesterday.  Three Angels were there, and a bunch of big, tall kids wearing Varsity jackets -- I 
recognized some of them from lunch.  I’d guess most of them are swim team or water polo. 

 
“Good morning,” one of the Angels said to me. 
 
“It is -- it’s really good to see all of you here this morning,” I told them. 
 
One of the guys said, “Here comes Ron.” 
 
 
Ron 
 
When I got close to the door at school, I recognized some swim team folks, and the girls in the 

black turtlenecks.  Gwen was there too, and she was smiling.  I had to laugh -- she was wearing sweats 
as well; guess she was going to spend the day naked as well. 

 
She came closer, and I hugged her.  I closed my eyes and wrapped my arms around her, holding 

her. 
 
“Thank you for helping yesterday,” I told her. 
 
When we separated, she was blushing a little. 
 
“I think this morning is going to be a lot easier,” she said with a smile. 
 
“I think so too.” 
 
“Hey Ron,” one of the girls called, “When do we get to see you swim?” 
 
From her shoulders, I’d guess she did back or fly. 
 
“Tryouts are Monday, that’s what Coach Tatman told me.” 
 
“Oh, they’re making you try out?  After you beat the IM record by three seconds?” another guy 

said. 
 
I looked at Gwen.  She had a big, surprised smile on her face. 
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“I didn’t know that,” I told them. 
 
“Go get ‘em, Ron!” another yelled. 
 
“Gambatte!” I yelled back.  “That’s what you say in Japanese!  Gambatte!” 
 
“Gambatte!” they yelled.  I laughed and hugged Gwen again. 
 
The Junior kids walked up.  They looked scared still.  I heard Gwen sigh. 
 
“Let’s help,” she told me. 
 
We met them on the walkway. 
 
“We won’t have any problems this morning,” Gwen told them. 
 
Both of them were wearing reasonable stuff.  At least they’d figured that out. 
 
“We’ll help,” I told them. 
 
They looked around, and back at us, and maybe relaxed a little.  Not a lot, but a little. 
 
The first bell rang, and I thought they were going to jump out of their skins!  The Senior pair 

were nowhere to be seen. 
 
“Let’s go,” Gwen told them. 
 
The four of us walked up the steps together.  Gwen turned to the guy.  “Why don’t we undress 

each other,” she looked at the girl, “And you and Ron can undress each other.  Okay?” 
 
They nodded. 
 
“I’m Ron.  What’s your name?” I asked the girl as she set her book bag down. 
 
“M...  Mary,” she managed to say. 
 
I took my cues from what Gwen was doing. “Why don’t you take off my shirt, then I’ll do yours.  

Okay?” I suggested. 
 
She nodded and I lifted my arms.  She pulled my shirt off. 
 
“Bitchin’ tan,” a girl’s voice said behind me. 
 
Mary was wearing a simple button-up top and no bra, not that she needed one very much, not 

like Gwen, or especially Gloria.  Gwen was talking practically nonstop to the guy, talking in a soft 
voice.  I did the same.  “Thank you, Mary.  Let’s start on the buttons.  See?  It’s easier this morning, and 
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I think it will be this way for the rest of the week.  We have friends here to help us.  There.  Why don’t 
you turn around?”  I took off her top, folded it, and put it in the box.  Then I folded my top and put it in 
my box.  She had a nasty bruise on the side of one breast. 

 
“Would you like to take your sweats off yourself, or would you like me to?” I asked her. 
 
She blushed almost all the way down to her navel!  But then she said, almost in a whisper, “You 

do it.” 
 
I smiled and went to my knees in front of her.  I put my hands on her hips and she shivered, 

blushing some more.  Her nipples were sticking out, all crinkled up.  I remembered being in Gloria’s 
arms, sucking on her, her on top of me, like in a dream but so much better. 

 
I slid Mary’s sweat pants off, letting my fingers brush her legs as I did.  I heard her breathe 

funny, and watched goosebumps race over her pretty pink skin.  I was looking right at her crotch.  I 
thought I could smell her.  Or was that a memory of Gloria? 

 
As she stepped out of her sweats, I told her, “Mary, you are beautiful.”  That made her blush 

even more, but I think it was a different kind of blush now, the kind of blush I saw on Kimiko when I 
slid a hand up a soft thigh. 

 
Mary was smiling.  She told me, “Stand up -- your turn.” 
 
I stood up.  I knew I had a big erection.  If she didn’t, she was sure going to find out. 
 
I glanced over my shoulder -- Gwen and the guy were taking their own pants off. 
 
I looked back when I felt hands on my hips.  She was kneeling in front of me.  I stepped out of 

my sandals.  I thought I heard her say something like, “Oh!” as she started to pull down my sweats.  
They caught on my boner (a slang word I learned Monday) and she had to wiggle my sweats to get them 
off. 

 
She paused with my sweats at the top of my thighs, my boner sticking up in the air, and she was 

staring at it, her mouth open, her eyes wide open! 
 
“Gam ba te!” a girl called out behind me.  Another girl said, “Oh yeah!” 
 
Mary looked at the ground and pulled my sweats all the way down.. I stepped out of them and 

she stood up, turning away a little as she did.  She handed me my sweats, looking me in the eyes. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her. 
 
I felt a touch on my right shoulder.  I turned -- it was Gwen. 
 
“What happened?” she asked, “I can’t see them any more!” 
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I nodded.  “The doctor painted them.  That only lasts two weeks.  She says she can get rid of all 
of them, and clean up my stomach too.” 

 
Gwen smiled.  “That’s wonderful!” 
 
I nodded.  “I think so too.” 
 
One of the girls in the black turtlenecks said, “Let’s get going.” 
 
We closed up our clothes boxes and picked up our book bags, then went in the door. 
 
Inside, Gwen said, “Stop!” 
 
I did, we all did. 
 
She moved in front of Mary and the guy.  “You two -- don’t take any shit!”  She pointed a finger 

at Mary.  “You especially!  If someone does something you don’t like, scream!  Loud!  Got it?” 
 
Mary nodded. 
 
Gwen wasn’t through.  “Remember that -- scream loud, and don’t put up with shit from 

anybody!”  She looked at the guy.  “That goes for you too!” 
 
He nodded. 
 
Gwen turned to me.  “Let’s get going.” 
 
We started down the hall.  Gwen was muttering something under her breath.  I had to try hard 

not to laugh. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I waited for Ron outside our Socio-biology class.  English had gone well.  It was good to see 

Ron more relaxed.  His shoulder looked really good.  I hoped those Junior kids listened -- they didn’t 
have to put up with anything. 

 
Why was I so nervous?  Was it because of yesterday?  That had been so wild, and so good.  Oh, 

there’s Ron! 
 
I almost laughed, he looked so relaxed -- except for a half-erection swinging in front of him. 
 
Kevin walked by.  He barely looked at me as he went into the room.  That was an improvement. 
 
“You look more relaxed today,” I told Ron. 
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He nodded.  “Thanks.” 
 
Our seats were towards the back of the room, so we went in the back door of the classroom. 
 
Uh oh...  At the front of the room, Dana was talking with Ms. Foster.  What now?  At least there 

wasn’t any funky stuff at the front of the room, only a regular chair sitting on the platform.  Dana looked 
kind of nervous, but Ms. Foster was smiling and nodding at her. 

 
The bell rang to start class.  Dana looked even more nervous, forcing a smile.  What was going 

on? 
 
“Ron, could you come up, please?” Ms. Foster asked. 
 
Ron went to the front of the class. 
 
Dana smiled more, looking at Ron. 
 
“Ron,” she said, “I’m really sorry if I hurt you on Monday.  I didn’t mean to.  I’d like to 

apologize.” 
 
Ron said, “That’s okay -- you didn’t know.” 
 
Dana smiled a little more and moved him so he was sitting in the char, right at the front edge of 

it.  Then she got down on her knees in front of him! 
 
I could see what she was doing -- most of us could.  She smiled at Ron and ran her hands up the 

insides of his legs to his cock.  He took a breath and his eyes closed, his head going back. 
 
“Please accept my apology,” Dana told him as she stroked him. 
 
Ron let out a long sigh.  His cock was sticking almost straight up, curving slightly, moving in 

Dana’s fingers. 
 
It looked like she moved one hand under him playing with his balls as she stroked him with her 

other hand.  From the look on his face, he really liked that! 
 
Then she bent over and put his cock in her mouth!  He moaned and hung on to the edges of the 

chair as her head moved up and down on him.  Pretty soon he started rocking and moaning.  Then his 
whole body shuddered and twitched.  Her head kept moving as he moaned. 

 
When she finally moved away from him, he leaned against the back of the chair, his eyes still 

closed. 
 
Dana stood up and kissed him on the head.  Had she swallowed it?  I guess so! 
 
Ron finally sat up and opened his eyes.  He sighed and smiled. 
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Ms. Foster asked, “Any questions for Ron or Dana?” 
 
Some kids laughed.  One girl asked, “How does it taste?”  More kids laughed. 
 
Dana licked her lips.  “Pretty good.  A little salty.” 
 
There weren’t any more questions. 
 
Ms Foster said, “Gwen, would you help Ron back to his seat?”  I felt a hot blush shoot through 

me as I stood up.  I felt my nipples tighten as I walked to the front of the room. 
 
Standing next to Ron and Ms. Foster, she leaned closer to me and asked, “Would you like to be 

next?  You don’t have to.” 
 
It felt like my body decided before the rest of me as I felt the flush rush to my groin.  “Yes,” I 

whispered. 
 
“Let’s stand up,” she said to Ron, standing on the other side of him.  His legs were wobbly as I 

helped him to his seat and gave him a kiss on the top of the head. 
 
I walked back to the front of the room, looking at Dana.  She hadn’t been at my school last year, 

and she wasn’t in any of my other classes.  I didn’t think she was in the enriched program with us.  But 
the way she smiled at me was something else.  I sat in the chair.  A sexy tingle shot through me when 
she touched my hips and moved me forward a little, then spread my legs. 

 
 
Beverly 
 
I was surprised when Dana came in to class early, and more surprised when she told me she 

wanted to apologize to Ron, and how she wanted to do it!  Then with a mischievous grin she suggested 
she could do Gwen as well if that would provide “a better educational experience!”  To say I was 
surprised by her suggestion and her use of such terminology was an understatement! 

 
She’d certainly done Ron with skill and gusto, but her smile was bigger as she started in between 

Gwen’s thighs. 
 
Gwen’s shoulders were up; she looked apprehensive, nervous still.  Something clicked in me.  I 

leaned over and touched her shoulder as I whispered in her ear, “Relax and enjoy; relax and enjoy,” 
remembering the tone and cadence Rocky had used with me last year, and with Gwen yesterday. 

 
The magic still worked -- she leaned back with a sigh, her shoulders dropping. 
 
I heard an appreciative “Mmm...” from Dana as she kissed her way up Gwen’s thighs.  I could 

see and smell Gwen’s arousal -- she wasn’t going to take very long. 
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And didn’t, with Gwen moaning, bucking, and squeezing Dana between her legs as Dana did her 
with enthusiasm, obviously enjoying the experience herself. 

 
As Gwen got closer, I had an idea to enhance the “educational experience” -- I leaned over and 

whispered to Dana, “Don’t stop after the first one -- give her two.”  Dana made an appreciative noise. 
 
Gwen came with a moan and a slight shake.  Dana paused for a moment, then really went to 

town.  I don’t think it was a minute before Gwen came again, much stronger, and much louder.  I 
touched Dana on the shoulder.  She kissed Gwen a few times, rested her head on her lap, then sat back 
with an incredibly satisfied smile on her face.  She sighed mightily, then looked up to me. 

 
I helped her stand.  Gwen started to come back to Earth.  “Why don’t you help her back to her 

seat?” I suggested to Dana. 
 
Dana nodded and helped poor Gwen -- and I thought Ron’s legs had been wobbly! 
 
“Why don’t we thank Ron, Gwen, and especially Dana,” I told the class.  We all clapped -- well, 

Gwen wasn’t entirely with it yet. 
 
I built on the “educational experience,” discussing oral sex and a major difference between men 

and women -- multiple orgasms.  I remarked on Dana’s smile, and how giving was also a pleasurable 
experience -- and Dana nodded in agreement. 

 
I had a good question from one of the boys -- how do you learn that?  I told them: by listening, 

by asking, by taking your time, by paying attention to what your partner likes, and above all, by 
respecting them and their wishes. 

 
One of the girls asked (with almost a whine) how you found a boy who would do that -- most 

boys were only interested in...  Many of the girls in the class laughed in agreement. 
 
Gwen seemed to be back with us.  I told my questioner that perhaps she had been going about 

things the wrong way -- if the boys asking her out were all interested in the same thing, maybe she 
should find a boy she’s interested in, and ask him out instead? 

 
I talked about the importance of not getting pushed into anything, how they’d know when the 

time was right. 
 
We had a few more questions, about noise (it varies), about preparation (it’s okay to suggest to 

someone to wash first, washing first can be a good invitation, and having someone help wash you can be 
a lot of fun), and about holding each other afterwards.  When I mentioned that, I saw a shiver run 
through Ron. 

 
It was quite a class -- and all throughout, Kevin didn’t cause any problems.  He even looked 

attentive for parts of it! 
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Ron 
 
I don’t know how I made it to Math.  I remember Gwen and I hugging and thanking Dana after 

class.  Mr. Martin gave us a test that period.  I didn’t belong in that math class; I’d covered everything 
we were going to do already.  I finished the test and put my head down on the desk. 

 
How I loved holding Gloria, and being held.  Dana sucking me off had been amazing -- but 

afterwards I wanted to curl up, hold her, and be held, feel skin against skin.  I thought about P.E. coming 
up, and those girls.  I didn’t need that.  I liked slow and sensuous with Gloria much better.  I hope I got 
to swim today; I really wanted to be in the water, moving, swimming. 

 
Mr. Martin collected the tests just before class ended.  The bell rang and I headed to my locker. 
 
Gloria was there.  I gave her a big hug; I wanted to curl up with her again. 
 
“How are you today?” she asked. 
 
“Last night was like a dream,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “Would you like to do that again?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“After school today?” 
 
“Sure.”  I turned around to put my bag in my locker.  I felt her hands on my bottom, and I got 

hard again real quick. 
 
She kissed the back of my neck, sending a tingle through me.  “You are so good.” 
 
I turned to her, closing my locker.  “I need to hold you,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “I know.  I need it too, and I need to hold you.”  She hugged me, then stepped back 

and looked at my cock, brushing it with her fingers.  “Looks like you need something else, too...” 
 
We walked down the hall with our arms around each other.  She stopped at the first door to the 

girl’s locker room.  If I went in there, with this boner, I knew what would happen -- they’d jump me 
again. 

 
“I’m going in the other door,” I told her. 
 
She took my arm again and walked with me. 
 
“See you at lunch,” she said after she gave me a quick kiss. 
 
I went in, put my tabi and sandals in a locker, and headed for the pool. 
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Gwen 
 
I was pretty out of it through the first half of class; I’m not even sure how I got to the room.  And 

I thought what had happened yesterday had been intense!  And the way Ms. Foster talked about it 
afterwards -- to think it could have gone on and on and on like that... 

 
“Miss Doherty, are you with us?” the teacher called. 
 
“Uh yes, sorry,” I said.  I hoped the class thought I was blushing from embarrassment, instead of 

from.... 
 
But the rest of the class went okay.  As we got close to the end, I remembered something else 

from yesterday.  And when I got out, I took the same route.  I saw her -- the Junior girl -- she was easy 
to spot, and so was the Angel walking with her.  That was a relief. 

 
As I dropped my book bag in my locker, I knew I needed relief, and not the kind Dana had given 

me -- I had to pee.  There were bathrooms in the girl’s locker room, near the other door.  Well, I 
certainly didn’t need to use my regular locker -- another advantage to The Program. 

 
I felt much better after visiting the toilet.  I decided to grab a convenient locker. 
 
Then I saw those girls, those Senior girls, and they saw me. 
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Wednesday Afternoon 
 
Ron 
 
I was really hungry when I got to lunch.  I spent almost all P.E. in the pool swimming laps for 

Coach Tatman.  And I didn’t miss those Senior girls at all!  I swam, showered, and got lunch. 
 
Gloria sat next to me and gave me a hug.  Two of the swim team joined us. 
 
“Hey, thanks for being at the door this morning,” I told them. 
 
“No problem -- we’ll be there the rest of the week,” Danny said, “Nobody’s going to give you 

shit.” 
 
I shook my head.  “It’s the Junior kids I worry about.” 
 
Danny nodded.  “Yeah, they’re clueless.” 
 
I was looking around for Gwen.  I’d seen her a little while swimming.  She should have been 

here by now. 
 
I saw her coming into the cafeteria.  Something had happened -- I got up.  “I’ll be right back,” I 

told folks. 
 
She was dazed and flushed, not really there.  “What’s the matter?  Can I help?” I asked. 
 
She was holding a tray.  “Uh, n... no.  I’m okay.” 
 
I shook my head.  “You don’t look okay to me.  I’ll stay with you for a while. 
 
I walked through the line with her.  “What happened?  Can you tell me?” 
 
She really blushed at that, and shook her head. 
 
“Gwen, if you can’t tell me, you need to tell Ms. Kelsey.” 
 
She trembled.  If I hadn’t caught her tray, she would have dumped it. 
 
As I led Gwen back to the table, Kevin came in.  A bunch of guys started making mooing noises, 

and Kevin turned red. 
 
“Hey!  Stop it!” I yelled at the guys. 
 
One of them said, “Why?  Just paying him back.” 
 
“He doesn’t need it -- nobody needs it,” I told them. 
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The guy shook his head.  “Okay, if that’s what you want.” 
 
“It is.” 
 
I sat Gwen down next to me, so she was on one side of me and Gloria was on the other. 
 
“What was that noise about?” Gloria asked. 
 
“You started it,” one of the swim guys said to me. 
 
“How?” I asked. 
 
“You called him a cow yesterday morning.” 
 
I was confused.  “I called him baka -- fool.” 
 
The guy shrugged.  “Sounds a lot like Mexican for cow.”  He made a cow chewing face, moving 

his mouth with a blank stare.  It sure did look a lot like Kevin.  Some kids laughed. 
 
“Well, he doesn’t need it.  Nobody does,” I told them. 
 
We ate.  I tried to get Gwen to talk, but she wouldn’t.  Even Gloria leaned over and asked 

quietly, “What happened?” 
 
Gwen had that hard look on her face, that and she was blushing, obviously something happened. 
 
“You need to talk to Ms. Kelsey, or Ms. Foster,” I whispered to her. 
 
“Yeah,” Gloria added.  “Want me to come with?” 
 
Gwen shook her head and bolted from the table! 
 
“Shit, what got into her?” one of the swim folks said. 
 
“She’s cute,” another added. 
 
I turned and looked at Gloria, and when I did, she smiled and moved closer.  That made me smile 

too. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I like looking at him.  I like holding him even more, feeling skin against skin. 
 
One of the swim guys asked him, “Hey, don’t you swim at the country club?” 
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Ron answered.  “Yeah..”  He was eating more of those tasteless soybean things. 
 
One of the girls broke in, “We’re having a barbeque Saturday afternoon, after a bunch of us 

swim.  You want to join us?  We can see how good you really are.  At least swimming...” 
 
I didn’t like the tone of her voice; I moved closer to Ron. 
 
Ron smiled.  “Sure.” 
 
Then he turned to me.  “Want to come with me?” 
 
I caught my breath.  “Are you, like, asking me on a date?” 
 
He smiled and nodded his head.  “Yes.  Will you be my date Saturday?” 
 
I threw my arms around him and kissed him!  And I didn’t care what noises those swim jocks 

and jockettes made! 
 
Later he told me he’d be getting out a little early today, as his Japanese teacher had something 

going on.  That was fine with me -- I’d leave a few minutes early and meet him at the back door.  More 
time for us! 

 
 
Beverly 
 
Joyce wanted to see me after sixth period.  I was somewhat surprised to see Ellen in Joyce’s 

office when I got there.  “Hi, Ellen,” I greeted her, then looked to Joyce.  “What’s up?” 
 
Joyce raised her eyebrows.  “You’d better close the door.” 
 
I did, and took a seat.  Ellen didn’t look too flustered, so I guessed it wasn’t bad.  But you never 

know -- kids teach us new things all the time. 
 
“Okay,” I started out. 
 
“It’s about Gwen,” Joyce said. 
 
That puzzled me.  “Gwen?  Not Ron, the Junior kids, or even Kevin?” 
 
Ellen shook her head.  “Gwen came to my office about halfway through lunch.  Luckily, Dr. 

Nguyen was visiting; she was a big help.  Poor Gwen -- she’s so confused; she’s been hit with so much, 
so quickly.” 

 
“Explain,” was all I could say. 
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Joyce shook her head slowly.  “What would you guess Gwen’s level of sexual experience is, or 
was before this week?” 

 
The implications were frightening.  “Well, we can never be sure -- remember Tracy from two 

years ago -- but on the whole, I’d say she was inexperienced, even naive; she admitted to being a virgin 
early in the week -- is she still?” 

 
Joyce nodded.  “Oh, I think so.  But she’s had quite an awakening this week, wouldn’t you say?” 
 
“Of her own doing, for the most part -- but yes, between Ellen’s demonstration yesterday and 

Dana’s ‘apology’ this morning, she’s most definitely more aware of her own sexuality.” 
 
Ellen spoke up.  “She has 5th Period P.E. -- from what she told me, Peggy and her ...” 
 
“Oh God,” I muttered. 
 
“At least they’re equal-opportunity,” Ellen said as she continued.  “From what Gwen...” 
 
“What?” I interrupted again.  “Equal opportunity?” 
 
Joyce filled me in.  “It seems they’ve been jumping Ron in the locker room the last two days.” 
 
I thought about Peggy and her group of friends.  “Nobody hurt?  And was that ‘jumping’ or 

‘humping’?” 
 
Ellen sighed and smirked.  “Both, and I don’t think Ron, or any boy would complain.  And no, 

they didn’t hurt Gwen.  From what she said, they got her off quite nicely at the beginning of class, and 
then were much more thorough after class, in the showers and by their lockers.” 

 
A shudder went through me.  To be grabbed and handled sexually by a group of young, 

voluptuous women like that... 
 
“And this afternoon?” I asked. 
 
“Poor Gwen was about to fall apart, she was so confused,” Ellen picked up.  “It took us a while 

to get her calmed down.  Dr. Nguyen administered a mild anti-anxiety agent, and also gave her the 
contraceptive injection.” 

 
I raised my eyebrows at that. 
 
Ellen shook her head.  “Protection in case she goes wild on us; I don’t think she will.” 
 
“From what Ellen said,” Joyce explained, “before this week Gwen had never experienced an 

orgasm -- by her hand or anyone else’s.  Now she’s had quite a few in a short period of time...” 
 
“All from girls, women,” I filled in the final blank.  And I’d insisted on Dana giving her two... 
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“Yup,” Ellen agreed.  “Could be a little confusing, no?” 
 
“Could be damn confusing,” I sighed as I sat back.  Visions of Peggy, Donna, who was the other 

one -- Meegan?  Visions of their naked, slippery bodies in the shower... 
 
“I’m speaking to Peggy and her clique tomorrow morning,” Joyce said, bringing me back to 

reality. 
 
“Suggesting what?” I inquired. 
 
Joyce nodded.  “Primarily, I’m going to remind them to play nice and ask first.  I’ll remind them 

that while ‘relief’ is acceptable, intercourse and multiple intercourse is not  acceptable.  Doctor Nguyen 
will also be here, and take samples to test them for relevant sexually transmitted diseases.” 

 
I nodded, smiling.  “And district policy of course requires us to inform the parents that we’re 

doing that testing.” 
 
Joyce nodded.  “So their parents will get some idea of what their little darlings are up to.” 
 
“Probably won’t do any good long term, but it should slow them down for a while,” Ellen added 

pragmatically. 
 
I frowned.  “That means you also have to contact Gwen’s parents...” 
 
Ellen and Joyce looked at each other. 
 
Joyce nodded.  “That’s a problem.  Guess we just threaten on that one.” 
 
“How do we help Gwen?  How is she doing?  What’s happening with Ron and Gloria?” 
 
Ellen said, “We sent Gwen off to 7th period -- she was pretty calm and collected -- medication.  

Yes, she has some things to work out on her own.  As to Ron, I get the feeling Ron is doing okay -- 
Gloria seems to be pretty happy and pretty close to him.” 

 
Joyce sighed.  “As to Gwen, we can be supportive, try to explain, be here for her.” 
 
I nodded.  “In other words, you’re leaving that part up to me as her teacher.” 
 
Ellen nodded and put a hand on my shoulder. 
 
Joyce offered, “We’re always here to help, dear -- you know that.” 
 
I managed a smile.  “Thanks a lot.” 
 
We all managed to laugh a little. 
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“So who do we have on deck for next week, or should I wait?”  We had our regular planning 

session for the next week’s Program participants later in the afternoon. 
 
“Kevin and Jeremy have been mentioned a few times,” Ellen said. 
 
“Why Jeremy?” I asked, “Or do I want to know?” 
 
“He’s been recommended by a number of the Angels,” Joyce offered with a smile. 
 
“I don’t have a problem with Jeremy; I’ll want to review his file of course, but I want to wait a 

while on Kevin.” 
 
“Why?” Ellen asked. 
 
“The weather is too good right now,” I replied honestly. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I didn’t feel bad about missing history; I felt a lot better after talking to Ms. Rhodes and Dr. 

Nguyen.  The shots she gave me probably helped as well, that and resting for a while.  I still wasn’t sure 
what was happening. 

 
But I was sure of some things, like homework and classwork.  Somehow, I made it through class. 
 
Once the bell rang, I knew I had to get to the back door -- for Ron, and for those junior kids. 
 
Damn!  When I got to the door, the two junior kids were huddled inside.  I walked outside to 

where the clothes boxes were.  Ron’s was empty; the rest were there, including mine. 
 
A bunch of hyenas were there too, skulking, waiting.  I looked around and saw a teacher, I think 

it was Mr. Madsen, standing on the grass about thirty feet away, looking off towards the parking lot.  
Hell of a lot of good he was doing! 

 
“Get lost,” I told the hyenas. 
 
“Who sez?” yowled one.  “It’s public property,” snarled another as they milled closer. 
 
I put my hands on my hips.  “I said so!” I said loudly, maybe even loud enough for Madsen to 

hear. 
 
“And so do we!” said voices behind me! 
 
I glanced around and saw a girl and a tall boy, both wearing letterman’s jackets - swimmers. 
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“Scram!” they yelled to the hyenas. 
 
And what do you know, they did! 
 
We helped get the juniors out, dressed, and on their way. 
 
I wasn’t even half dressed when it happened.  I knew Mom was taking my brother to a doctor’s 

appointment and wouldn’t be home until late.  I had to go home on my own.  I just started shaking.  I 
didn’t know what to do. 

 
 
Gloria 
 
Oh, God, he feels so good!  I was half-asleep, half-awake with Ron curled up at my side, not 

really sucking on me. 
 
The way we walked to my place you would have thought we were normal; we even held it 

together until we got upstairs to my room.  Then we were naked in a flash and in bed. 
 
I was so hot and wet; he was so hard!  And that first touch of skin against skin feels so good!  I 

wanted his mouth, his hands all over me, and I especially wanted his cock deep inside me.  I came so 
quick after he slid into me!  And I came again just before he did.  It’s so cool the way he like stiffens up 
just before he comes -- I grabbed his tight ass and pulled him in deeper and he moaned and came, filling 
me up. 

 
God, just thinking about it makes me hot again.  I could feel my nipples getting tight.  We sort of 

slipped apart after he came, but I held him close to me.  He started sucking and that’s how we drifted 
off. 

 
I moved his head around a little and he started sucking again.  That’s so cool -- hold his head and 

he moans and sucks more.  And oh my tit likes that, getting tight in his mouth!  A little squeeze and he 
sucks -- oh, keep doing that, baby -- oh God, I’m going to come... 

 
 
Tom Doherty 
 
“How’s she doing?” I asked my wife when she came downstairs. 
 
We hugged; she sighed into my shoulder.  “She’s resting.  So much happening at once...” 
 
We sat down, holding hands.  I didn’t have to ask with my voice. 
 
She sighed and shook her head.  “When I got home with Gary, the two kids from the swim team 

were here waiting.  They brought her home and the girl put her to bed.  Oh Tom -- I’m so proud and so 
scared...  They said she’s really helping this week, not only with Ron, but with the two Junior kids who 
are in the Program...” 



Naked In School: About Ron 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 94 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
“But what happened?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head, then smiled.  “When the kids got to the back door of the school, where 

students in The Program undress in the morning and dress at the end of the day, our little girl was 
singlehandedly holding off a bunch of kids waiting to savage the Juniors.  The girl -- Tina -- said she’d 
never seen someone looking so protective and so determined...” 

 
I held my wife’s hands.  “I know where she gets that...” 
 
She sighed.  “Yes...  The three of them got the Junior kids taken care of, then Gwen got dressed.  

She just started shaking, and when they held her, she started to cry.  They held her for a while, then 
brought her home and put her to bed.  Tina stayed with her until she was asleep, then came downstairs.” 

 
“Two more good kids,” I suggested. 
 
My wonderful wife nodded. 
 
“Did she say anything?” 
 
“Just that she’s tired and wants to rest.  I offered to take her some soup, but she said she’ll come 

down if she’s hungry.” 
 
“Is she going to keep this up the rest of the week?” 
 
She looked at me, smiling wistfully.  “What do you think?” 
 
“That if she has half the determination of her mother, she will, no matter what we say or do to try 

and discourage her.  So how do we support her?” 
 
She shook her head.  “Tom, I wish I knew...  This is her battle.” 
 
I held her close.  “I love you,” I whispered.  Our little girl was growing up. 
 
 
Ron 
 
Sitting in the restaurant next to Gloria, our hands met, and when they did, we both sighed.  Her 

dad’s phone had gone off, and he stepped away from the table to take the call. 
 
“I’m glad we finished dinner,” she said. 
 
“Why?” 
 
She shook her head.  “He probably has to go in.  He’ll drop us off.”  She looked at me hungrily.  

“Want me to tuck you in?” 
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“That would be nice,” I admitted. 
 
Holding her hand, I didn’t feel as confused.  When I woke up earlier in the afternoon, after the 

second time we made love, I was so confused.  No, I was scared!  I woke to the sound of a man’s voice, 
calling for Gloria.  I freaked out, and if she hadn’t squeezed me and held me, I don’t know what I’d have 
done -- jumped out a window?  Back in Japan, if I’d been caught with someone, like Hitomi or Risa, I’d 
have ended up as fish bait... 

 
But I wasn’t in Japan any more.  And I didn’t know who I was any more.  When we got to the 

restaurant, a Mexican place, Gloria’s dad spoke to the people in Mexican.  The waitress looked at me 
and spoke to me in Mexican, too.  But I’m not Mexican, even though I guess I look like it.  And I’m not 
Japanese, even though I look like that, too, and thought I felt Japanese. 

 
Who am I?  Hamada-san keeps asking, and I don’t have an answer. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I squeezed Ron’s hand again.  It’s spooky, when he sighs and gets  far away like that.  But I 

know what to do... 
 
 
Doctor Don Saunders 
 
“Hi, beautiful -- hope I didn’t interrupt too badly,” I said, juggling the phone and the turn signals 

as I drove to the hospital. 
 
“Not quite pandemonium -- what’s up?” 
 
“I just dropped the kids, and I’m on my way in.  It’s our lucky night --“ 
 
“I thought Pete was on call?” she interrupted. 
 
“Oh, he is -- and it’s his lucky night; he got three nasty cases in quick succession, and doesn’t 

think any of them are stable enough to transport.  You’ll undoubtedly be home before me.” 
 
“Wake me, darling,” she told me. 
 
I almost laughed.  If I had to crack a chest, I’d be exhausted, and she knew it.  “I’ll do my best.” 
 
“Well, wake me before you get in the shower and I’ll put on some perfume,” she offered. 
 
“Oh, thank you, love...” 
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“How’s our Glorybug?” she inquired. 
 
I had to laugh.  “Almost satiated.  I think I overheard her offering to tuck someone in...” 
 
She laughed with me.  “And how is Ron doing?” 
 
I sighed.  “Darling, I don’t know.  That’s one very complex kid.  Once he starts talking, you 

know he’s really bright.  What do you know about him?” 
 
“Oh, Don too much -- it’s a sad story.  Abusive family -- his step-father physically abused him, 

giving him the scars and a ruptured spleen.  The step-father also killed Ron’s mother and eighteen month 
old baby sister.  Still locked up.” 

 
“Oh shit...” 
 
“Yeah, but it gets better.  One side of the family takes care of him and sends him to   Japan to 

live with aunt and uncle, Mormon missionaries.  Two years ago, the other side pops up out of the blue 
and goes to court demanding he be brought back to the States, but none of them actually want to take 
care of him, they just don’t want the other side to have him.  He’s in more-or-less a holding pattern with 
the Delaneys while the battle wages around him.” 

 
“What ever happened to the best interests of the child?” I asked sarcastically. 
 
“Indeed.” 
 
“So our Glorybug has adopted a wounded puppy?” 
 
“Don’t know if she realizes it, but I’ll make sure she’s aware she needs to be careful.” 
 
Thinking about it...  “At dinner, even before dinner, she was trying to brighten him up, ease him 

out of his shell, supporting him.” 
 
“That’s quite encouraging!  I need to run, dear.” 
 
“I can almost see your office window -- I’ll wave as I go into the parking garage.  Love you.” 
 
“Love you, too.” 
 
 
Gloria 
 
Walking home from Ron’s place, I should have put more tissues in my panties; I was leaking.  

Shit, I should have used a paper towel!  But it felt so good!  It felt so good to get him on his back and 
ride him, squeeze him!  And afterwards, holding him close and letting him suck himself to sleep...  I 
wanted to stay there with him, in his arms like we’d done in the afternoon. 
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That had been weird, when daddy got home.  I woke suddenly, but Ron!  I was lucky I was still 
wrapped around him and had a tit in his mouth!  I thought he was going to jump out of the bed!  But my 
door was closed, and daddy was cool, even when I said that we would be down in a while... 

 
Oh shit -- someone’s home! 
 
“Hi, Glorybug,” mom called out as I tried closing the door quietly. 
 
“Ah, hi mom,” I answered, walking into the kitchen. 
 
“Get him tucked in?” she asked. 
 
I didn’t know what to say... 
 
But she opened her arms.  “Oh, mommy,” I whispered as we hugged. 
 
“It’s okay, Glorybug,” she told me. 
 
She got a glass of white wine; I poured myself a glass of diet Pepsi.  Something told me there 

was another shoe waiting to drop... 
 
“Glorybug, we should talk,” she told me. 
 
Here it comes...  “Sure, mom.” 
 
She took my hand and walked us to the family room, sitting on the couch. 
 
“Gloria, do you know how Ron got his scars?” she asked. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “Not exactly, and I’m not sure I want to know exactly.  Just that his 

stepdad did it to him.” 
 
She nodded.  “That’s a start...  I just want to be sure you realize Ron is carrying quite a bit of 

emotional baggage.  You need to be quite careful with that boy, Gloria.” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ve heard you say it, but now I’m learning it -- some of those scars go far deeper 

than just the skin.” 
 
“He is quite vulnerable, sweetie...” 
 
“And I could hurt him very, very much -- I know, mom...  That’s what makes it so scary!  I’ve 

never felt this way about someone before!  I want to hold him and protect him...  The way he looks when 
I hold him...”  I sighed. 

 
She hugged me again.  “Be careful, Glorybug, for both of you.” 
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“Oh, I will be mommy, I will be,” I told her. 
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Thursday Morning 
 
Gwen 
 
I didn’t want to get up when the alarm went off, yet I knew I had to.  Part of me still felt numb.  

But I had to do it.  Like mom and I talked about last night -- this was my battle.  I thought about Mr. 
Madsen yesterday afternoon, looking the other way.  And who was supposed to be there Tuesday 
morning?  Angels?  Now I was up, and ready to go -- if I don’t do it, who will? 

 
But...  All the other things...  All the things I didn’t tell mom about last night...  About Dana, 

about those girls in the locker room...  So good, yet...  Ms. Rhodes and Doctor Nguyen told me it wasn’t 
wrong, but it didn’t feel quite right either.  What do I do today? 

 
I don’t know.  My stomach grumbled -- no dinner last night.  At least part of me knew what to 

do. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I was the first one downstairs again.  At least they were quiet this morning!  It looked gray - 

crummy - drizzly out, but I felt so good!  Well, I felt pretty good.  I was scared, and for about the first 
time, I was scared of hurting somebody.  I was scared of hurting Ron.  I wanted to grab him in front of 
everyone, hold him, and holler, “Mine!”  I wanted to hold him and protect him.  I wanted to throw him 
on his back and ride him, and then hold him some more! 

 
Mom came downstairs first. 
 
“What’s wrong?” I asked -- I could see it on her face; what had I done this time? 
 
She sighed and hugged me.  “Your father lost one last night.” 
 
It’s happened before, and I knew what daddy would look like when he came downstairs.  But I’d 

never felt it before, not like this 
 
When daddy came downstairs, I gave him a hug.  He was surprised, and explained to me that it 

was part of practicing medicine, and part of life. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I felt pretty good when I got up.  My shoulder was a lot better; I could feel the difference.  When 

I got downstairs, there was a note from my aunt.  She expected to be in labor negotiations all day until 
very late.  She expected things to work out, though, and if they did, she was going to fly to Dallas to 
meet my uncle tomorrow afternoon.  Did I want to go?  I could if I wanted, or I could stay here, 
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whichever I wanted, just let her know.  Easy decision -- I had a party Saturday!  I had some breakfast, 
and got my stuff together.  I left a note for her on the whiteboard. 

 
Weird -- thought I heard something in the back yard.  I decided to go out the back door and 

through the side gate.  I made sure the front door was locked, and locked the back door on my way out. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
The three of us talked; I guess I am growing up.  I’d never really thought about the difference 

between the kinds of people mom and dad see as doctors.   I used to think tattoos and scars and shit were 
serious.  Not as serious as heart attacks! 

 
The weather was kind of crummy still, and it was late!  Daddy offered to drive me to school, as 

he had to be in early. 
 
And we drove right past Ron’s place. 
 
“Daddy!  Stop!  It’s Ron!” I yelled. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I felt like the weather, kind of crummy, but still determined.  Where was Ron?  At least we had a 

teacher today, and two from the swim team.  The first bell rang, and the seniors appeared.  The show 
they put on was disgusting. 

 
Where was Ron?  I saw the juniors, and hustled them up to the door.  They were worse than my 

little brother!  Someone in the crowd made a nasty remark, but before I could say anything, one of the 
swimmers yelled out, “Wait until it’s your turn, asshole...”  The crowd noise changed. 

 
I looked for Ron.  The second bell rang.  I sighed; too late.  “Let’s undress each other,” I told the 

juniors.  I tried to smile.  We undressed and put our clothes in the boxes.  The cool air hit my nipples and 
they crinkled up!  That reminded me of yesterday... 

 
But we had classes to go to.  And I had a bad feeling in my stomach, but I still couldn’t figure 

out why. 
 
“Don’t put up with anything!” I told the juniors when we were inside the door.  They nodded and 

headed off down the hall. 
 
I had to stop at my locker and swap books. 
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And I remembered -- I was supposed to turn in a paragraph in English, and I’d completely 
forgotten about it!  I’d missed an assignment!  I felt my ears burning, my stomach flopped over, and I 
almost cried.  I never missed assignments!  And all because of... 

 
No!  This was my battle.  It was my problem.  I’d deal with it.  I felt the muscles in my jaw 

tighten.  I almost smiled, visualizing what I looked like, like my mom.  Except for the naked part.  What 
had Ron said?  Gambatte! 

 
And going up the stairs, I heard someone scream!  That idiot junior girl! 
 
“Move!” I yelled, pushing kids out of my way. 
 
 
Janice Delaney 
 
We were either really close to a deal with the unions, or we were in very, very deep trouble.  I 

hoped and prayed we were close.  I was meeting with my team reviewing where we were. 
 
Doctor Saunders was on her phone.  She held up her hand and said loudly, “What!”  She waved 

and pointed at me.  “Yes, she’s here!  God, yes!” 
 
She handed me her phone and leaned closer to me.  “My husband was driving Gloria to school 

when they passed your house -- two police cars are there, with Ron in the back seat of one of them!  Don 
tried to convince them Ron lived there, but...  You need to talk to them.” 

 
Indeed!  I took the phone. 
 
Idiots!  Yes, I’d reported we were having difficult labor negotiations and I’d received threats.  

And I am Ron Hanson’s guardian!  He lives there!  I got names and badge numbers -- if I have to come 
out there, there’s going to be hell to pay!  No, you idiot, he doesn’t have a driver’s license, he’s 15 years 
old!  Yes, release him to Doctor Saunders.  Now! 

 
I spoke briefly to Ron. 
 
“Ron, this is Aunt Janice.  Are you all right, dear?” 
 
“I think so.” 
 
“Oh, I’m so sorry, dear.  Doctor Saunders will take you to school, okay?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Oh, do you want to go to Dallas tomorrow?” 
 
“I have something I should do here on Saturday.” 
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“That’s fine, dear -- I’ll check with you again in the morning.  If you’re comfortable staying 
alone, that’s fine with me.” 

 
“Thank you.” 
 
“Okay, dear.  I’m so sorry this happened!  Do your best at school.” 
 
“I will.” 
 
I handed the phone back to Doctor Saunders and took a breath.  Where were we? 
 
 
Ron 
 
Sitting in the back of another car, this time Gloria’s dad’s car.  What a mess!  I walked out of the 

gate only to be grabbed by a policeman!  They didn’t believe me when I told them I lived there.  What 
would have happened if Gloria and her dad hadn’t come by?  I guess he called my aunt.  I was finally on 
my way to school.  I’d missed first period and probably would miss second as well. 

 
“Ron, are you okay?” Gloria’s dad asked me. 
 
“Yes,” I told him, but I didn’t feel okay.  I was still shaking.  Where do I belong?  Who am I?  

Gloria was in the front seat and turned to look at me.  She looked worried.  I didn’t know what to do.  
Did I want to hold her?  Did I want to be back in Japan?  In bed with her?  Anyplace but here? 

 
We drove the few blocks to school.  Doctor Saunders said he’d walk us into the office, since both 

Gloria and I were late; he’d take care of that. 
 
But when we walked into the office, who did I see there but Gwen!  And did she ever look upset!  

Ms. Kersey was taking her to the principal’s office! 
 
 
Joyce 

 
Ed got in just about the time the first wave settled out.  As much chaos as we’d had, as glad as I 

was to see him, I almost laughed -- almost.  Ed’s mustache is like a dog’s tail; it telegraphs Ed’s mood.  
And this morning, half of it was drooping.  His secretary told us he had an early dental appointment -- 
one he hadn’t been looking forward to. 

 
As we settled into his office, he shook his head.  “I would have rather been here,” he told us. 
 
“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” I replied. 
 
Ellen nodded, as did Pete Tatman. 
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“Let’s have it,” Ed said. 
 
I took a breath and started in.  “The good news first.  Disrobing by the door was uneventful, 

thanks to Gwen and the swim team.  But before first period, at the top of the stairs, Jeremy and his 
buddy James assaulted Mary Kingsley, the junior girl.  You could hear her scream through most of the 
building.  Gwen ran upstairs and tackled them.”  I looked to Pete. 

 
Pete picked up the narrative.  “I heard the screaming, and was about twenty feet behind Gwen.  I 

got to the top of the stairs and got them separated.  Let me tell you, that little girl can take care of 
herself!” 

 
Ed nodded. 
 
“I got upstairs and helped Gwen and Mary to my office,” Ellen added, “While Pete took the boys 

to Joyce’s.” 
 
“Okay so far,” Ed said.  “You’ve suspended Jeremy and James?” 
 
I nodded.  “Through the end of next week; I highly recommend expulsion.  The Kingsley’s are 

coming down to get their daughter -- she’s in Ellen’s office with Joan, one of our angels.  Gwen is in my 
office now.  We’ll let the parents decide whether or not to press criminal charges.  And there’s another 
problem.” 

 
Ed frowned.  “This gets better?” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “Who’s classroom is at the top of the stairs?” 
 
He glanced up for a moment, then made a face.  “Madsen.  What did he do?” 
 
“Joan, one of our angels, has him first period; senior civics. When she heard Mary scream, she 

started for the door.  Mr. Madsen, in front of the entire class, yelled at her that if she touched the door he 
would have her expelled.  Then he told the entire class, ‘That girl is transgressing against the Will of 
God and is being punished accordingly.” 

 
Ed made a face, difficult since the left side of his face was probably still numb. 
 
“After that, he proceeded to go on a tirade against The Program.  When Alice ...” 
 
Ed closed his eyes, grimacing.  “Not Alice Lim, our student body president and daughter of 

Doctor Ken Lim, a distinguished member of our school board...” 
 
“One in the same,” I confirmed cheerily.  “Alice politely asked Mr. Madsen to return to the class 

materials.  Mr. Madsen stepped up the volume and told Alice that she and others like her would burn 
forever in the fires of Hell unless they accepted Jesus Christ as their savior.” 

 
Ed nodded.  “And?” 
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“Alice walked out of the class.” 
 
Ed nodded again.  I’m amazed at his ability to keep a calm appearance.  “Understandable.”  He 

looked up into the air momentarily.  “Second period is Student Government.  Let’s see -- Alice and most 
of her cabinet are in Madsen’s class, right?” 

 
I nodded with a forced smile. 
 
“Well, I expect to hear from Alice this morning then,” Ed remarked. 
 
“I think that’s quite likely,” I agreed.  “Hear from,” was likely quite an understatement! 
 
Ed looked at us.  “Okay, we’ve suspended the two boys, the girl’s parents are on their way in, 

Mr. Madsen has gone overboard, and my student government is probably fomenting revolution at this 
very moment.  Have I missed anything?  What do you need me to do?” 

 
Pete laughed, and Ellen joined in.  I managed to keep it to a smile. 
 
“That’s about it.  What about Gwen?” 
 
Ed sighed.  “How’s Mary doing?  Was she injured?” 
 
Ellen shook her head.  “Not physically traumatized.  She’s bruised from Jeremy pinching her 

earlier in the week, but from what I understand they had her up against a wall and were touching her -- 
inappropriately, and with repeated screaming demands by her to stop.  Joan was doing a good job 
getting her calmed down.” 

 
“And how about Joan?” Ed asked. 
 
Ellen shook her head again.  “My opinion -- she’s focusing on Mary to the exclusion of the other 

events, but she’s clearly very upset.” 
 
Ed looked to me.  “And Gwen?” 
 
“District policy...” I said. 
 
He shrugged.  “Let’s be thankful for flexibility in applying policy.  I’m for giving her a medal.” 
 
I glanced at my colleagues.  “Not going to get any disagreement from us.” 
 
He sighed.  “Why don’t you go get her -- we can at least get her headed back to class.” 
 
“Will do,” I said, and turned to leave his office. 
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I paused as I grasped the doorknob, taking a breath and steeling myself for the unknown awaiting 
me...  What a morning! 

 
And there waiting in the office were Gloria Saunders and her father, and Ron!  None of them 

looked too happy, and Ron was still dressed! 
 
“I’ll be with you in a few minutes,” I told them as I went to my office.  I knocked lightly on the 

door before opening it. 
 
Gwen sat there, fuming.  Her hands were clenched so tight... 
 
“Gwen...”  I sighed and made sure I was smiling.  “Gwen, relax, please.  Mr. Barnes would like 

to speak with you.” 
 
I led her back to Ed’s office, watching as frantic glances were exchanged among Ron, Gwen, and 

Gloria. 
 
Gwen stood before Ed, her hands clenched at her sides. 
 
Ed stood and held out a hand to her.  “Miss Doherty, I want to thank you for coming to Mary 

Kingsley’s assistance this morning, and apologize for not doing a better job protecting her, and all the 
others in The Program.  We will do better.  I promise.” 

 
Gwen took his hand and shook it somewhat perfunctorily.  She opened her mouth to speak, but 

after taking a breath, closed it again.  Such fury!  Her hands clenched again; I was amazed at the control 
she had! 

 
“Thank you,” she managed to say. 
 
Ed looked at us. 
 
“Gwen, you’re free to go.  You don’t have to go to second period if you don’t want to,” I told 

her. 
 
She looked to me and nodded -- such pent up fury!  And she turned to Pete and Ellen, and with a 

smile, told them, “Thank you for coming to our aid.” 
 
Then she turned and gave Ed one of the most poisonous, withering glares I’ve ever seen, and 

stormed out of the office! 
 
Ed sat down with a wide-eyed sigh.  “Can’t win some times,” he muttered. 
 
We didn’t have time to unwind -- a knock on the door and Ed’s secretary stuck her head in.  

“The Kingsley girl’s parents are here.” 
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Ed stood and glanced around at us.  “I’ll meet with them in Ellen’s office -- that’s where their 
daughter is, right?” 

 
I nodded.  “Yes.” 
 
Ed grabbed his coat.  “I’ll call if I need backup,” he told us. 
 
Sitting there with Pete and Ellen after Ed left the office...  I looked to Ellen.  “I’ve never seen 

such pent-up fury!  What can we do for her?” 
 
Ellen shook her head.  “Watch her carefully, be there -- not sure.” 
 
“I’ll make myself available to her at lunch, or whenever she wants,” I told my colleagues. 
 
Pete offered, “At least she has phys ed coming up -- she’ll get a chance to swim off some of the 

energy.” 
 
My turn to close my eyes and cringe.  “She has to run the gauntlet to get there.”  My meeting 

with Peggy and her friends had been canceled by other events. 
 
Pete said, “I’ll warn Natalie.” 
 
She was one of our swim coaches.  “That will help,” I agreed. 
 
Ellen spoke up.  “I overheard Donna canceling your meeting with Peggy and her curvy clique -- 

she shook a finger at them and told them to leave those kids alone!” 
 

I had to smile; I could see her doing it, wagging that bony finger at them.  “And she got the 
message across in a few seconds; I would have taken ten minutes.” I stood up.  “The Saunders and Ron 
Hansen are out there.  I wonder what they’ve brought to the party!” 

 
Pete and Ellen stood as well. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
Talking to Gwen after she came out of the principal’s office -- “What happened?”  Ron hugged 

her; she looked frightened, and mad! 
 
My dad moved us to a bench out of the way; Gwen, Ron, and I sat down. 
 
Gwen’s hands were shaking!  Ron held one, and I held the other -- they were cold, too! 
 
She told us about being worried when Ron didn’t show up, and didn’t show up, and didn’t show 

up, and getting the juniors undressed and into the building, then hearing the screams, finding Jeremy and 
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the other kid all over Mary, getting them away from her, having coach Tatman and Ellen rescue them.  
The two boys were suspended.  She took a breath and sighed.  Ron hugged her. 

 
I saw some adults come into the office.  One of the staff talked to them and showed them into 

another office.  One of the Angels came out.  She started walking over to us but a short oriental chick 
stopped her and they left the office together.  Then the principal came out of his cave and went to the 
office with the adults. 

 
One of the assistant principals, Ms. Kelsey came over to us.  My dad intercepted her and they 

moved to a different corner to talk. 
 
“Guess she’s getting the story,” I muttered. 
 
Gwen sighed again.  She didn’t look as pissed off; she looked more worn out.  “So where were 

you this morning?” she demanded from Ron. 
 
He shook his head.  “Sitting in the back of a police car.” 
 
Gwen looked astonished as Ron told his story.  He thought he heard something in the back yard, 

so he looked through the yard and left the house  through the side gate.  Cops grabbed him, thinking he 
was a burglar or something.  They wouldn’t believe him when he said he lived there.  Then dad and I 
showed up and got things straightened out.  Now Gwen held Ron. 

 
We sat and talked for a while.  I said he should at least get a damn cell phone and have his aunt 

and uncle’s phone numbers in it! 
 
Ms. Kelsey came over with dad.  She had an empty box with her -- for Ron’s clothes.  Second 

period would be over in a few minutes, so we could take off for third period.  Dad gave Ron one of his 
business cards and put our home number on the back; he told Ron to call if he needed anything.  Ron 
thanked him, then started getting undressed.  I gave daddy a hug. 

 
The bell rang, and the three of us headed off to the next class. 
 
 
Bev 
 
I’d heard about a ruckus at the top of the stairs at the start of school, but hadn’t gotten any solid 

information.  The second period kids heard that a girl in The Program had done the screaming, and 
another girl in The Program kicked the butts of the two boys who were causing the problem. 

 
So I wasn’t too surprised third period to see Ron and Gwen walk in, both looking somewhat shell 

shocked.  Gwen also looked quite wound up. 
 
Then Ellen appeared and asked me to step outside so she could fill me in. 
 
Oh my! 
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Ron 
 
Ms. Foster is pretty good; we talked about what had happened, with Mary the junior girl, and 

Gwen.  Gwen already told Gloria and me that the two guys were suspended.  The class got quiet when 
Ms. Foster told us they were most likely going to be expelled, and it would be up to Mary and the police 
if they’d face criminal charges. 

 
We spent a lot of time dealing with ways of dealing with strong feelings.  That was something I 

needed, but it was only half of the solution.  If and when I worked through all that stuff, would I know 
any better who I was? 

 
Gwen and I stayed a little after class.  Gwen was still scared and upset, especially about P.E. 

coming up fifth period.  I thought I understood what she was talking about.  We agreed to meet at my 
locker and go in together; I’d protect her, and she’d protect me. 

 
 
Gwen 
 
I was still nervous and upset, but felt better holding Ron’s hand walking to P.E.  Gloria was with 

us too, and said she’d come in if we wanted. 
 
We went in the other door to the girl’s locker room, took off our shoes and socks, and went to the 

pool.  Ron had his cute little swim goggles. 
 
Coach Natalie was talking to Coach Levy when we got to the pool.  They came over and asked 

us both how we were doing.  Okay, I guess.  Coach Levy split a bunch of us off with Coach Natalie and 
Ron to practice swimming.  She had Ron teaching us!  That was fun! 

 
And she turned Ron and me loose early so we could shower and get dried off before the rest of 

the mob hit.  She even came in and hung around, not really watching us, but we knew she was there. 
 
And that made me feel better than a lot of things that had happened.  I guess they really do care. 
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Thursday Afternoon 
 
Joyce 
 
I managed to catch Ed just before lunch. 
 
“You spoke with Alice, and Joan?”  I’d seen a contingent head into his office the start of fifth 

period. 
 
He motioned for me to close the door.  “Spoke?  They spoke; I listened,” he told me. 
 
I raised an eyebrow as I sat down. 
 
He managed a smile, and rubbed his face.  “Starting to get the feeling back.  Actually, they were 

quite rational about the whole situation, and presented me with a solution.” 
 
“Ultimatum?  Fait accompli?” I suggested. 
 
He shrugged.  “They pulled the pieces together nicely and presented me with a well thought out 

package.  And they’re not out to fry Madsen or ride him out of town on a rail.” 
 
I raised my eyebrows again. 
 
He chortled a bit.  “They expect him to do it himself.   Joan and Alice, among others, want out of 

his class.  Not, they explained, because they disagree with his personal beliefs, or his use of his position 
as a teacher to promote those beliefs to his students during class, which they can, have, and will 
document, but because they do not feel he has been or will be objective or fair in evaluating their 
performance.  And I agree with them.  They’ve spoken to Tom Melton, and he’s agreed to take on 
another section, first period, normally a prep period for him.  The student council room is also available, 
and can hold the class if no other room can be found.  Alice says she’s contacted most of the students in 
Madsen’s class, and sixteen of the twenty eight are definitely interested in transferring to a class taught 
by Tom, with four undecided, three don’t care, and the remainder they haven’t been able to contact.  I 
chatted with Tom and he’s willing to start tomorrow morning, Monday, or whenever.” 

 
I nodded.  “Nicely done.  Wouldn’t make much sense for us to have eight kids in a class...” 
 
“Nope, not at all,” Ed agreed. 
 
“Has Alice talked to daddy yet?” 
 
Ed frowned.  “She said she hadn’t spoken to him in his capacity as a member of the school 

board, and I didn’t ask if she’d spoken to him about this debacle in any other capacity.  I’m sure that 
part of it will hit the fan soon enough.” 

 
“A future senator,” I suggested. 
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“Wouldn’t be surprised,” Ed agreed. 
 
“So what do we do about Madsen?  If, as Alice says, he’s been using his classroom as a pulpit, 

he’s in clear violation of district policy, his own contract, written agreements from last year, and 
exposing the school and the school district to substantial liability.  We’ve been through this with him in 
gruesome detail.” 

 
“In spades,” said Ed.  “I can either call him on it, in which case he’ll say we’re out to get him 

and it turns into a big us-against-him deal, or the way I figure it, when his class walks out from under 
him, and if more than half the class wants to go with Tom Melton, I’ll move the whole bunch, he’ll start 
screaming and admit more than we need to take care of the situation.”  He shrugged.  “That’s in addition 
to whatever Alice tells her dad, and what he brings to the party.” 

 
“Don’t want to do anything proactive?” 
 
He picked up some papers from his desk.  “Statements signed by Alice and eight , no, make that 

nine, other kids from the class, many of them student government with Alice, quoting Madsen in front of 
the class today, threatening to expel Joan if she so much as touched the door, the forgiving Christian 
remark that Mary was being punished for transgressing against the will of God, the choice remark to 
Alice that she ‘Will burn forever in the fires of Hell unless she accepts Jesus Christ as her Savior,’ that 
‘The Program is a creation of the devil,’ and ‘Anyone who actively or passively supports The Program is 
in league with the Devil and will burn in Hell for all eternity,’ and rounding out with the remark to the 
entire class that, ‘Their success in life, and in his class, will be determined by what they believe.’  If the 
girl was a prosecuting attorney, I’d say she’s made her case.” 

 
“With Mr. Madsen’s grateful assistance...  Should we advise the district?” 
 
He smiled.  “I’m meeting some folks at four today.  I think this will come up.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I most emphatically do not want your job!” 
 
He laughed, and held his head.  “Ooh!  That hurt!  Some times, neither do I.  My lovely wife 

tried to get me to stay in bed this morning -- silly me, I didn’t listen.  But even if I had, I wouldn’t have 
missed the fun, right?” 

 
I sighed.  “Let me know what I can do to help.” 
 
He nodded.  “Keep telling it to me straight.  Look after those kids, especially Miss Doherty.” 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I was really hungry at lunch!.  And the good news was I didn’t have to pay!  Ron and I got there 

a little too early and we had to wait.  But we got our lunch and sat in the same place we’d been the last 
few days. 
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I felt better.  I had time to catch up on assignments.  Being in the pool, all that swimming, felt 
good.  Ms. Foster had been right -- don’t hold things in. 

 
 
Gloria 
 
I got to lunch as soon as I could.  Ron and that Gwen chick were already there, along with some 

swim team dudes and dudettes.  Gwen looked a lot better than earlier in the morning, well, if you go for 
small tits.  The story was all over school -- she kicked ass, and they were gone, expelled from school. 

 
And other kids came by to congratulate Gwen.  That was cool. 
 
Except when one of the angels came by.  I thought Gwen was going to rip her throat out!  Oh, 

she didn’t say anything nasty, but she got that cold hard look again.  That’s one chick you don’t want to 
get pissed off!  She took on two guys, naked?  Woot! 

 
 
Bev 
 
I managed to get lunch, sitting with Ellen and Donna.  Kids’ attitude were different -- kids 

looked differently at Ron, and Gwen.  I saw Kevin -- he looked quite subdued, possibly even contrite.  
Probably realizing how close he’d come to going down the same path as Jeremy.  Didn’t see Alice Lim.  
That one will hit soon enough. 

 
What a mess.  You would have thought someone like Madsen would have been more careful, 

especially given the composition of that first period class -- the student body president, daughter of a 
school board member, most of the student government, an angel...  Had to agree with Ed, though -- 
Madsen would string himself up, given the opportunity.  The first year we had The Program, we’d had 
quite a few of those problems.  And a few teachers decided to transfer to other schools, or retire.  
Madsen had been warned last year, on more than one occasion, in writing.  He’d agreed to behave.  
Guess things wore off over the summer. 

 
 
Beth 
 
Beth leaned against her locker and sighed; it was the first time the three Angels had a chance to 

talk since school started.  “Any news on Barb?” she asked. 
 
Joan shook her head.  “Talked to her mom at lunch -- she’s got an infection to go along with all 

her other troubles.  She’s been taking pills, but they’re probably going to take her to the hospital if she 
doesn’t improve quick.” 

 
Karen shook her head.  “Shit.  They’ll call?” 
 



Naked In School: About Ron 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 112 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

Joan nodded.  “Oh yeah.  I’ll stop by this afternoon.  Did you talk to Alice?  How did her little 
chat with our principal go?” 

 
Karen grinned.  “She went in ready to stick it straight up his ass, but he’s going along with it!  

Even gave her some suggestions!  And that’s without her dad getting involved -- she hasn’t been able to 
talk to him yet.  Melton is so cool about the whole thing.  I’d call it a done deal.”  She looked to Joan.  
“Pity we can’t do something about Cartwright.” 

 
Joan sighed.  “That bitch -- every day this week she’s found some pissy reason to hold us for a 

few minutes at the end of school.  I’m convinced it’s to make sure I can’t get to the damn door to help.  
When she finally let us go yesterday afternoon, I looked at the clock and gave her a nasty look -- the 
bitch actually laughed at me!” 

 
“Ought to tell Alice at least,” Karen suggested. 
 
“Better than telling that pompous ass principal,” Beth agreed. 
 
The three got quiet as some kids passed them in the hall.  “And the other matter?” Karen asked. 
 
Joan shrugged.  “I’ve messaged Barb every way you can, and I’m going to stop by.  I’ll track her 

down at the hospital if I need to -- but I can’t see why she wouldn’t agree.” 
 
Beth nodded.  “I’m for going ahead even if we can’t get in touch with Barb.  I think she’ll take 

it...”  She looked to Karen and continued, “the same way you did...” 
 
Karen gave a low laugh.  “I thought she was going to nail me at lunch...”  She sighed.  “Talk 

tonight around seven?” 
 
The other two Angels agreed.  The three hugged, then headed to their classes. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
They pulled me out of sixth period to talk to two police officers, both women; they wanted to 

know what had happened, this morning and earlier in the week.  I told them what I’d seen and done.  I 
was glad Ms. Kelsey was there.  She reminded me to only talk about what I’d seen and done. 

 
We talked more after the police left.  Those two boys were in a lot of trouble!  Poor Mary -- her 

parents took her home for the day.  That left the junior boy on his own; I couldn’t even remember his 
name. 

 
Ms. Rhodes joined us.  She got me to close my eyes, take a deep breath, and look at things from 

a distance.  That helped. 
 
What helped even more, was that it was Thursday, Thursday afternoon.  One more day! 
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What was I going to do?  Tonight, I had homework to catch up on!  I almost laughed -- I knew, 
sort of, what I’d do in the morning.  But what about Monday?  What was “normal” anymore? 

 
And with seventh period drawing to a close, I knew what I had to do -- get to the back door! 
 
 
Ron 
 
Hamada-san, I thought he was my friend.  I guess he is, the same way Ushida-san was, 

challenging me.  I didn’t know -- where I belonged, who I was.  So many questions he asked that I 
couldn’t answer. 

 
But when the bell rang, he gave me a hug.  He told me things would work out.  Gambatte -- and 

he said we both knew. 
 
When I got to the back door, Gwen was there, the junior boy was there, and a lot of other kids, 

too -- but it was a friendly mob for once!  We started getting dressed.  Gloria showed up and helped me.  
Gwen helped the junior kid. 

 
Damn, I was cold -- Gloria and I walked home.  She said she’d make dinner for us.  Her dad had 

another case, and her mom and my aunt were still tied up in meetings.  That sounded good, but I wanted 
to stop and change clothes; I needed something warmer. 

 
But when we got to my room, I slipped off my sandals, turned around, and Gloria pushed me 

back on to my bed... 
 
 
Gwen 
 
Sitting around our dining room table -- Mary from school, her parents, my parents, me...  Her 

parents were grateful, I guess.  Mine were surprised, sort of. 
 
Not knowing what to do -- that was the problem.  They weren’t sure what to do about the police.  

The way they talked, the police might decide to press charges even if they didn’t.  Mary especially 
wasn’t sure about what to do tomorrow. 

 
I tried to tell her how different it had been this afternoon -- so many kids there, and all of them 

supportive!  It was different!  It had been different at lunch, too!  Please, don’t give up!  Don’t give up, 
for you, for the other kids, for the kids that will be in The Program next! 

 
Her mom had a hard time understanding -- was I in The Program?  I almost laughed.  No, I 

wasn’t, not officially.  Then why?  It was something I had to do -- to help Ron, to help Mary, and the 
other kid.  I was there to help.  I’d be there in the morning -- and so would kids from the swim team, 
and, I expected, a lot of other kids too.  Please, Mary -- be there as well! 
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Doctor Vicky Saunders 
 
I got home a little after midnight.  Our Glorybug was in bed; I peeked in and gave her a kiss on 

the head. 
 
I was in our bathroom cleaning up when my husband came in and sat on the toilet, rubbing his 

face.  “Success?” he asked. 
 
I rinsed the toothpaste out of my mouth.  “Yes, finally.  We got it signed.  How about you?” 
 
“Pretty routine -- he’ll pull through.” 
 
I was happy to hear that; he takes each case so personally.  “What time did you get in?” 
 
“Oh, a little after ten.  Gloria was already in bed.” 
 
I almost remarked about her being alone...  “Thank you so much for rescuing Ron this morning -- 

I spoke with Janice Delaney more about it during the day.” 
 
“Oh, Gloria spotted him sitting in the back of the car.  You and Janice straightened things out.  

Glad I could help.” 
 
“She’s...”  I didn’t know how to phrase it...  “I think I’ve met someone less adept at parenthood 

than we are,” I told him. 
 
He gave me a hug.  “I think our Glorybug is turning out okay.” 
 
I held his arms around my waist.  “Janice told me she’s flying to Dallas to meet her husband; 

they’ll be back Sunday late.  Ron has a swim party at the club on Saturday.  I told her we’d be here to 
watch him.” 

 
“Don’t know how closely I’d watch,” he said, kissing my neck. 
 
“I might suggest to Gloria that she keep a close eye on him...” 
 
He chuckled and moved his hands to my hips.  Someone was waking up... 
 
“I’m sure she’ll be interested in that,” he told me as he held me closer.  “How tired are you?” he 

asked with a wiggle.  I could tell how tired he was by what he was pressing into my bottom... 
 
I opened one of my drawers and took out my special perfume.  “How tired are you, darling?” I 

asked him. 
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Friday Morning 
 
Gloria 
 
I didn’t want to leave him last night.  I wanted to stay curled up with him.  Grabbing him, taking 

him on his own bed had been so much fun, and so hot!  I came so quick and so hard, and so did he!  
Then dinner here, making love in my room, walking him home and tucking him in... 

 
And I made it home before either of my parents.  I hoped things worked out.  I didn’t even hear 

when they got in.  I did some homework, took a quick shower, and crashed. 
 
Friday -- his last day in The Program.  What a week!  It was only Monday I first saw him in the 

hall at school, that bitchin tan... 
 
Tomorrow would be fun, an actual date!  Well we might as well go out and do things, we’d done 

about everything else you could do inside...  And tonight, maybe... 
 
Hungry, for a lot of things!  And I didn’t want to be late today! 
 
Mom and dad were already downstairs. 
 
“Good morning, Glorybug,” mom greeted me. 
 
“Is it?” I asked cautiously. 
 
She looked at dad; both of them smiled. 
 
“Yes dear, it is.  We were successful last night, and so was your father.” 
 
I sighed as I sat down.  Daddy laughed and squeezed my shoulders. 
 
“Were you successful as well?” he asked. 
 
How the hell do you answer that?  I felt myself blushing. 
 
“I’d guess so,” daddy told mom as she put a cup of coffee in front of him. 
 
“Did things work out okay at school? mom asked.  “They certainly started out rough.” 
 
I shook my head.  There wasn’t enough time to even start!  Yet the way things were after school, 

all those kids...  “I think things are getting better,” I told them. 
 
“Last day of The Program,” daddy said. 
 
I smiled.  “For one bunch, but Monday starts another week.” 
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“Want a ride this morning?” he asked. 
 
“Nope, I’ll walk -- and I’ll go by Ron’s a little early.” 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I was ready for the morning.  Homework done; that would not happen again.  It took me a while 

to get to sleep.  Weird dreams, walking down hallways naked, looking for something.  Walking and 
walking, so slow, looking for something, even though I didn’t know what it was. 

 
Mom was downstairs; dad and my brother were having breakfast already.  I kissed my little 

brother on the head and he made a disgusted noise. 
 
Mom gave me a raised eyebrow as she set my breakfast down in front of me. 
 
I smiled.  “If yesterday afternoon is any clue, today’s going to be easier.” 
 
“Please be careful,” dad told me. 
 
I took a breath.  Would I?  “Yes, dad.” 
 
 
Ron 
 
Friday morning -- the week was almost gone!  And what a week! 
 
When I got downstairs, my aunt was sitting at the kitchen table reading the paper and drinking 

coffee. 
 
“Good morning, Ron,” she greeted me. 
 
“Good morning, auntie,” I replied as I heated up a bagel. 
 
“I’m very sorry for what happened yesterday morning,” she told me. 
 
“Things worked out.” 
 
“I’ll be leaving for Dallas this afternoon; we’ll be back around eight Sunday night.  Are you sure 

you’ll be okay?” she asked. 
 
I nodded, then remembered.  I looked at her when I replied.  “I’ll be fine.  There’s a swim party 

at the country club tomorrow.” 
 
“That’s wonderful!  I’ll leave some money for you, just in case.” 
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“So things worked out?” I asked her. 
 
“Oh yes!  Very late last night, or was it early this morning?  We’ve got a new contract, and 

avoided a lot of trouble.” 
 
I finished my bagel and went upstairs to clean up before going to school. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I knocked on the door of Ron’s house -- I hope I caught him before he left.  And a woman 

answered!  Guess she’s his aunt. 
 
“Hi,” I told her, “I’m Gloria, Gloria Saunders.  Is Ron still home?” 
 
“Oh!  You’re Doctor Saunders’ daughter?  Yes, he is -- please come in!” 
 
As she led me to the kitchen she said, “Thank you so much for rescuing Ron yesterday morning!  

I’m really sorry for the confusion.  Hopefully we’ve gotten things straightened out.” 
 
Excuses.  “Ron really ought to have a cell phone so he can call you,” I told her. 
 
She actually turned and looked at me.  A pause as she looked in the air.  “Yes, you’re right.”  She 

looked up in the air for a bit.  “I should have time...  Anything else we should consider, dear?” 
 
Is she for real?  Never had kids, that’s for sure!  I shook my head. 
 
“I’m glad you’re here, dear.  If you think we’re missing something, please let us know.  We’re 

leaving this afternoon and not returning until Sunday evening; I believe I mentioned that to your mother.  
Yes, she said they’d be available if anything were to come up.” 

 
“We’ll take good care of Ron,” I let her know. 
 
She shook her head.  “Thank you, dear.  Carl and I never had children, and I think that’s 

probably for the best...  I hope to see more of you, dear!  Thank you again for rescuing Ron, and please 
thank your father as well.” 

 
“No problem -- we’ll take good care of him.” I assured her.  I was getting wet. 
 
 
Ron 
 
Who was I looking at in the mirror?  I’m not Japanese; I’m not Mexican.  Who am I?  Who am I 

supposed to be? 
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Standing there, looking in the mirror as I brushed my teeth... 
 
I started to laugh...  Japanese?  Mexican?  Those are labels.  Those are labels other people use.  

Those labels are not me.  And those labels are not my problem! 
 
I’m right here, right now.  I have things to do.  Let other people worry about labels. 
 
I laughed. 
 
And the baka in the mirror laughed with me. 
 
Downstairs, Gloria was in the kitchen!  “My aunt still here?” I asked. 
 
“Nope, she left.  I...” 
 
I pulled her into my arms and gave her a kiss.  That was one of the things I needed to do! 
 
 
Gwen 
 
There was a crowd at the door when I got to school, a big crowd, a noisy crowd.  I had a bad 

feeling, until I looked closer -- I didn’t see any of the troublemakers!  Well, Kevin was there, but he gets 
dropped off at this end of school; I don’t think he’d do anything, not now.  Would Mary be here?  I 
hoped so.  I hope she wouldn’t bail.  I felt things would be different -- they’d been different yesterday 
afternoon, 

 
I saw two of the angels.  Lots of swim folks.  Even Ms. Kelsey!  In the parking lot -- Mary was 

here!  I saw her getting out of a car, and went over to her. 
 
“I’m so glad you’re here!” I told her and gave her a hug. 
 
Her dad got out of the car.  “We’re very glad you’re here as well,” he told me. 
 
He gave Mary a hug.  “Sure you don’t want me to stay?” he asked her. 
 
She looked at me.  “That’s okay,” she told him. 
 
We watched him get back in the car and drive off.  As he did, I saw the boy walk up.  His head 

was down and he was shuffling his feet until he saw us, then he brightened up. 
 
“Let’s go,” I told them, grabbing their hands. 
 
The first bell rang.  No sign of the seniors, that cheerleader...  I saw Ron and Gloria walk up, 

holding hands.  How did I feel about that?  Good, I guess.  He looked more relaxed, happier than I’d 
seen him any morning so far. 
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The four of us, the two juniors, Ron, and I went up the stairs together.  And kids actually clapped 

and cheered!  It was different today! 
 
We got undressed without incident.  Mary even managed to smile!  We headed into the building.  

I thought I heard something going on behind us, but I didn’t pay any attention to it, I was making sure 
the juniors got in. 

 
“This is the last day!” I told them.  “We made it!  Have fun!” 
 
 
Joyce 
 
Sitting in Ed’s office again.  Two periods down and five to go, and the week would be over! 
 
Ed came in, smiling. 
 
“Have you been in the same building I’ve been in this morning?” I asked him. 
 
He chuckled as he sat in his chair.  “Oh, I think so.  How did things go on your end?” 
 
“With one minor issue, things went well,” I told him. 
 
“And that was?” he asked. 
 
“Some kids never learn.  Kevin tried to spit on Ron and Gwen as they walked by after getting 

undressed.  He neglected to look both ways first...  Two of our school lettermen and an Angel grabbed 
him and stuffed him in a trash can, head first.” 

 
Ed nodded and smiled.  “Nice.  Going to do any follow-up?” 
 
I shrugged.  “Other than remind him he’s eligible for The Program?  No.  How did things go 

with Madsen et al?” 
 
Ed leaned back.  “Let’s see...  I wouldn’t bet against Alice Lim on anything -- she got all but two 

of the kids in that class to sign over to Tom, and those two are out of town.” 
 
“Impressive!  How did Mr. Madsen take it?” 
 
“Oh, I think he was taken completely by surprise.  He responded better than I could have 

imagined.  When he asked why this was happening, Alice responded before I could.  She told him it was 
because he had clearly and specifically told her and the others in the class that their grades depended on 
what they believed, and that was unacceptable.  Well, he went ballistic!  Fire and brimstone -- they 
would all roast in Hell, he was more concerned with their salvation, ad nauseum.  Oh, did I mention that 
Burnham and Wilson from the district office were with me this morning?  After I mentioned what was 
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going on to them last night, they decided they might want to be here.  Especially after Doctor Lim spoke 
with them last night.  They’re still meeting with Madsen, but I expect he’s going to retire.” 

 
“And so early in the school year...” 
 
Ed nodded.  “This one is in the hands of the gods now.” 
 
I shook my head.  “The gods can be pretty fickle...” 
 
He shrugged.  “What’s our downside in this?  That we didn’t catch it sooner?  How many weeks 

into the school year are we?  And we have a voluminous paper trail from last year, replete with contrite 
agreements to behave.  I don’t think we’re going to catch a lot on this one.” 

 
I raised another eyebrow.  “Even though the District is the hammer on this one, the anvil, and 

that’s us, is still going to feel it.” 
 
Ed nodded again.  “I’ve learned not to disagree with you, dear.  Oh, another small matter...” 
 
I cringed; I couldn’t help it. 
 
He smiled and shook his head.  “Not that bad, I think.  You view Cartwright as a fence sitter?” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “With respect to The Program, yes.  Why?” 

 
“It seems she’s found a reason to keep her last period class just a few minutes late every day this 

week -- one of our Angels believes it’s a deliberate act to keep her from assisting at the back door.” 
 
I sighed.  “One of my student aides is in that class -- I’ll talk to her.  But if you’re talking about 

Joan, I’d believe her.  Poor girl -- Madsen at the beginning of the day and Cartwright at the end.  I don’t 
think she’s being paranoid -- I believe her.” 

 
“Oh, I do,” he told me.  “And I received this tidbit in passing from Doctor Ken Lim of our school 

board when he called me at home for a friendly chat last night.  Let’s get some confirmation, or at least 
more info.  I’ll have a friendly chat with her anyway.  But it sounds like we’ve smoked out another one.” 

 
I nodded.  “Sounds like it to me.” 
 
 
Ron 
 
I don’t know what got into Ms. Foster; she had some weird questions for Gwen and me in class.  

And something was going on with Kevin -- he looked really down when he walked in.  Dana laughed at 
him and I asked her to please stop.  I thought I was trying to help -- but all he did was give me another 
nasty look. 
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We spent most of the period in Ms. Foster’s class talking about The Program.  Dana was right; 
we’d all learned from The Program this week.  I learned another thing -- even though Dana might not 
have been the brightest person in the class, when she spoke, she spoke from her heart. 

 
After class, I told Gwen we could meet at my locker and walk into the girl’s locker room 

together.  She took a deep breath, and smiled. 
 
And that’s what we did -- we met at my locker.  Gwen looked, I don’t know, excited?  She was a 

little out of breath.  Her nipples were hard and very pretty, and I don’t think it was all because of the 
cold air. 

 
“Not scared of walking in there?” I asked her. 
 
She shook her head, smiling.  “No.”  She took a breath.  “Let’s have some fun!” 
 
Oh really? 
 
“Hey guys!” Gloria called out as she walked up.  We both hugged her. 
 
By the time we got to the door to the girl’s locker room, I was hard.  So were Gwen’s nipples, 

more than they’d been at my locker.  Of course other kids had been touching and feeling us along the 
way, and Gloria had an arm around my waist.  Funny how some girls “congratulated” Gwen and 
managed to brush her in a way that made her tremble. 

 
“Ready?” I asked Gwen. 
 
She nodded. 
 
“See you guys at lunch!” Gloria yelled to us over her shoulder as she walked off. 
 
I took Gwen’s hand and we walked in the door.  We turned a corner, and saw those senior  girls.  

They saw us.  Gwen sighed, dropped my hand, and walked right to them! 
 
 
Joyce 
 
I walked into Ed’s office still laughing. 
 
“Want to share?” Ed asked as I sat down. 
 
“Bev Foster thinks she has a bodhisattva on her hands, in her class.” 
 
“A what?” Ed asked with a straight face.  “Enlighten me.” 
 
I laughed so hard I almost fell out of the chair! 
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But when I slowed down enough to catch my breath, he was just looking at me.  “Tell me you 
know,” I pleaded with him. 

 
He frowned.  His mustache looked displeased. 
 
I wiped the tears from my eyes and tried to compose myself.  “A bodhisattva in Buddhism is an 

enlightened being, one on their way to becoming a Buddha.” 
 
Ed grunted and managed a smile.  “I see...” 
 
I shook my head.  “The problems centering around Ron?  Our quizzing him on who he is, all 

that?” 
 
“Yes,” Ed replied. 
 
“Ron walked into Bev’s class this morning looking, well, she said he looked at ease, very self-

confident.  When Bev quizzed him, he explained to her that all the trouble wasn’t his problem, it was 
other people having problems putting labels on him, and he wasn’t a label.  Not his problem!” 

 
Ed nodded, managing to smile a bit. 
 
“When she pressed him on who he was, he told her it didn’t matter -- he was here, now.  She 

asked him if he’d figured this out while sitting under a tree.  Do you get that reference?” 
 
Ed frowned.  “I’m not a complete savage, dear.” 
 
“I know -- and I’m really glad you’re here, especially this week!  Well, I don’t think Ron got it, 

not entirely.  He told her he figured it out looking in a mirror.  She asked him what he saw in the mirror.  
Know what he answered?” 

 
“The sound of one something or other?” Ed guessed. 
 
I shook my head.  “No.  He said a word in Japanese, then smiled and told her, ‘Illusion.’ ” 
 
Ed sighed.  “Way to heavy for me.” 
 
I laughed again, tears forming.  “Oh, it’s so good!  And he thanked the others in the class for 

teaching him -- Gwen, Dana, even Kevin.” 
 
Ed shook his head.  “And so everything is smooth sailing?” 
 
I managed a short laugh.  “Oh hell no!  Bev said Kevin gave him another nasty look.  But she 

really thinks Ron has come out of his shell.  And Gwen looked solid and happy as well.  You know the 
junior kids both showed up this morning.” 
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He nodded.  “The Program continues to transform lives,” he said with a substantial amount of 
sarcasm. 

 
“And we’ve survived another week of it,” I told him. 
 
He pointed a finger at me.  “Almost!  It ain’t over yet!” 
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Friday Afternoon 

 
Bev 
 
I walked into the cafeteria, got a bowl of soup to supplement what I’d brought from home, and 

joined Joyce and Ellen at a table. 
 
As I sat, Ellen asked, “Did you hear?” 
 
“What?” I responded. 
 
“Your bodhisattva got laid in the girl’s locker room last period,” she told me with a smirk. 
 
I didn’t know whether to laugh or to cry! 
 
“Oh, it’s in the Zen tradition,” she suggested, “Bobo-roshi found enlightenment in a Japanese, 

ah, bubble palace.” 
 
“You’re not helping,” I told her. 
 
They laughed. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
I didn’t get a lot of what went on between Ron and Ms. Foster.  I don’t remember if it was Ron, 

no I think it was Ms. Foster that said it, “acting without hesitation or doubt.”  Yeah, Ms. Foster said it, 
and Ron nodded his head.  Hey, that was me, all week!  Why had I done some of the things I’d done?  I 
don’t know, but they needed to be done, and I did them -- without hesitation or doubt.  Yeah, some 
things I’d walked into -- the thing with Ms. Kelsey, Dana “apologizing,” those girls in the locker room, 
running up the stairs when Mary screamed, the locker room... 

 
But today, walking into the locker room with Ron, I saw them, and I knew...  They looked 

apprehensive, why?  But I walked up to the one who’d ... held me.  I could feel my nipples tightening up 
even more as I approached.  I think her name is Peggy.  I touched her shoulder and whispered, asking 
her  -- if she saw the junior boy, could she and her friends show him some of the pleasure she’d shown 
me?  Let this week end with pleasant memories.  She nodded, then asked me what I needed.  I closed my 
eyes and let it happen... 

 
 
Ron 
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I nudged Gwen; her burger and fries were ready.  She’d spaced out again.  Not surprising; I was 
feeling pretty wiped out, relaxed, wow...  So surprising, watching Gwen step into their arms as we 
walked into the locker room.  The other two turned and looked to me, and I followed, so willingly...  So 
brief, so intense -- then to the pool, swimming and swimming and swimming, working with some kids.  
Then back to the locker room, into their arms in the shower, then back by the lockers, on my back on a 
bench with one of them moving Gwen on top of me while another teased me... 

 
 
Gloria 
 
What the fuck is going on!  I get to the caf for lunch and start hearing about all this shit going 

down in the girl’s locker room with two kids in The Program.  And I get my lunch and look over to 
where Ron usually sits, and he’s there with Gwen, but who’s walking away from their table but Peggy 
and her slut squad!  Ron and Gwen sitting there wearing only a well-laid glow, some of the swim dudes 
almost drooling as Peggy and her sluts walked away from the table. 

 
Ron saw me -- he moved some things, standing, smiling.  He’d saved a place for me, next to 

him! 
 
I put my tray down next to his -- he had a burger, fries, and those green pod things.  I looked at 

him, at Gwen, at him -- I didn’t know whether to be mad, or what. 
 
He took my hand and said something in Japanese. 
 
 
Ron 
 
I held Gloria’s hand, looking at my friends, and said, “Tabemasho,” -- “Let’s eat.”  I offered her 

some edamame. 
 
One of the swim guys finally turned around after watching Peggy walk away.  He gave me a 

weird look and sort of laughed.  Gloria, sitting beside me, made a noise.  Wasn’t a friendly noise. 
 
I turned to her and whispered in her ear.  “I need to hold you.  I need to be held.” 
 
She hugged me, and that felt so good!  In some ways, better than that girl on top of me in the 

locker room.  Not better, different.  I turned and looked at Gwen; I squeezed her hand.  “Thank you,” I 
said softly. 

 
 
Gwen 
 
He said, “Thank you,” and I could tell he meant it. 
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I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling his hand.  Oh, the feelings were still so strong!  Giving 
myself to them again after swimming, being squeezed between two of them in the shower, coming so 
intensely!  Being led out of the showers to the lockers, seeing Ron on his back on a bench, two of them 
stroking his body, seeing him writhe, his cock so hard and so long...  They led me to him, but I held 
back.  My eyes met Ron’s.  We both understood -- not my time.  We both said, “No” at the same time. 

 
I was swept up into warm flesh, and heard Ron moan...  I closed my eyes and let go to them... 
 
 
Gloria 
 
That must have been some trip!  Ron squeezed Gwen’s hand and she spaced out!  Ron sort of 

laughed, and she shook her head and laughed along with him.  Then he turned and looked at me.  God, 
how I wanted him!  Somehow, we were going to spend the night together. 

 
 
Bev 
 
I watched them from a distance.  Watching Peggy and her clique walk away from the table, hips 

swaying -- they looked at us and smiled.  And the eyes that followed them -- eyes and more, boys and 
girls both drooling over them...  I shuddered, just imagining...  But back to Ron, Gwen, Gloria -- Gwen 
looked as determined, yet more relaxed -- satiated?  Peggy leaned over and talked to her, pressing her 
breasts into Gwen’s back, touching her, Gwen’s nipples tightening so quickly, but her eyes closed...  
Giving Ron a squeeze, then the bunch of them walking away, looking for their next conquest.  Gwen, 
Ron, Gloria exchanging glances and words -- Gloria looked hungry still.  Gwen looked determined still.  
Ron?  On another plane?  Or so centered on where he was now?  Or just one very lucky teenage boy? 

 
Yet I’d seen it before; the next few weeks would be critical.  After this enormous opening up, all 

this change, how would they find a new stability? 
 
 
Dana 
 
I watched them during lunch, Ron, Gwen, and the goth chick sitting together with some swim 

dudes sitting on the other side of the table.  What a week! 
 
I watched them talk; I watched them eat.  I didn’t pay much attention to my friends.  They took 

off early and I sat around waiting. 
 
Gwen, Ron, and the goth started to leave.  I followed them.  Ron was in the middle as they 

walked down the hall, Gwen on one side and the goth chick on the other.  What had Ms. Foster said?  
“Without hesitation or doubt?” 

 
I got in front of them; they stopped. 
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“Ron, can I kiss you?” I asked.  My heart was beating so fast! 
 
And he looked to the goth, like he was asking  permission!  She nodded and he stepped closer...  

I closed my eyes... 
 
Kissing him -- what did I expect?  The world didn’t shake.  I didn’t come.  It was an okay kiss, 

kind of soft.  When he hugged me, that was nice, nicer than when we kissed. 
 
But I had a class to go to.  I gave him another quick hug and took off. 
 
 
Joan 
 
Joan was still chuckling when she met her friends in the hallway. 
 
“What happened?” Karen asked. 
 
“Something I didn’t expect to see,” Joan told them. 
 
“Yah, like what?” Beth demanded 
 
“Peggy and her mob doing the two junior kids in the hallway, holding both of them to her bare 

tits while I think it was Meegan sucked him off and Donna held them and frigged her.” 
 
“Did they come?” Karen asked incredulously. 
 
“Sure sounded like it!” Joan giggled.  “You ready to do it?” she asked. 
 
“Should we wait for you?” Beth asked cautiously. 
 
Joan’s expression changed in a flash.  “Don’t fucking bother,” she growled.  “That bitch will find 

something to keep us in class.  Other kids are bitching too -- one almost missed the damn bus 
yesterday.” 

 
“But you told Alice,” Asked Karen. 
 
“Oh yeah -- and she told her dad.  Maybe he can get something done.” 
 
 
Gloria 
 
I got to the door as quick as I could; I didn’t really dry my hair after showering, and I didn’t put 

my panties back on -- with any luck, I wouldn’t need them! 
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Ron walked up, and before he could get to the box with his clothes, I hugged him -- I hugged 
him tight!  “Oh I want you!” I whispered in his ear.  I smelled him; I kissed his neck and ran my hands 
over him.  I looked in his eyes.  “I want to spend the night with you.  Tonight, all night.” 

 
His smile changed; he nodded.  “I want that, too.” 
 
I threw my arms around him and kissed him. 
 
 
Gwen 
 
We made it; the week was over.  I sat on the steps, not even bothering to put on my clothes as I 

watched Ron and Gloria walk away, holding hands. 
 
“Was he worth the effort?” someone asked. 
 
I looked up and saw two Angels standing next to me. 
 
The blonde shook her head.  “You’re here, and he’s headed off.” 
 
I felt the bile rising in my throat.  “Someone had to do it -- you sure as hell didn’t.” 
 
The other one asked, “Would you do it all over again?” 
 
“I would, and I probably will, since you only care about  Seniors -- oh, you’ll probably harass 

anyone.”  I remembered them with Jeremy early in the week.  Hell of a lot of good that did! 
 
They surprised me -- they sat down on the step next to me.  The black-haired one said, “Gwen, 

I’m sorry you feel that way.”  She looked at her friend. 
 
The blonde asked, “Do you know how girls become Angels?” 
 
I curled my lips in a snarl, but couldn’t think of anything nasty enough to say. 
 
The black-haired one pulled something from her purse.  “They become Angels by doing what 

you’ve done.”  She took my hand and dropped a silver charm on a silver chain into it. 
 
I looked at the charm in my hand, then back to them.  They were both smiling. 
 
The blonde said, “I’m Beth, and this is Karen.  Gwen, this was a really hard week.  With Barb 

out sick, there were only three of us.  Tuesday morning Joan was tied up, and most of our classes are on 
the other side of school from where you guys seemed to be...” 

 
Karen said, “And you did so well, not only protecting Ron, but the others as well.” 
 
“I know you’re pissed at us,” Beth said, “But we need your help.” 
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“I was so mad when they asked me,” Karen told me, “that I took a swing at Beth.  Gwen, will 

you help us?  Will you help us look after the rest of the kids?” 
 
“Please?” Beth whispered.  “We need you.” 
 
I looked at the charm in my hand.  My chin started to wobble, and my eyes filled with tears.  I 

looked at them and nodded.  If I don’t do it, who will?  Karen started to cry as well. 
 
We held each other, sitting on the step. 
 
“Let’s get you dressed,” Beth said.  “We need to get you some black turtlenecks.” 
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