Monday morning I couldn't wait for class.

   Friday's class had changed my life.

   I kept thinking about it all weekend long.

   Being a freshman and new to the area, I didn't know many people so I

stayed in the dorm much of the time.  God it felt so good to be nude.  That

climax was so incredible!

   I couldn't get these thoughts out of my mind.

   I masturbated 4 times over the weekend.

   I've always been a very conservative girl.  Never did anything out of

line.  Didn't even have sex until a few months ago.

   Now I felt like a raging nymphomaniac.

   Saturday and Sunday I slept nude.  I've never done that before.

   This morning (Monday) I didn't bother to get dressed until the last

minute.  I walked to the shower nude (our dorm room shares a bathroom with

the room on the other side).  They're all girls and nudity isn't a problem,

but most of the time people at least have a towel around them.  Not me.  I

stood there in my birthday suit brushing my teeth and combing my hair.  It

felt marvelous.

   I walked into class and had my shirt off even before I got to the back

wall.

   Everyone seemed as excited as I did.

   At the same time, everyone was a little nervous because today we would

be choosing our term projects.

   My idea was wild - but I'll come to that later.

   As the bell rang Ms Thompson came walking in (I never have figured out

how she timed that so well).  She carried a big bag full of stuff.  Her

robe came off and she stood before us, nude.

   "Class, today you will present your ideas for your term projects.  I

hope you've put some real thought and imagination into them.  Although I'm

sure you've read them, I want to emphasis a few of the basic ground rules

before we begin."

   "First, this is a science class.  Therefore your project must have some

sort of scientific basis.  You must be examining something or recording the

reaction of others.  Realize that almost everything can be made into some

sort of study.  Your project must have some sort of goal and be reaching

some sort of conclusion."

   "Second, I encourage you to work with and help your classmates. 

However, they cannot be part of your study.  All participants must be

outside of this class."

   "I have talked to the administration, campus security, and the city

police department.  All of them have agreed to support your activities. 

Therefore, you will not be arrested or charged with indecency for anything

you do in connection with this class as long as you are not physically

injuring someone against their will.  You are not limited to the campus. 

I've even had some discussions with the governor.  Nothing settled there,

but if it comes down to it I'll be glad to press the issue further."

   "Any questions?"

   We all sat nervously silent.

   "Jonathon, lets begin with you.  Come to the front of the class and

share your idea with us."

   Jonathon walked to the front of the room.  He was obviously a body

builder and proud of it (with good reason).  Every muscle looked sculpted

and hard.  He was about 5'10 and 190 pounds.  No fat.

   "I've met some nudists and would like to study their lifestyle.  I'd

like to spend some time at a nudist resort and report on how society in

general reacts to the nudist culture."

   "I see," replied Ms Thompson.  "How do intend to do this?"

   "Well, there are a half a dozen nudist resorts within a couple of

hundred miles from here.  I'd like to go to each one and interview the

visitors.  Get to know some of them.  Simply try to learn more about their

culture."

   "Have you ever practiced nudism, Jonathon?"

   "No ma'am."

   "Would you like to?"

   "Well, umm.  That's sort of why I want to do this.  I want to learn

whether I want to become a nudist or not."

   "Do you think spending 4 or 5 weekends nude will be enough to make that

decision?"

   "I don't know ma'am"

   "Do you think that going to a nudist resort is the best way to study how

society in general reacts to the nudist culture?"

   "Yes ma'am.  That's where I'll find people who have lived in that

lifestyle who can tell me the problems they have faced."

   Ms Thompson got a firm look in her eyes.  "Jonathon, go to the back of

the class and bring me your clothes.'

   With a worried look in his eyes Jonathon retrieved his clothes.

   "Overall I approve of your project.  The study of nudism and the view of

our society on that subculture will be fascinating.  However, you have not

taken it far enough.  This is a practical course.  Going to a few nudist

resorts will not get you the information you need.  Living it will."

   "Jonathon, your project is to live life as a nudist for the rest of this

term.  You may wear shoes and basic jewelry, but nothing else until you

have completed the final exam.  You will write a daily journal of your

experiences as well as conduct interviews with several people both on and

off campus.  If the temperature falls below 32 degrees you may wear an

overcoat while outside, but must remove it whenever you come inside. 

Points will be deducted for any situation in which you determine you must

wear clothes.  To many such episodes and you will fail the course.  Any

questions?"

   Jonathon looked shell shocked.  He couldn't say a word.  He had just

gone from wanting to see a few naked people over the weekend to parading

nude for an entire semester!

   Ms.  Thompson handed him a large plastic bag.  "Please remove any

important items before placing your clothes in this bag.  Write your name

on the space provided.  I'll return them to you after the final exam."

   Speechless, Jonathon removed his keys and wallet from his jeans and

placed them in the bag.

   The rest of us squirmed uneasily.  Each of us was wondering what she

would do to our ideas.

   "Maria, come forward and tell us your idea please."

   Maria stepped forward.  She was Hispanic.  A junior.  20 years old.  She

had beautiful brown skin, large breasts with dark nipples.  Her pussy was

hidden in a lush tangle of black hair.  She stood about 5'4" and weighed

about 130.

   "I want to measure men's cocks," she giggled.  "I want to know for sure

what the average size of a man really is!"

   Everyone chuckled.

   "O.K." replied Ms Thompson.  "How do you intend to do this?"

   "I'll ask a bunch of guys that I know....  And maybe some of the guys in

here.  They'll drop their pants and play with themselves until they get

hard.  Then I'll measure them."

   "How many do you think you will measure?"

   "I haven't really thought about that," she replied.  "Probably 30 or

40."

   "Do you think 30 cocks is enough of a sample to determine the normal

size for society?"

   "I think so.  I don't know that many more men."

   "Do you think they men you know accurately reflect the make up of

American men?"

   "Uhhh.  Probably not."

   "Maria, there are approximately 100 days in this semester.  Five men a

day would be a good sample.  I want you to measure and record 500 different

cocks between now and the end of the term.  You will get 100 from each age

bracket: 15 - 25, 26 - 35, 36 - 45, 46 - 55, over 55.  You will record

their name, age, race, cock length when flaccid and when rigid, and cock

girth when rigid.  Note any irregularities as well.  Put this into a

spreadsheet and calculate largest, smallest, and average as well as any

other statistical information you think would be helpful.  Also, it will be

your responsibility to get the men hard, not theirs."

   "Any questions?"

   "What?!!  How am I going to find that many men in that many age groups?"

   "I don't know, Maria.  That's your problem.  You're probably going to

have to go around town and ask people."

   Maria looked just as shocked as Jonathon when she took her seat.

   That's the way every project went.  Someone would go to the front and

present his idea and before he was allowed to sit down the whole thing had

been expanded to much larger proportions than he had intended.

   One girl wanted to wear revealing clothes.  Ms Thompson cut off her

jeans at the crotch, cut her sleeves off her t shirt and cut the bottom to

just below her nipples.

   One girl wanted to analyze the amount of semen from an average

ejaculation.  She was instructed to get 300 condoms full for her study.

   One guy chose to study golden showers.

   Another guy wanted to be trained as a submissive.

   Both a guy and a girl wanted to study the reactions of observers to

"accidental" exposures.  They each had to have 100 "incidents."

   For some reason I was one of the last ones called up.

   "Lisa, please come share your idea with the class."

   Instead of getting nervous as the class went on I had become more and

more excited.

   "I want to push my sexual envelope by doing things I've never thought of

before," I stated.  "Friday was the most amazing day of my life, but I

would never of thought of that on my own."

   "I want to perform various dares in public and record my own reaction

and growth as well as that of those around me.  However, I am not sure

where to get the dares or how often I should perform them."

   I turned to Ms Thompson, confident that she would have no problem

whatsoever telling me where to get the dares or how often to perform them.

   "Excellent, Lisa.  Class, I think we can help her out on this one. 

There are thirty of us and 100 days.  We will each write 11 dares on index

cards for a total of 330 dares and place them in a bag.  You will pull

three out each day to perform.  You may discard up to a total of 30 dares,

but never more than one on a given day.  If you discard one, you must draw

another one to replace it.  You will keep a logbook of each dare and a

journal of you sexual journey.  Any questions?"

   I was tingling with anticipation.  "No ma'am."

   "Class.  Here are some index cards.  Take a moment now and fill out one

dare each.  Lisa will draw from these until Wednesday's class.  I want all

of you to have written 10 more dares for her by Wednesday."

   "Lisa.  You must not read any of these dares before hand.  If a dare

calls for you to do something that you are simply not able to do on that

day but are willing to do at the first available opportunity then you will

do it at that time.  In other words, if you are dared to attend a football

game in the nude and it is Thursday and the next game is Saturday, then

Thursday you will perform the remaining two dares and on Saturday you will

go to the game and still complete Saturday's dares.  Does that make sense?"

   "Yes ma'am." What was I getting myself into, allowing this class

determine my fate for the rest of the semester.

   "Alright class, turn in your dares."

   Everyone handed up their index cards.  Ms Thompson dumped them in a

canvas bag.

   "Lisa, come choose 3 cards for today's dare."

   I was excited and terrified at the same time.

   "I dare you to stay nude until the next class period."

   "I dare you to give blow jobs to the first 5 willing guys you see in the

hall after class!"

   "I dare you to masturbate with a cucumber in the middle of the grocery

store until you climax."

   My God.  What had I done?

   A few people were left after me.  I didn't hear anything they said.  I

was to busy thinking about my dares.

   When the bell rang I sat in my chair, terrified.  I had to complete

three dares today.  First, I was required to stay nude until Wednesday's

class.  Second, I was required to perform 5 blow jobs to the first 5

willing guys I found out in the hall.  Third, I was required to masturbate

with a cucumber in a grocery store until I climaxed.

   My God.  There was no way I could do this!

   I looked around the room.  A lot of people seemed unusually slow in

getting up.  Jonathon had to stay nude for the entire semester.  He looked

a little green around the edges.  Janet's project was to wear extremely

revealing clothes.  She had stood up and was busy trying to pull her t

shirt down far enough to cover her tits (Ms Thompson had cut it off for

her).

   I was terrified.

   Not only did I have to walk out of this classroom totally nude, I had to

give five strangers blow jobs!  Until this class I had only seen one bare

cock and I hadn't even kissed it, much less performed a real blow job.  The

closest I had ever come was when Steve blew his load in my face during the

last class.  What was I going to do?!

   A couple of girls rallied around me to encourage me.  It was evident

that we were all going to be doing some pretty embarrassing and humiliating

things.  We were going to have to help each other if we expected to survive

the class.

   I fought back the tears and asked them to help me find some willing

participants (like that would be very hard - how many college age men would

turn down a free blow job by a nude 18 year old girl?!).

   They agreed and ran out to round up some willing victims.  I took the

time to go to the back of the room and gather my things.  I stuffed my

clothes into my backpack and walked down to the door.

   Jonathon was standing there trying to work up the courage to step out.

We shot each other sympathetic looks, each took a deep breath, and stepped

together into the hallway.

   The hallway erupted into cheers and whistles.  Jonathon sort of ducked

his head and pushed his way through the crowd, disappearing down the hall.

   Susan and Ashley had found five guys and gathered them near the door. 

They looked almost as nervous as I was.

   I smiled uncertainly, took a deep breath and muttered, "Well, here

goes."

   I kneeled in front of the first guy.  He was tall and thin, with blond

hair.  Pulling his shorts down he revealed his hardening cock.  I took it

in my hands and tentatively licked the tip of it.  A bead of pre-cum slid

out of the hole.  I wasn't really sure what to do.  Everyone was silent.  I

continued holding it as it grew, my lips just millimeters from the tip.

   Finally I opened my mouth and slid it over the head.  I swirled my

tongue around it.  Slipped it out again.  Then back in.  It tasted salty.

Yet almost sweet.  I was starting to get into this.  I could hear the crowd

beginning to chant and cheer.  I slid it out and licked up and down.  Slid

it in again.

   He was as hard as a rock.  I began sliding smoothly up and down his

shaft, feeling his head hit the back of my throat.  I felt his hands grab

the back of my head as he became more and more excited.  Before long he was

holding my still while he fucked my mouth.  He kept pushing it deeper and

deeper until I felt like I was going to choke.  I felts his balls hit may

chin and knew that he was entirely in my mouth and throat.  My hands were

gripping his bare ass.  I pulled him even further in, pressing my nose and

lips against his base.  My tongue slid up and down his shaft.  He tensed -

and an explosion of cum erupted into my throat.

   People talk about spitting or swallowing.  I didn't even taste him.  He

was so far back in my mouth that he shot straight into my throat.  All I

could do was swallow.

   We hung like that for a few seconds before he pulled out.  I licked off

the tip and he pulled away, pulling his shorts up.  I looked into his face.

He had an embarrassed grin as he backed away and the next guy stepped up.

   The next guy was much shorter and bulkier.  He made me think of a

wrestler.  His jeans were already open and he was already hard.  The crowd

was still cheering.

   His cock wasn't as long as the first guy's, but it was bigger around.  I

could barely get my mouth around the head.  I licked it up and down and

sucked the tip, tickling his balls with my fingers.  As my mouth got used

to being opened that wide I started sliding further and further down his

shaft.  He stood stock still while I mouth fucked him, sliding my head up

and down, twirling my tongue along his shaft.

   As he tensed and shot his load I pulled back so that his cum landed

right on my tongue.  The crowd was cheering and I was becoming more and

more excited.  My fears and inhibitions were being replaced by an

insatiable lust for more.

   I sucked the last drops of his sweet cum off his cock and turned to

number three.  This guy had to be football player.  He was huge.  And so

was his cock.  He stood there waving it around for the world to see.  It

had to be 10 inches long and as big around as my arm.  I held it in both

hands and tried to get it inside my mouth.  There was no way.  I could

barely cover the head with my lips.

   I licked up and down his shaft and sucked the tip like I was a nursing

baby.  My hands gripped him and slid up and down as I masturbated him.  I

pushed my fist all the way down his shaft against his balls as he tensed

and shot his load.  He pulled back and sprayed me right in the face.

   I swear I thought he would never stop.  A long stream of white semen

kept shooting straight out.  On my nose.  On my eyes.  My chin.  My cheeks.

My tongue.  My throat.  My tits.  By the time he stopped I was covered in

white globs of dripping cum.  I was laughing out loud while the audience

erupted in cheers.

   Number four stepped up.  He was a thin black man with glasses and a row

of pens in his shirt pocket.  He looked like an accountant.  Though his

cock was a good 6 or 7 inches long, it looked small after the last guy.

   I hungrily engulfed it in my mouth.  I deep throated him immediately,

pushing him to the back of my mouth and down my throat.  My tongue moved

wildly.  I think he lasted a minute before tensing up to shoot his load.  I

backed off and opened my mouth while he sprayed my face and tongue.

   Number five stepped up and dropped his shorts around his ankles.  I

grabbed his ass and pulled his cock into my mouth, sucking for all I'm

worth.  My hands reached around and found his crack and asshole.  I'm not

even sure what I was doing or where it came from, but my fingers pressed

against his asshole and slowly slid inside.  He pushed his cock all the way

into my mouth.  There was no where for him to move while I pushed my finger

deeper up his ass.  I slid it out and back in while doing the same with my

mouth.

   It must have been a sight.  I was totally nude, on my knees, covered in

cum, in the middle of the hallway with a crowd of spectators, fucking a

complete stranger with my mouth while finger fucking his ass.  With a load

moan he shot into my mouth.  His cum fired out in a series of hard, hot

streams, coating my throat, mouth and tongue.  As my finger wiggled in his

ass he just kept firing shot after shot, filling my mouth faster than I

could swallow.  Cum overflowed and dribbled down my chin.

   Finally he stopped.  I kept him in my mouth while his cock slowly shrank

down to its normal size.  Slowly I slid my finger out of his ass.  He

looked down at me and smiled.  Pulling up his shorts, he turned to go.

   With the show over, the crowd began to disperse.

   I sank to the floor and leaned against the wall.  Cum dripped off my

chin onto my tits.  Susan and Ashley knelt beside me to make sure I was OK.

   God, I was so horny.  Normally I'm quite shy, but somehow, when I get

really excited all my inhibitions go away.  I was discovering that being

seen by others was a tremendous turn on for me.  My pussy was dripping with

frustrated anticipation.

   I heard the bell ring.  That had taken less than 10 minutes.  And I had

a class to get to!

   One of the rules that Ms Thompson had stated required that we continue

our day as we normally would.  If we missed a class or an appointment

simply because of our project it would count against us.

   I grabbed my shirt from my backpack and wiped the cum off my face and

tits (I wouldn't be wearing it again today anyway).  Stuffing it back in my

bag, I thanked Susan and Ashley for their help and ran upstairs to my

psychology class.

   As I stepped into my psychology class I became intensely aware of my

nudity.  Class was already in session.  This particular room entered from

the front.  I stood in the doorway looking up at a hundred students in

stadium seating looking down at me.

   "Nice of you to join us Miss Armstrong," boomed Dr.  Johnson.

   Dr.  Johnson was a large kind man with short dark hair and a powerful

voice.  I'd only had a couple of classes with him but he had become my

favorite teacher.  He struck me as being strict, yet he had a great sense

of humor.

   "Obviously straight from Ms Thompson's human sexuality class, eh Miss

Armstrong?  From the remains dripping off your chin I'd say your homework

took a little longer than expected."

   I quickly rubbed my chin and came away with a large wad of thick cum.  I

wiped it embarrassingly on my hip (my very nude hip) and went to take my

seat.

   This was the only class I had with assigned seating.  Mine was about 5

rows up, right in the middle.  I had to squeeze past several people to get

to my seat.

   The room was set up like a theater.  The rows went up from the "stage"

at the front.  Long desks spanned from one aisle to another, with chairs

attached to the tables.  The teacher at the front of the class could see

each student easily, but had to look up to do so.  Most classes like this

had vanity boards in front of each desk.  This room did not.  Girls in

skirts had to be particularly careful not to flash the professor. 

Evidently nude girls were not expected at all when they designed the room.

My shaved and dripping pussy was less than 25 feet from Dr Johnson and

right at eye level.

   Dr Johnson had already returned to his lecture as I found my seat.  The

first time he looked up and saw me he almost choked.  My tits were still

hard from my unfulfilled arousal, my pussy was sparkling with moisture, my

legs were open slightly - it must have been quite a view.

   He recovered nicely, yet his eyes kept wondering over to where I sat. 

Knowing the effect I was having on him just increased my arousal.  I

slipped my hand down and slid it along my pussy.  Dr Johnson started

coughing.

   The girl beside me looked at me and frowned - sort of gave me the evil

eye.

   I realized I was far to aroused to continue this.  If I touched myself

much more I was going to cum right there.  I gritted my teeth and started

taking notes.

   Class seemed to last forever.  I started coming down off my sexual high

and began feeling the eyes of the class staring at my body.  I wanted to

hide, but knew that I couldn't.  I had to stay nude until Wednesday

morning! I started thinking about what I had to do between now and then.

   Suddenly I felt a rock in the pit of my stomach.  Gymnastics practice

was this afternoon!  I'd been in gymnastics all my life and, though never

Olympic quality, I was quite good.  I had received a full gymnastics

scholarship to come to this school.  There was no way I could miss it. 

This was just the second practice.

   After class I gathered my things together and went immediately to my

room.  This was my last class for the day and practice didn't start until

3:00.  I hurried across campus, ignoring the stares and whistles.

   I was afraid that if I masturbated and released all the pent up sexual

energy within me that I would never be able to finish the rest of the day.

Instead, I laid down and fell asleep.

   My alarm went off at 2:30.  It took me a moment to remember what was

happening.  I lay nude on my bed and in half an hour I had to be across

campus for my gymnastics practice.

   The sexual energy that had been building was stronger than ever.  I was

so horny.  More than anything I wanted to reach down and rub myself until I

came.  At the same time, the thought of going across campus nude was

incredibly stimulating.  The only thing giving me strength was my pent up

sexual energy.

   I got up and fixed a small sandwich since I hadn't eaten lunch.

   The gym was clear across campus.  Normally I rode my bike.  I reached

for my gym bag and then realized I wouldn't need it.  I headed down to the

lobby and my bike.

   Girls stopped and whispered to themselves as I walked down the hall. 

It's not like it was terribly unusual to see a nude girl in the hall.  But

it was evident that everyone knew what had happened earlier and word was

out that I had to stay nude until Wednesday.  No one believed I could do

it.

   I got outside and pulled my bike off the rack.  September is still

summer here.  It was pretty and hot.  I thought a moment about sunburn and

made a note to buy myself to by some sun block.  No time now though.

   I straddled the bike and set off.  God this felt good!.  The breeze was

waking up my nipples, causing them to stand at attention.  My seat quickly

worked its way between my pussy lips and was rubbing right into my

clitoris. Every bump and dip sent shivers up my body.

   People seemed to be everywhere.  And everyone was looking right at me. I

knew I should have felt ashamed.  Should have felt embarrassed.  Instead it

was exhilarating.  I loved it.  I had never felt this way before.  Traffic

literally was stopping for me.  How could I get this turned on by being

exposed to strangers?

   I pulled up to the gym, locked my bike, and went inside.  My pussy felt

engorged.  A stream of pussy juice was rolling down my thigh.

   Gymnastics practice was just beginning.  It's coed, so both guys and

girls turned to stare as I joined them.  Coach Perrin grinned.

   "Welcome, Lisa.  I see you're in Human Sexuality as well.  Saw Jonathon

working out earlier.  Quite a home work assignment."

   I laughed.  It was much easier knowing that I didn't have to explain

myself to him.

   Coach Perrin was about 35 and built just like a male gymnast should be.

He was slim and muscular with broad shoulders and narrow hips.  Dark brown

hair and green eyes.  A perfect 10.  I thought he was sexy in normal times.

Today I almost came just looking at him!

   He led us through various stretching exercises.  Gymnastics doesn't

leave a lot of room for modesty.  You're always spreading your legs and

lifting yourself up into unusual positions.  Others are always grabbing you

in delicate places as your learn new techniques and maneuvers.  But with a

leotard on I always felt covered and secure.

   Today everything was on display.  Coach Perrin had us do a bridge.  This

is where you raise yourself up backwards on your hands and feet, arching

your back as high as possible.  My tits were stretched up and my shaved

pussy was raised and wide open.  With my head upside down I looked up and

noticed that the whole gym had stopped to watch me.

   After our stretching he moved me to the balance beam.  This meant that

for an entire hour I was on display four feet off the ground.  I spun and

twisted, flipped and turned.  All the while Coach Perrin gave me special

attention.  We spent a lot of time practicing a maneuver where I come down

from a hand stand, grip the beam with my arms, arch my back and lower my

feet over my head.  My tits are pressed into the beam and my pussy is wide

open for viewing.

   My God I was turned on!

   Practice lasted two hours.  By the time we were done I had practically

forgotten that I was nude.  I felt great.  I was covered in a thin sheen of

sweat and, more than anything, wanted to rip Coach Perrin's shorts off and

impale myself on what I was sure must be a huge cock.

   Somehow I restrained myself and headed out the door.  In the entrance to

the gym I met Susan, Ashley and Steve.  They asked me how I was doing and I

sort of unloaded on them, telling them how incredible I felt.

   "When are you going to the supermarket," Steve asked.

   "I was going to go late tonight," I replied.  "But I'm not sure I can

wait that long.  I feel like I'm about to explode."

   "Why not go now?" Ashley asked.  "We'll take you."

   "But it's 5:30.  That's the busiest time of day!" I protested.

   "Yeah," said Susan enthusiastically.  "You said you loved people

watching you.  What more could you ask for?"

   "No.  No!  I couldn't."

   "Sure you can!" said Steve.  "Come on."

   He grabbed my hand and led me off to his car, flanked my Susan and

Ashley.  I protested.  But not much.

   As I climbed into the back seat I couldn't believe I was doing this.  I

was about to stick a cucumber in my pussy in a grocery store during the

evening rush!

   Since Steve's car had tinted windows I leaned back and relaxed.  Ashley,

who'd gotten in the back seat with me began rubbing my pussy gently.

   "Can't have you getting to relaxed now, can we?" she purred.

   By the time we got to the supermarket I was on the verge of cumming.

   We had to park at the far end of the parking lot.

   Up until now I had always been on campus.  Nude girls roaming around was

unusual to say the least, but kids did weird things on campus.  Now I was

in town.  And no one knew what we were doing.

   "Mom!  That lady's naked!" A young boy screamed.

   Everyone turned and stared.  It all came rushing to me.  I was naked! 

In a parking lot of a supermarket!  With boys and girls and teenagers and

moms and dads and grandparents and teachers and businessmen and men and

women and and and everyone staring at me!  Staring at my bare tits and my

shaved pussy.  My God!  What am I doing?!  I froze.

   "You can do this," whispered Steve.  "You have to do this!"

   With the three of them around me I walked through the parking lot and

into the supermarket.  The cold air of the air conditioning swam around my

nude body.

   This was so different from campus.  These were real people.  Real people

staring at me.

   I felt like a robot, just walking blindly ahead to the produce section.

   No one really tried to stop me.  A couple of people grabbed their

children and herded them away.  Some completely ignored me, as though they

saw a nude coed in the supermarket every day.

   Most stared and followed, some looking for the camera that must be

hidden somewhere.

   I picked up a cucumber that was about 8 inches long and looked smooth

and clean.  It felt cold even though it hadn't been refrigerated.

   I turned around and faced the crowd.  Spreading my legs I rubbed the

cucumber through my pussy lips.

   "Ma Gad!  She's gonna fuck a cucumber!" someone bellowed from the back

of the crowd.

   In front of me stood a group of 4 young teenage boys.  their cocks

already tenting their shorts.

   As I slid the cucumber inside me all my fears and inhibitions evaporated

again.  I had held myself on the edge all day.  Now my pussy was full.  I

pushed the cucumber all the way in, twisted it, then pulled it out again.

   I sank to the floor, spreading my legs wider, pushing and pulling. 

Then, to get a better view and because I was still warm from gymnastics, I

wrapped my legs behind my shoulders, spreading myself even wider.

   I pushed it all the way inside and then rubbed my clit with two fingers.

The boys in front of me couldn't keep their hands off their shorts.  Just

as a saw a wet spot blossom on one boys crotch, I climaxed.  It was like

fireworks went off between my legs.  The cucumber was filling my pussy

completely.  My fingers were flying over my clit and lips.  I screamed

loudly, arched backwards, brought my legs down and held myself tightly.

   I felt like it would never end as wave after wave of pleasure washed

over me.  My body shivered and shook as I rolled on the cold floor.

   I will never forget the look that greeted me when I calmed down enough

to look around.  There must have been thirty people of all ages standing

around me, their mouths hanging open, a look of utter disbelief in their

eyes.

   "I want one of those!" piped up a young woman in the middle of the

crowd. Everyone laughed - but no one moved.

   I slid the cucumber out of my dripping pussy.  Ashley and Susan helped

me stand up.  Without saying a word, I handed the cucumber to the 4

teenagers and walked through the crowd and out the door.

   That night I lay in bed, still nude, marveling at what I had done today.

I'd been exposed to literally hundreds of people.  I'd had oral sex with

five strangers.  I'd practiced gymnastics in the nude.  I'd masturbated in

public with a fucking cucumber!

   I felt embarrassed.  How could I do that?  I felt empowered!  How did I

do that?!  I was ashamed.  I was proud.  I was afraid of what I might be

required to do tomorrow.  Yet I couldn't wait to find out.

   Ch 6 - Day 2 of dares

   I awoke to the sound of the phone ringing.  I rolled over, half asleep,

and grabbed it before it woke anyone else up.

   "Hello," I muttered.

   "Hello, Lisa?  I hope I didn't wake you.  This is Coach Perrin."

   "Coach Perrin?  No.  No.  I was just about to get up.  What time is it

anyway?"

   "6:45.  I had to catch you before you left.  I've got a project for

you."

   What now?  Coach Perrin was my gymnastics coach.  He seemed to take

special delight in the fact that I was nude at yesterday's practice.

   "O.K.  What do you need, Coach?" I asked apprehensively.

   "The gymnastics team takes turns teaching the junior high gymnastics

class at Lincoln Junior High.  Bob was going to do it today, but he just

called me.  Said he was sick.  I checked the schedule and you're the only

one without a first period class.  I need you to be at their gym by 8:00."

   "Coach, I can't!" I wailed.

   "Why not?" he demanded, a note of irritation in his voice.

   "Well, I can't.  It's my Human Sexuality project.  I have to stay nude

until tomorrow's class!"

   "Lisa, as I understand it, that class's requirements were not to

interfere with any other responsibilities.  Is that correct?" he demanded.

   "Yes.  But I can't go to a junior high class in the nude!"

   "Lisa, I've already spoken to the principal there.  He's a graduate of

Southeastern and fully backs the initiative this school is taking to become

the primary university in the nation dealing with all aspects of human

sexuality.  He has no problem with you coaching the students in the nude.

Now is there any other reason that you cannot be there this morning?"

   "No sir," I answered meekly.  "What do I need to do?

   "It's a mixed class consisting of a dozen boys and girls in 7th, 8th,

and 9th grades.  Most of them have been in gymnastics for several years and

are well trained in the basics.  You will be responsible for demonstrating

and leading them in their floor exercises.  The class starts at 8:00. 

Please report to the principal's office a few minutes early."

   "Yes sir," I replied.

   "Thank you, Lisa.  I'll see you at practice this afternoon."

   He hung up.

   I lay there, stunned.

   It was 6:50.  In one hour I had to be at a junior high - nude!  I had no

car, so I would have to ride my bike - nude!  And I had to teach gymnastics

to a group of boys and girls - nude!

   I wanted to cry.  There was no way I could do this!  But I was

determined not to quit.

   I sat up and reached over for the bag with the dares in it.  May as well

get all the bad news at once.  I pulled out three cards.

   "Stop shaving your pussy.  (The class could see that my pussy was shaved

when they wrote the dares).  When you have sufficient growth, go to the

Main Street Barber, strip, and have the owner shave your pussy.  You must

do this on a Saturday afternoon."

   Well, at least I didn't have to do that dare today.

   "Go down to the Fine Arts Theater - at the corner of HWY 57 and 12th St.

Buy some Ben Wa balls.  While at the counter, insert them in your pussy and

leave them there all day.  The theater is open 24 hours."

   "You must pee outside all day long.  You must have at least two

observers each time."

   It was almost 7:00.  I had one hour to get to the theater, buy those Ben

Wa balls (whatever they were), and get to the school.

   I jumped out of bed and into the shower.  It took a remarkably short

time to get ready.  Wash my hair, comb it out, put it in a tight pony tail,

slip on my sneakers and I was dressed for the day!

   Mindy, my roommate, was laying in bed watching.  She thought the whole

thing was hilarious.  I had not met her until we got to school last week.

She had heard rumors about the human sexuality class before she came and

thought I was insane for signing up for it.

   She was a lot more experienced sexually than I was (I think - hard to

tell how much was just talk and how much was true).  She seemed to get a

kick out of finding out what I had to do.

   I looked in the mirror before heading out.  A fresh face with bright

green eyes looked back at me, my dark pony tail swinging behind my back. 

My breasts were small, each about the size of a peach.  The nipples were

already standing tall.  My narrow hips looked more like a boy's than a

girl's, except for the shaved pussy in the middle.  Looking in the mirror I

realized that I could easily be mistaken for a student in the class rather

than the coach!

   7:15!  I had to run!

   I've discovered that when I'm in a rush it's much easier to ignore the

whistles and stares.

   I grabbed my purse, flung it over my shoulder, and ran out the door and

downstairs to my bike.  A couple of other girls were getting their bikes

out too.  They started asking me what I had to do today (I seemed to be the

talk of the dorm).  I quickly told them I was late and couldn't talk,

mounted my bike, and took off.

   I knew right where I was headed.  The Fine Arts Adult Theater wasn't far

away.  It was strategically located near one of the main entrances to the

campus.  They obviously knew who their main clientele was.  My mother had

gone on one of her rampages when she saw it.  She would be horrified to

know that I was headed there.  Of course, she'd be even more horrified to

learn that I was riding my bike nude through the streets of town!

   As I rode I began to realize that I had not peed since I got up.  My

bladder felt like it was about to burst.  I knew I had to pee outside, and

a wicked thought crossed my mind.

   I pulled up to the store and swung my leg off the bike.  A man coming

out of the door got a clear flash of my wide open pussy and dropped his

videos all over the sidewalk.  Instead of picking them up he just stood and

stared at me.

   I looked around and saw another man getting out of his car, a look of

shock on his face.  Smiling at him, I squatted beside my bike and released

a strong stream of urine.  I must of peed for 30 or 45 seconds, a large

puddle forming beneath me.

   A small trickle ran down my leg as I stood up and walked inside,

followed by my two observers.

   I had never expected it to be busy at 7:30 in the morning.  There must

have been 15 to 20 men looking around.  It took less than a second for

every one of them to know that a nude girl had just walked in.

   The man at the counter grinned and walked over to me.

   "Morning ma'am.  I need to see your ID please."

   "What?  Oh.  Of course," I replied.  I'd never been in an adult store

before.  There were rows and rows of videos in front of me.  Along one wall

was a whole rack of magazines and books.  In the back was a doorway with a

sign over it declaring video rooms for rent.

   I showed the man my ID.  He looked at it and chuckled.

   "Alright Lisa.  How can I help you?"

   I stammered for a moment.  I had become intensely aware of my nudity.  A

dozen men had gathered around me.  I was surprised at how polite they were.

No one was touching me or even coming very close to me.  They simply stood

and stared.

   "I...  I...  um, need some Ben Wa balls," I muttered.

   "Alright." he replied.  "Those'll be right over here."

   He led the way to the other side of the counter.  The group of men

parted as I followed.

   In front of me was a collection of dildos, vibrators and other things

that I could only imagine the purpose of.  It seemed like hundreds of

different sized toys for both men and women.

   The man plopped 3 different packages on the counter.  Each bag held 3

round metal balls and were marked small, medium, and large.  The large were

almost the size of a tennis ball.  I' don't know how anyone could have

gotten them in their pussy.  The medium looked like silver ping pong balls,

slightly smaller.  The small was about the size of a large marble.

   I pointed at the medium and he rang it up.  $19.95.

   He started to put them in a sack.

   "That's not necessary," I said.

   My hands were shaking as I tore open the bag and held the balls in my

hand.  They were perfectly smooth and felt cold as I rolled them in my

hand.

   The men stared in disbelief as I squatted, opened my legs, and slid each

one in my pussy.  I stood up and a wave of pleasure flowed through me.

   I had to really concentrated to hold my pussy closed as I walked out the

door.  Everyone followed me outside.

   I stopped at my bike, trying to figure out how I was going to get on it

without the balls falling out.  Holding my bike in one hand I held my pussy

in the other as I threw my leg over the seat.  Now I wish I had a more

feminine bike.  Mine was a unisex all terrain bike with a bar down the

middle like a boy's bike.

   Glancing at my watch I realized I only had 10 minutes to get to the

school.  I started off, still holding my pussy until I could press it

against the seat.

   I don't know how I made it to the school.  I seemed to be in a sexual

haze the whole way.  I've never felt anything so incredible before.

   The three balls in my pussy filled me completely.  The motion of my legs

peddling forced the balls to roll around constantly inside me.  The seat of

the bike split my pussy lips and rubbed right up against my clit.  I was

afraid the balls would slide out so I pressed myself as hard as I could on

the bike.  Everything I rode over seemed to transfer directly to my pussy.

I felt like I was being fucked in the middle of town while riding my bike!

   I felt a climax building as I turned into the parking lot of the school.

I came to a screeching stop at the bike rack, put both feet on the ground

and pushed my pussy as hard as I could on the seat.  One hand went

immediately to my clit.  As soon as I touched it I began to moan and then

scream as a tidal wave of pleasure swept over me.

   Finally I settle down and opened my eyes.

   Have you ever seen a junior high five minutes before the bell is going

to ring?  Twelve, thirteen, and fourteen year old kids were all over the

place!  And every one of them was looking at me!  They each saw a young

nude woman, sweat running down her breasts, her pussy pressed against the

seat of her bike, her finger pushed against her clit, her thighs wet with

cum.

   The whole world seemed to have come to a screeching halt.

   I was so embarrassed.  I couldn't believe what had just happened.  I'd

masturbated - climaxed - in the middle of a junior high school yard.

   No one had moved.

   I wanted so much to leave.  I wanted to turn and ride out of there as

fast as I possible could.

   But I knew I couldn't.  I had no idea what Coach Perrin would do if I

left.  I might lose my entire scholarship.

   I had no idea what Ms Thompson would do, either.  It would certainly

count against me if I refused to do it.

   Besides, a tiny part of me tingled at the thought of what had just

happened.  I actually enjoyed being "forced" to do something that I would

never do on my own.

   Sheepishly I tucked my head and rolled off my bike.  I felt the balls

start to slide out and quickly pushed them back in.

   My hand was still shoving them in my pussy when a man spoke up behind

me.

   "You must be Lisa"

   I jumped and twirled around.  A tall, heavyset man with a goatee and his

dark hair pulled into a short pony tail was standing behind me.

   "Bill Wright.  I'm the Principal." He put out his hand.

   Without thinking, I reached out and shook it.  Horrified, I realized

that my fingers were dripping with cum.

   He grinned.  "Coach Perrin told me about your Human Sexuality class.  I

didn't realize you were going to be giving live demonstrations."

   I didn't know what to do, so I just stood there like an idiot.  Like a

very naked idiot.

   "Come with me, Lisa.  I'll show you to the gym."

   He led me in the front door and down the hall.  There was still a couple

of minutes before the bell and the hall was full of kids.  A wave of

silence seemed to roll down the hall ahead of us as the kids became aware

of our approach.  You'd think they had never seen a nude girl walking down

the middle of their hallway before!

   The gym held a little more privacy.  At least it wasn't filled with

kids. The gymnastics training room was off of the larger basket ball court.

Mr.  Wright led me in.

   There was nothing special about the room.  All the basic equipment was

there: a large floor mat, rings, balance beams, bars etc.

   "The kids will be here in a few minutes.  Here's the class roll.  How

you lead them or what you have them do is basically up to you.  Class is

over at 9:20, but you need to release them by 9:05 so they can have time to

shower and dress."

   "One point, Lisa.  We've been emphasizing hygiene and the necessity of

showering after class.  Even so, some of kids are embarrassed and try to

skip it.  You need to go into each locker room and personally supervise

that each child takes a shower."

   "Any questions?"

   "I have to go in the boys' locker room and watch them shower?"

   "I'm afraid so.  We can't have them going to class right after a work

out.  My office is at the end of the hall if you need me."

   The kids all came in as he walked out the door.  They couldn't believe

that they had a nude teacher!

   I'd worked as a part time trainer in my gym at home, so I was

comfortable leading a class.  Of course, I'd never led one in the nude.

   It's weird.  There are times when I almost forgot I was nude.  Times

when I was truly in the moment and really didn't care what I was or was not

wearing.

   There are other times when I am acutely aware of my nudity.  When I feel

like everyone's eyes are on me.  When that happens I become embarrassed and

want nothing more than to run and hide somewhere.  Of course, most of the

time when I feel that way I'm in a situation where running and hiding is

absolutely impossible.

   This was one of those times.  As those seven girls and five boys stood

there looking at me I became acutely aware of my nudity.  I wanted to run.

I wanted to hide.  I simply wanted to cover up.

   Instead, I reached for the clipboard with the class roster.  As I

stepped forward I felt it happening but couldn't react in time.

   One of the silver balls in my pussy slid out.  I clenched my legs and

stopped the other two from falling but the first one hit the mat, bounced

once and rolled to the foot of one of the boys!  He bent down and picked it

up.

   "Uh.  You dropped this."

   "Sorry.  Thanks," I muttered.  Not knowing what to do I simply opened my

legs and slid it back inside.  They all stared incredulously at me.  A

small tingle began to creep into my pussy again.

   I called role and looked at the class.  There were seven girls, 2 7th

graders, 2 8th graders, and 3 ninth graders.  They each wore leotards, some

surprisingly provocative.  Three of them wore two piece leotards, cut high

in the thigh.  Another had a thin pink one piece that was almost sheer. 

None of them wore anything underneath.

   The guys were all dressed in shorts and t shirts.  The shorts were all

the same, but were also quite short and thin, not unusual for gymnastics.

All 5 of them had prominent bulges tenting their shorts.

   "Well, let's stretch," I said, and motioned for everyone to sit in a

circle, legs in front and spread.

   As the leader, I joined them.  With my legs spread wide open my pussy

was visible to all of them except the two on either side.

   I led them in several different stretching exercises, then stood up

while continuing to issue commands.  I had each one form a bridge.  That's

where you lay on you back, put your hands palm down beside you head and

push yourself up, arching your back high above the ground.  Looking around

I saw five hard cocks pushing against the guys' shorts.  Several of the

girls had wet spots on their leotards.

   I finally decided it was time to get to work.  When I work out I work

out hard; when I lead a class I see that they work out hard as well.  From

the way they were acting, I pushed them harder than they were used to. 

When the buzzer went off reminding me to send them in to the showers, those

poor kids were worn out.  Sweat was trickling off their faces.

   "Alright guys.  Time to hit the showers," I announced.  "The principal

demanded that I verify that each one of you takes a shower.  Therefore, do

not get out of the shower until I come in there.  That goes for the guys

too!  Understand?"

   "You're going to come watch us shower?!" one guy yelled.

   "Absolutely!  So get in there and get naked.  I'll be in there after

I've made sure all the girls have gotten in."

   Both groups went running in to the locker rooms.  I casually followed

the girls into theirs.  The balls in my pussy wiggled provocatively.

   As soon as I walked in the girls practically assaulted me with

questions.

   "Do you really stay nude all the time?"

   "What are those things in your pussy?"

   "Do they feel good?"

   "Why is your pussy bald?"

   "Do you go outside like that?"

   "Is everyone at your college nude?"

   "Shut up everyone and let her answer," one girl yelled.

   They all quieted down.

   "All right girls.  Get undressed and get in the shower and I'll answer

all your questions."

   They quickly peeled off their leotards and jumped in the shower, a large

room with a dozen shower heads.

   I'd never really looked at girls this age before.  They were all 12 to

14 years old - and quite beautiful.  Each one had the slim athletic body of

a gymnast.  Their breasts were just beginning to bud, their pussies just

beginning to grow hair.  As they soaped up they once again began shouting

out questions.

   "Slow down," I yelled.  "I don't have much time, so you can each ask one

question."

   "Are you nude all the time?"

   "No.  Just yesterday, today, and tomorrow.  It's for a sex ed class."

   "God I'm glad our sex ed class doesn't make us go nude!" replied one

girl.

   Another girl piped up, "I don't know.  I think it'd be fun!"

   Everyone giggled.

   "What are those silver balls in your pussy?"

   "Their called Ben Wa balls.  I have to keep them there all day.'

   "Do they hurt?"

   "No.  They feel great.  But sometimes it's a little hard to keep them

inside."

   "Is everyone at the college nude?"

   "No.  Just me and one other guy.  But everyone has different projects to

do."

   "What's your project?"

   "I've got to complete 3 dares every day.  I never know what they are

until that day."

   "What else do you have to do today?"

   "Well.  I carry these balls all day.  I have to have my pussy shaved in

a couple of days at the barbershop and I have to pee outside with at least

2 witnesses."

   Everyone giggled again.

   I suddenly remembered the boys.

   "I've got to go, girls.  It's been nice working with you.  Keep up the

good work and I'll see you again later."

   I turned and walked out and in to the boys' locker room.

   The guys were all in the shower, waiting for me.  They were each

standing under a shower head letting the warm water flow over their nude

bodies.  They had obviously already finished washing up.  The guys were

gorgeous.  Like the girls, they were slim and athletic.  Their bodies were

just beginning to develop real muscle, moving away from the skin and bones

that young boys have.  As they saw me their young cocks rose to greet me.

They turned away, embarrassed.

   "It's OK guys.  I've seen hard cocks before," I proclaimed, trying to

act casual.

   The truth is, seeing these naked boys was incredibly exciting.  I leaned

casually against the wall until they had all turned around again.  Now, I'm

not an expert on male anatomy.  Until this week my experience was extremely

limited.  Nevertheless, I was surprised at how large these young cocks

were. Hard, they were almost, though not quite, as large as a grown man.

   With an effort I tore my eyes away.

   "Well boys, we had all better get to class.  It's been a pleasure

teaching you.  I hope to see you again soon!" I grinned and walked out.

   The bell rang as I walked out of the gym and in to the hall.  Kids

poured out of the classrooms like water from a dam.  And once again, as

soon as they saw me they stopped and stared, frozen in place.

   The crowd magically opened before me as I walked forward.  No one dared

get close enough to touch me, but everyone stared.  Hundreds of young eyes

were glued to my body as I walked down that long hall.  The fullness of my

pussy sent tingles up and down my spine.  I kept thinking of those nude

athletes in the locker room.

   I walked outside and climbed on my bike, careful to keep the balls from

sliding out.

   I headed towards school.  I had a 10:00 class.  I had plenty of time to

get to the dorm, grab my books, and walk to class.  I peddled slowly,

enjoying the pressure of the balls rolling in my soaking pussy.  Feeling

the seat push against my sensitive clit.  I actually enjoyed the look of

shock and surprise of those I passed.  I had never realized how much of an

exhibitionist I was.  My embarrassment seemed to have left completely,

replaced by pure sexual energy.

   I felt my climax slowly building.  As I pulled into the dorm parking lot

it filled my body.  Just a gentle shuddering.  Calm and relaxing.

   I sighed deeply and rolled off my bike.

   I went upstairs, got my books, and then strolled to class.  Word had

gotten out about the class.  Everyone still looked, but the shock was gone.

I was surprised at the reactions I was receiving.  Some people just ignored

me.  Others stared in open curiosity, simply not able to comprehend how

someone could willingly walk in public completely nude.  Pure lust shone in

the eyes of some.  That excited me.

   Disgust and shame shone in the eyes of others, their faces contorted

with what I can only describe as hatred.  I realized that these individuals

had already judged me and found me guilty of - it didn't matter what.  For

them I was evil. Fortunately I didn't feel that from many.

   I saw Jonathon across the commons from me and waved.  He was relaxing at

a table in the sun, totally nude.  He, too, seemed to have gotten used to

being naked.  He'd better.  He had to stay that way all semester.  I headed

towards him and saw Janet coming from the opposite direction.

   Janet's project was to record the reactions of society to her extremely

revealing wardrobe.  That sounds so scientific.  Basically, she had to wear

really revealing clothes all semester and write about her experiences.

   Today she wore a bandana for a top (like on Survivor).  It was folded

into a triangle hanging down over her breasts.  Whenever she bent over or

moved you could see her tits.  She wore a slightly larger bandana around

her waist, tied on one side.  It hid absolutely nothing.

   The three of us met at Jonathon's table.  We were quite a site.  A nude

man and a nude woman next to a may as well be nude woman.

   I heard a click and turned to see a kid taking pictures.  I started to

get upset, then realized it was inevitable and relaxed.

   We stood there and talked for a few minutes before class was to start.

It was nice to talk to some people who had gone through similar trials.

   As we talked I realized I really needed to pee.  I told the two about

that part of my dare and asked them to watch.  Janet then reminded me that

since they were in the class they were disqualified.

   With that she turned and yelled as loud as she could, "Hey everybody! 

Lisa needs to pee.  Come watch!!"

   I was horrified as everyone within hearing distance turned to see.

   "Just trying to help," Janet grinned.  "That was my dare!"

   I wasn't sure what to do, but I did need to pee.  And I did have my

audience.

   I squatted right where I was and tried to relax.  That's hard to do when

you're the center of attention.

   After 10 seconds that felt like hours I finally felt myself release.  A

hard stream of urine flowed out of me.  I looked up just as the kid with

the camera knelt in front of me and took my picture.  Since there was

nothing I could do I just squatted there, holding the balls in my pussy as

a pool of pee grew behind me.

   After such a busy morning the rest of the day was rather uneventful.  I

remained nude all day.  I kept the BenWa balls inside me.  Quite honestly,

by the end of the day they had stopped being erotic at all.  Instead they

became quite uncomfortable.  As the excitement began to wear off my pussy

began to get dry.  I was sore for several days afterwards.

   Of course, I had to go to gymnastics.  That was actually pretty fun.  I

found that there is a sense of freedom exercising in the nude.  I loved it.

And I loved the attention I received from Coach Perrin and some of the

others.  There's no way I could compete in the nude (the judges would hold

it against me), but I wonder if I could arrange to practice nude all the

time?

   I slid the balls out of my pussy just before crawling into bed, still

nude.  I had been nude in public since Monday morning.  Tomorrow after

class I would be able to dress again.

   I wonder what my dares will be tomorrow?

