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The See-Through Outfit






It was one of those lazy Sundays and Robert
was in his study, reading. I had finished the weeding in our little
garden, and I spent a long time in the shower, drawing circles with
the water droplets on the tile and wondering what I could find to
do with myself for the day. Sometimes I liked it when he left me
alone to my own devices, but today was not one of those days and I
was bored.

When I had toweled off, I didn't get dressed.
I needed his attention, and it had been days since we had last
played and since he had last let me call him sir.

On quiet feet, I moved down the hall towards
the closed door of the study. A soft baroque concerto was audible
through the crack under the door. Without a word, I pushed inside
the room. He was sitting, intent upon the leather bound book in his
hands.

He did not look up at the sound of the door,
so I walked forward and sank to the ground in front of him, sitting
primly on my ankles, my body nude, gleaming, and expectant before
him. I watched him patiently, knowing that he would not make me
wait long.

After a moment, he looked over the top of his
book, taking in my position and expression in a glance.

"Jen," he said, by way of acknowledgement.
"You finished outside, I take it."

"Yes, sir," I said.

An amused smile came to his face. He placed a
ribbon in the book and allowed it to fall shut in his lap as he
regarded me. "The tools are put away?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you're looking for something."

"I want to make you happy, sir. May I
pleasure you?" It was an offer he rarely refused, and my one
guaranteed way to secure his attentions for the near future.

The amused smile widened on his face and he
sighed an almost indulgent sort of sigh as he placed the book on
the bookshelf beside him. "Bring me a drink."

"Yes, sir." I backed onto my feet and went to
the kitchen, fixing his whiskey sour precisely the way he liked
it.

I brought it back into the study and held it
out to him. He took the glass, and as I turned to resume my place
on the floor he reached out and gathered me back into his lap,
enfolding me in his arms.

In surprise and gratitude, I snuggled against
his broad chest, burying my face in his collar and breathing in his
rich exotic smell. The soft fabric of his shirt felt incredibly
smooth against the skin of my bare breast as I held myself against
him.

Holding me to him, he took a sip from the
glass and then set his face in my hair, kissing me and resting his
cheek against my head.

"You're good to come to me," he said softly.
"Sometimes I get distracted and forget what a good girl you are.
I'm glad that you don't let me forget."

"Thank you, sir," I said, trembling
pleasurably as he caressed the outside of my thigh with a gentle,
strong-fingered hand.

"What kind of man can get lost in his work
when he shares his home with such a delightful and eager woman?
Such a beautiful, delicate thing?"

I stiffened in surprise and then in
excitement as I felt his free hand roaming down over the curve of
my thigh and then rising back up between my legs. His index finger
probed briefly between my lips and then rose to tickle at my clit.
I wriggled wordlessly against him in pleasure.

"I think today is a good day for a little
adventure, don't you think?" he said softly, continuing to tickle
at that sensitive spot.

"Yes - yes, sir," I said haltingly, my breath
weak and my words distracted as his almost casual touch released a
wave of pleasure into my abdomen.

"Well I have a fun little idea." He took
another sip from the drink I had brought him. His finger continued
its potent dance against me and my body continued to respond.
"Would you like to take a trip?"

"What kind of trip, sir?"

"We're going to go buy you a new toy," he
said, "as a reward for making me happy. And then we are going to
have a little fun on the way back."

"Thank you, sir," I said, catching my breath
as the pleasure of his touch began to compound and build deep
within me.

"You deserve it," he said. "And to show your
appreciation, you are going to indulge in one of my little games.
That sounds fair, doesn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, my voice sounding
high-pitched. I was writhing weakly in his arms now, feeling the
release of orgasm now firmly on its way.

"Good," he said, and with a deft little
tickle he released me over the precipice. I clutched at myself and
rocked back against him, a moan escaping my lips as the intense
pleasure of climax consumed me. After a moment, it had faded into a
warm glow and I lay weakly against his shoulder as he stroked my
hair.

"Now go put some clothes on," he said. "I
need to call for a cab."

"A cab?" I asked.

"We're going to be catching a bus on our way
back," he said, prodding me off his lap. "Now go get ready."

Perplexed, I left the room and went to get
dressed as instructed.

He was waiting for me when I had pulled my
things together, and there was a mischievous little gleam in his
eye that made me shiver in eager anticipation. He always had an air
about him that something exciting was about to happen, and when he
began making promises of fun and gifts and surprises, it was hard
to contain myself.

"All set?" he asked me.

"Very set, sir," I said.

He slipped an arm around my waist and led me
outside into the waiting taxi. It was a short ride, and he
entertained himself along the way by tickling at my thigh, trying
to evoke giggles which I tried to suppress.

After ten minutes, we pulled up outside of an
unmarked storefront with tinted windows. Again with his customary
hand half on my waist and half on my ass he guided me inside and up
a staircase. At the top of the staircase, the second floor opened
up into an expansive sex shop. The air was potent with incense and
rows of vibrators, dildos, and other strange objects whose use I
could only guess at stretched off towards the rear of the building.
I walked slightly in front of him, my mouth open. Each item on the
shelf looked more thrilling and incredible than the last.

"Can I help you find something?" A
dark-haired woman asked, stepping out in front of us with a
clipboard pressed to her hip.

"I'm looking for something out of the
ordinary," he said. "The single piece out of this entire store, if
money were not an object, that you would recommend."

She considered him a moment and then glanced
at me. "Does she have any particular preferences?"

"She's very sensitive," he said. "I don't
want anything too powerful or she'll only find it unpleasant."

"Alright," the sales woman said, casting
another glance at me. "I'll show you what I have." It seemed like
there was a challenge in her words directed at me, but I couldn't
quite place it. I nestled back against Robert's comforting arm, and
watched as she turned and walked back several shelves. I started to
follow her, but when Robert did not move I stopped and stood with
him, watching her. She was jealous, it occurred to me. A pleasant
little shiver ran through me, and I wound a possessive arm around
Robert's forearm.

"Here," she said, bringing a package forward.
"This is the Rosewood Rabbit. I was comped a demo, and it's the
most cherished thing I own." She held out the device, indicating
its two lopsided prongs and a dial along the side. "The intensity
is entirely user controlled, so she can limit it to whatever she
can handle."

Robert caught the unkind tone in her voice
and the saleswoman quailed as his face darkened.

"I only mean it's completely adjustable.
Whatever she wants, she gets."

"Let her hold it," he instructed.

The woman opened the box and offered it to
me, still with eyes only for him. I took it and hefted it in my
free hand, even as I clutched him all the more possessively. It was
heavier than it looked, and the tips were supple but firm to the
touch. I prodded them gently and then slid the dial. I started as
it jumped to life in my hands with a quiet purring sound. Blushing
slightly, I turned it off.

"Do you like it?" he asked me.

I looked up at him and nodded. "Thank you,
sir."

"Ring it up for us, would you please?" he
asked of the woman.

I blanched slightly when I heard the price,
but he did not seem surprised or bothered by it.

"You're a very lucky girl," the woman said as
she handed the wrapped package over the cashier's desk.

"She's going to make it up to me in just a
few minutes," he told her smiling.

As we passed back down the stairs, my
curiosity was becoming almost unbearable.

"Where now?" I asked.

"Just across the street here. We're going to
buy you some new clothes."

"More gifts?" I asked, surprised.

"In a manner of speaking."

When we entered the sprawling department
store, he pointed me towards the back. "Go into the changing rooms
and get undressed. I'll be in as soon as I've found what I'm
looking for."

I followed his finger and began to make my
way towards the back, glancing over my shoulder to see what he
might have in mind. When I turned around, however, he was already
gone off somewhere that I couldn't see.

I was beginning to get a little nervous about
what might be in store. I found an empty changing stall and sat on
the little bench, fidgeting with the hem of my sweater and watching
for his feet under the frame.

After a minute, I had calmed down enough to
start undressing. I was beginning to get a sense of what he had in
mind. The thought made me tense up in delicious anticipation.
Nervous I certainly was, but today was definitely not going to be
boring. All that remained was to see just what he picked out to
pass me underneath the stall door.

"Jen?" I heard his voice call out softly.

"Here, sir," I said through the crack.

"Pass me out your clothes, please."

I squirmed as conflicting emotions of dismay
and excitement fought within me. He didn't want to give me any
choice. He didn't want me to see what he had picked out for me
until I had already committed and until I couldn't say no.

Reluctantly, I folded my skirt and blouse and
passed them under the door.

"Panties and bra, too, Jen," he insisted.

A knee-jerk objection caught in my throat and
I stared helplessly at myself in the little changing room mirror. I
didn't know if I was ready for this, and yet ... I trusted him. It
was so much easier to just be his, do what he wanted and lose
myself in the aftermath, good and bad, without any of the
responsibility. It felt so good, being his, that it almost didn't
matter. What happened happened.

"Yes, sir," I said, not trying to hide the
quaver in my voice. In the end, I always did as he asked, but I
wanted him to know that this prospect frightened me more than a
little.

I stepped out of my panties and unclasped my
bra, trying to imagine myself in the comfort of our home and not in
the back of an unfamiliar department store with nothing to cover
myself.

"Thank you," he said as he took the precious
garments from my proffered hand. There was a rustling, and then a
little bundle replaced them under the door frame.

I picked it up and waited for more. Perhaps
it just looked small. I unrolled the cloth and spread it on the
bench. My heart sank. What I had at first taken for one garment was
in fact two. The tank top was simple, unadorned, and very thin.
When I rolled the cloth in my hand, I could see my fingers on the
other side. Folded inside the top was a skirt. The fabric was a bit
thicker, but it was so short that it did not stretch more than
halfway from my wrist to my elbow. I looked at them in dismay, and
turned back to the door.

"Isn't there more, sir?"

"No more," he said. "Now hurry up and put
them on. We have a bus to catch and we still need to check
out."

I pulled the top on first. It really was as
see-through as I had feared. I didn't have particularly large
breasts, but even I couldn't look at myself in the mirror without
staring at them, so what on earth were other people going to do? It
seemed like nothing I did could get it to hang in a normal way. It
insisted on clinging to me in all the most embarrassing places.

At least the skirt wasn't see-through, for
the most part. If I stood with my legs apart, you could see where
the light shined through, but that was all. On the other hand, it
was short enough that sitting without crossing my legs was out of
the question, and bending over would be, well, even more out of the
question – out of the question ten times over. I turned halfway
around and tried to convince myself that having a bit of ass
showing even when standing wouldn't be something people would
notice.

"Alright," I said. "I'm coming out."

I took a deep breath, unlocked the door of
the stall, and stepped out to face the world.

Robert was waiting, leaning against the door
jamb into the changing area with his arms crossed. When he caught
sight of me, his face broke into a wide smile.

"Would you look at you," he said in obvious
delight. "God, it's going to be hard to keep my hands off you for
the trip home. Give me a twirl."

I was already blushing. My arms kept
migrating up to cover myself, but I knew he wouldn't like that and
I did my best to keep them at my sides. Slowly I turned around for
him, profoundly self-conscious.

"This is even better than what I first had in
mind," he said. "Come on. Let's pay for them and get out of
here."

As we moved up through the store, the height
of the clothing racks provided precious shelter from the other
shoppers, but I knew their safety would be short-lived.

The gentle pressure of Robert's hand guided
me to the left. Deeply uncomfortable but not surprised in the
least, I looked up to see he was prodding me towards the only male
clerk, a handsome man with short-cropped hair maybe about my age or
a year or two younger.

He caught sight of me as we approached, and
his eyes popped out of their sockets in amazement. It was only an
instant before he closed his mouth and dropped his eyes to his
register, but several times I caught him sneaking sidelong glances
in my direction as we approached. I didn't blame him in the
slightest.

"We'll take what she has on," Robert says,
prodding me up against the counter. "She'll be wearing them
out."

"Sure, I can do that," he said, nodding a
little wild-eyed. He fumbled with the barcode wand as he tried
unsuccessfully to look away from my breasts effectively bared
before him.

"He'll need to access the tags." Robert said
to me. "They're right there on the stomach. Bend over for him,
would you, Jen?"

I looked at him in chagrin, but he just gave
me that infuriating smile of his. 'I know you're enjoying this,
even if you can't admit it,' his smile said. With a delicious
clenching in my abdomen, I knew that he was partly right.

Blushing furiously now, I pressed against the
counter and leaned forward. The cashier was blushing too. There was
a cute sort of modest embarrassment on his face as he reached out
and fished for the tag against my stomach. By breasts were hanging
forward and his eyes kept getting sucked into my cleavage and then
dropping down apologetically. His wrist brushed once over my nipple
and with another delicious little clench, I felt it stiffen
slightly in response. I thought I saw him noticing that, too.

After the longest five seconds of my life,
the wand beeped and he pulled his hands back, apologizing silently
for having touched my body which it was painfully clear he wanted
to touch.

"The skirt tag is here at the hem," Robert
chimed in, his tone innocent and helpful.

I closed my eyes in mortification that left
me more aroused than I was comfortable admitting. I stood up on
tiptoes and tried to hold the tag up. The cashier reached out with
the wand, but even with it stretched out to the full length of its
cord, he couldn't reach the tag.

Reluctantly, I pushed the tag towards him
slightly, raising the hem of the skirt unavoidably in the process.
The back was tight against my ass, or at least as much of my ass as
it covered, as I held out the tag to him again. Again it didn't
reach. I couldn't look at Robert. I knew he must be beside himself
with how this was all playing out. All I could do was breathe and
pull the skirt up just an inch higher, and then another. I tried to
convince myself that the store was empty behind me, and that no one
was looking at the girl in the front who was now practically naked
from the waist down. I could feel myself becoming wet, even as
another part of me strained desperately to hear the beep of the
barcode wand.

Finally, it came, and I backed away and
pulled the skirt down with a flaming face. Robert gave my ass cheek
a playful little pinch before I could hide it again, and then
stepped forward to pay.

By the time we were out on the sidewalk, I
had managed to calm down. Compared to that invasive little
procedure, how could a public bus ride be that bad?

"Are you warm enough?" Robert asked as we
passed down the mercifully empty sidewalk towards the bus stop.

"I'm alright, sir," I said, though I nestled
in under his arm. It was not cold, but it was not particularly
balmy either.

"I thought that clerk was kind of cute,
didn't you?" he asked mildly.

"I - yes, sir," I admitted.

"I almost felt sorry for him. He had no idea
what to do with himself. You must find it quite flattering."

"That wasn't my first reaction, sir," I said,
with just a little impertinence.

He laughed and held me against him. "Oh, Jen.
You enjoy this as much as I do. Don't think I can't tell." And to
prove his point in the most inappropriate way, he reached down and
gave my lips a little rub. He barely had to push the front of the
skirt up to have access to me.

"Sir!" I protested, clenching my thighs
together and looking around to be sure we were still alone.

He held up a finger glistening with moisture.
Blushing anew, I tried not to acknowledge it, but he pressed it to
my lips. I looked at him with eyes reproachful but obedient, and
then licked it clean.

"I don't know what I love more about you," he
said. "The fact that you get turned on by being embarrassed, or the
fact that you're embarrassed about being turned on."

And though uncomfortable and conflicted as I
was, the fact that what I was feeling made him happy and was what
he wanted from me was enough to make everything alright. What did
it matter that people could see me, every part of me, if that was
what he wanted? Making him happy felt too good for me to care about
anything else. I burrowed myself more closely against him and
waited for the bus in a mindset surprisingly close to serenity.

That instant of clarity was precious but
short, and it was already starting to ebb before the city bus
rounded the corner into view three blocks from us. By now it was
just after lunchtime on a Sunday afternoon, and it looked about
half full as it stopped in front of us.

I waited outside, sheltered from the view of
the passengers by the corner of the door, as Robert bought our
fares.

"Come on," he said, offering his hand to help
me up the step.

I took a deep breath, took the hand, and
stepped on board.

It seemed that I could physically feel the
atmosphere in the bus shift as I stepped into view. The careful
detachment that prevails on public transportation shimmered and
wavered as fifteen pairs of eyes snapped to the fully featured,
fully displayed woman that had just presented herself before them.
Men's and women's mouths dropped alike, the women with derision,
even scorn, and the men embarrassed but awed at their good fortune.
I was trying to make myself as small as possible behind Robert as
he led me down the aisle, but there were really more things to
cover than I had hands.

The bus was separated into two general
seating areas with standing room in between them. Again, knowing
Robert, it did not surprise me in the least that he led us to the
front row of that back section and sat down, giving me the seat by
the aisle where there was nothing in front of me to hide behind. I
would remain fully visible to everyone on the bus for the duration
of the ride. He never let anything to be easy.

He ushered me into the seat and looked
sternly at the arm I had self-consciously clasped across my front.
"You know I don't like when you do that," he said softly.

"Yes, sir," I said squeamishly, shaking
slightly as I brought the arm down to my side.

Unsatisfied, he gestured at my legs, which
were crossed more tightly than I had ever crossed them in my
life.

"Please, sir," I whimpered desperately.

He considered me: quivering, scarlet, and
mortified under the unrelenting scrutiny of the passengers
surrounding us. My eyes were very big, and it felt like my fate lay
balancing within his amused gaze.

"Alright," he said. "You've been good so far.
We'll leave it at that for now."

I did not need to thank him aloud. My
gratitude was plain on my face, and anyways he seemed to know what
I was thinking and feeling even at my most reserved and subtle.
Words were usually superfluous with him.

I lowered my eyes to the floor and tried to
maintain my composure despite the sensation of a dozen pairs of
eyes which never fully stared at me, but were never completely
oblivious to me either. That almost made it worse. The fact that
they were too polite to stare made my virtual nakedness seem all
the more humiliating and inappropriate by comparison.

Each time the bus passed over a patch of
rough pavement or pothole, everything that was in view bounced and
jiggled, and everyone that was very pointedly not watching me tried
not to watch me all the harder. In spite of Robert's instructions,
my arms kept migrating of their own accord up in an attempt to
cover my chest. Each time, it felt as though I were moving them
through molasses as I forced them back to my sides.

"Do you know what my favorite part of these
little games are?" Robert asked me.

"What, sir?" I asked in a quiet, sort of
helpless little voice.

"How horny you always are when we get
home."

"I am not!" I protested. Why did he keep
bringing this up? It was as though he always sensed the most
unwelcome time to say things like that. It was infuriating that he
knew me so well, and that he knew that the only thing that could
make my situation more humiliating was to be reminded that I did,
in some inexplicable and uncontrollable way, like it. Some part of
me wanted to be right here in this exact position, with everything
my clothes were supposed to hide revealed to a bus load of
strangers.

"Stop doing that," he said.

I let out a shaking breath and forced my arms
to my sides.

"If I see you do that again, I'm going to
punish you."

God, the P word. My insides clenched in
arousal and need. How I needed to good disciplining right now, for
letting myself be seen by all these people and enjoying it.

"Yes, sir," I said in a way that I knew told
him exactly how I felt about his threat.

The bus made several stops, wide-eyed people
disembarked and new strangers boarded. I did my best to ignore
their double-takes and momentarily undisguised amazement.

Just another couple miles, I told myself. I
can make it.

And I believed it, too. I believed it right
up until the third to last stop. It was the rec center stop, and I
could see a decent crowd visible waiting under the bus sign. My
eyes were glued to the floor as they began boarding, but after
several seconds I glanced up and my heart froze.

They looked like some sort of rec league
basketball team, somewhere in their early to mid twenties. They
were all very fit, and sweaty, and their muscular arms and chests
gleamed in the gaps of their tank tops. As one by one they caught
sight of me, their rowdy banter lulled into a few whispers, one of
which elicited sniggers from the rest. I felt the heat rising in my
cheeks, and I knew my mouth was open as I looked on in a strange
mixture of attraction and chagrin, not able to look away. The
titillation of the afternoon had so primed me that their sudden
appearance only a few feet away seemed a cruel joke that I was not
equal to handling in my current state.

Worse, Robert noticed me staring.

"Nice to look at, aren't they?" he mused in
that voice that seemed to flirt on the edge of what might be
overheard.

I took a deep breath. "Yes, sir."

"Turn towards me for a moment, would
you?"

Uncomprehending, I turned to look at him.

"Stay still."

My breath caught in my chest and I tensed in
panic as his hands came out and brushed playfully at my nipples.
But I was well trained, and I did not try to stop him. I simply
watched him in horror and tried to contain a moan as he tickled at
my sensitive nipples and as they began to stiffen under his playful
touch.

"I just want to be sure that your admiration
will be reciprocated," he was saying softly. "You want to make an
impression, don't you?"

After only a few seconds they were standing
up prominently through the fabric of the garment. I could do
nothing but wait, helpless, as he manipulated my body into its
ripest and most conspicuous state.

In another moment, his desired affect was
achieved and he gave me a final playful pinch before sitting back
to watch.

Stiffly, I turned to face forward again. The
friction of against the cloth of my top released a new wave of
wetness between my legs. Perhaps worse than the visual effect of
his toying with me was a new, aching neediness in the nipples he
had left stiff, aroused, and unsatisfied. My fingers itched to
continue what he had started, even as my conscious thoughts
resented the desire.

Looking up, I happened to catch the eye of
one of the young men. He stopped. It was clear that he had not been
meaning to look at me, just as I had not been meaning to look at
him, but now here we were. I couldn't look away. I could only look
at him helplessly as he stared at my body. He had very blue eyes,
widened and amazed, and his face seemed honest and handsome. Like
the rest of them, he seemed to ooze a natural masculinity from his
recent exertion.

And there was another way in which he was
clearly a man. Without meaning to notice it, I could see a physical
effect my body was having on his own. A bulge was growing in his
gym shorts. At first I thought it was just the tightness of the
shorts, but it continued to grow until there was no mistaking the
state of his cock lurking beneath the thin fabric.

I was panting slightly, transfixed. He seemed
oblivious to the way his own arousal was rapidly becoming as
physically obvious as my own, and then more so. But in his case, it
seemed I was the only one paying attention.

With a crash, the bus hit a particularly deep
pothole. Distracted as I had been, I was pitched sideways and my
limbs flailed about for balance. I righted myself, my legs splayed.
Instinctively, I snapped my legs back together, putting a hand to
hold down the hem of the skirt and another rising to my chest as my
breasts bounced humiliatingly.

My eyes locked themselves on the floor, and I
could not bear to raise them. I did not want to know if anyone had
seen. I needed to pretend that no one had, whether it was true or
not. I was frozen, hunched over and covering myself.

"Jen," I heard Robert say.

I groaned, and lowered my hands to my sides
and fought to sit upright.

"I told you not to do that again," he
said.

"Yes, sir, I know."

"I said I would punish you if you did."

"Yes, sir."

"Get up."

"Get up?" I asked in incomprehension.

"Yes."

"Here?"

"Yes."

"But I -"

"Now, Jen."

His tone was firm. I had never been able to
disobey him when he spoke that way to me. I took a shuddering
breath and raised myself from the chair. As one, the passengers in
the bus turned to look at me.

"Over my knee."

"But sir -"

"Now."

Utterly humiliated, I lowered myself onto his
legs. I tried to forget the strangers staring at me. I tried to
forget that what they were staring at, that the skirt no longer
covered me and that I was not wearing any panties. I screwed my
eyes shut and tried not to think about any of it, even as all the
things I wasn't thinking about were making me so aroused that I
began to worry another bump in the road would push me over the edge
to orgasm.

When his hand came down, it did exactly that.
The moans of need and desire that I had been so long suppressing
escaped my lips and I curled in on myself, inadvertently presenting
my display all the more prominently to the on looking passengers.
Intense pleasure and release flooded through me as his hand came
down again and then again. I was moaning and writhing, oblivious to
the surroundings. The only things I knew or felt were the
alternating waves of ecstasy and discomfort as he spanked my orgasm
out of me. When it was over, I lay gasping and flushed over his
lap.

The spanking continued, but gentle now. The
afterglow of the orgasm faded and the sting of the spanking rose to
replace it. I could do nothing but lie limply across his legs and
wait for it to be over. At last, it stopped altogether and I felt
his hands on my hips, helping me up.

"This is our stop," he murmured.

I stood up, straightening my top and pulling
down the skirt as best I could. Looking at nowhere but the floor, I
let him lead me out, down the steps, and along the block to our
home.

Once inside, I buried myself in his arms,
overcome by the intensity of the experience.

"You don't know how incredible a feeling it
is," he told me. "All of those men staring at you, wanting you. And
yet I'm the only one who has you. I'm the only one who gets to
touch you." And to emphasize his point, he ran a hand down my
heaving chest, evoking a quiver and moan from me as easily as if
his finger rested upon a switch. "You can't imagine how beautiful
you are to me right now," he was murmuring.

He seemed concerned that I had been too
distracted on the bus to enjoy the orgasm. I hadn't been, but I
didn't stop him as he gave me two more.

That night, content and exhausted in every
way, I laid the outfit carefully in a drawer for use on another
day.









Self-Control






The sky was beautiful just after sunset as we
were dining on the patio at the Bella del Rossi on the Via Prima in
Naples. We were on vacation, and I was basking in the blissful glow
of a woman well-pampered.

"Try the antipasti," Robert suggested. "You
can't just drink wine until the main course."

I set my glass down, embarrassed. "I've just
never tasted wine this good before."

"Now you understand why I called to request
it." He picked up a small slice of meat from the plate between us
and held it up to my lips. "One day you will realize I'm always
right."

I accepted the piece into my mouth and
chewed. It was, of course, delicious. I closed my eyes, savoring
the taste, and when I opened them I raised them shyly to meet his
own. "You know I believe it already, sir" I said in a low
voice.

It had the desired effect. His handsome face
flickered into an expression of profound temptation. His eyes were
alight and his nostrils flared. Then his control returned and his
smile was once again one of amusement. "Then I suppose I won't hear
any complaints tomorrow at the Galleria Rodolpho."

I sighed and made a face at him before
turning away and looking out over the street. "One of your stuffy
museums?"

My eyes passed over a small cluster of men
chatting idly near the entrance to the music hall across the
street. I did something of a double take as I noticed that they
seemed to all share something in common. They were all strikingly -
almost impossibly - attractive.

"'Stuffy museum' is not how most would
describe one of the great art collections of the western world,"
Robert chided.

"They - what?" I asked, turning away from my
distraction and trying to remember what we had been talking
about.

"Wouldn't you be embarrassed to fly four
thousand miles to a city with such an incredible cultural heritage
and spend all of your time lying around at a spa?"

I pretended to consider the question. "Nope.
I'm on vacation." The wine was beginning to make me bold, and it
was it was fun and more than a little thrilling to provoke him
first with submissiveness and then insolence.

Almost involuntarily, I glanced back across
the street. The first group had gone inside, but another two
clusters had formed. These new men were as improbably good looking
as the first.

"Why do I find these rare moments of snark so
irresistible," I heard him say, "Even when you're expressing such
infuriating opinions?"

I looked back at him, shaking my head
slightly. I chided myself quietly for not listening. I knew that on
this wonderful day, on such a wonderful vacation when he was being
so good to me, I was being rude. On the other hand, the sight of
the crowd across the street was putting some very interesting ideas
in my head. "Because, it makes you want to punish me, sir."

"Perhaps that's it," he said mildly,
refilling our glasses from the bottle. "Lord knows it makes me want
to do something, when I am having dinner with a woman that cannot
look at me as we have a conversation."

I blushed and hid my face in the wine glass,
partly embarrassed by my rudeness and partly embarrassed that he
might guess the source of my distraction.

But of course he didn’t need to guess. As
always, he read me with ease.

"Pretty, aren't they?" he mused, following
the line of my gaze. "And all of them together like that. I suppose
I shouldn't expect you to be able to hold a conversation when there
is all that to look at."

I looked back at him, embarrassed but
reproachful. "You make me sound like some kind of
nymphomaniac."

He laughed. "I'd never say it as criticism,
Jen. It's one of your most endearing qualities, but at times you do
lack a little self-control."

"That's not true," I protested.

"No?"

I blushed. "You only see one side of me."

With an amused look at my reddened face,
Robert turned in his chair and waved the Maitre d' to our table.
"Tell me," he said as the man drew abreast, "what is going on
across the street?"

The man glanced over the parapet. "A fashion
show, Mr. Leblanc. They are underwear models."

"Really?" Robert said with doubled interest.
"A male fashion show?"

"Yes, sir. I believe it runs from ten
o'clock. May I have anything brought for the table?"

"No, thank you."

The maitre d' bobbed and departed. Robert
turned his glinting eyes back on me and his expression had taken on
the slightly mischievous caste I had come to know so well. It
always meant trouble when I caught that look in his eye. It was the
fun kind of trouble, but trouble all the same.

"What is it?" I asked apprehensively.

"A thought," he replied in an offhand tone.
"Just a little thought as to what we might do with this opportunity
so generously presented to us."

"Opportunity?"

"Well, we are going to attend, aren't
we?"

I looked at him, surprised though I should
not have been.

"Of course we will," he confirmed, as if I
had objected. "You are on vacation, as you say. When I see you with
a longing look in your eyes, I can't help but want to get you what
you want."

"That's not all," I accused him, knowing him
too well.

He laughed. "No, it isn't."

"Then what?" He was starting to make me
nervous.

He fished in his pocket and produced a long
and narrow object in a plastic case. "An interesting souvenir I
found in the shops today," he said, holding it out for my
inspection.

"A digital thermometer?" I asked in
confusion.

"A little experiment," he said. "A challenge
for you. A fun one."

"I don't understand."

"It's programmable," he explained, twisting
it so that I could see several buttons at the end opposite the
metal sensor. "I can set it to beep at preset temperatures, and
it's sensitive to hundredths of a degree."

"So?"

"So, that means it can be used to measure
blood flow."

"I don't - " And then I understood what he
was saying, and I realized the thought that had put that wicked
smile on his handsome face.

I blushed furiously and crossed my legs under
the table. The notion was so ... demeaning. But that was his
favorite game, of course: putting my head and my body in conflict
and confusion.

"So you want to put it ..." I said in
trepidation.

"That's right."

I took a gulp of wine. It warmed my stomach
and dulled my hesitations to the point that my desire to make
Robert happy could overcome them. I could tell from the look on his
face that he wanted this - wanted me to say yes. How could I say
anything else when he looked at me that way?

"This is what we're going to do," he said.
"When I found this in the shop, I decided to do a bit of reading,
and I think I found some numbers we can put to good use. We'll set
five thresholds. Each time you pass one of those thresholds, it'll
beep. If you can stay at level 3 or lower, you don't have to come
to the gallery with me tomorrow."

I swirled the wine in the glass. The idea was
starting to grow on me. "You don't think I can do it, yeah?"

"Of course I do," he said. "That's what makes
it fun. If I thought you couldn't win, then I'd just be taking
advantage of you, wouldn't I?" He said it with a grin on his face
that made it me doubt he believed what he was saying. The look was
infectious, and I found myself grinning back at him and wanting to
rise to the challenge.

"Men think women are always as horny as they
are. I've got more self-control in my pinky," I said, waggling the
finger at him.

"Really?" He said, delighted. "Then maybe we
should make it more interesting."

"Make it as interesting as you want," I
boasted, made courageous by the wine and by his obvious pleasure at
my confidence. "I'm not losing this one."

"Alright. Then each time the thermometer
beeps, you take off a piece of clothing."

"I - what?"

"Well why not? You said this would be
easy."

I didn't know how to respond. He obviously
wanted me to say yes, but ... taking my clothes off? Why couldn't
the stakes be just a little bit lower? But of course I knew the
answer, and if I had to be honest, in the very deepest parts of me,
I found it a little exciting. Terrifying, yes, but exciting.

"It's not too late to back out," he offered,
knowing that it would only strengthen my resolve.

I was being manipulated, but I didn't really
mind. In the end, if I made him happy then everything would be
alright. He could manipulate me if he wanted to. That was
understood in our relationship. If he wanted to toy with me, that
was his right. In many ways it was the basis of our relationship,
our own little twist on things that kept it all interesting and a
little bit illicit.

"No," I said. "I'll do it."

His smile widened and he reached across the
table, drew me in by the chin, and kissed me. "How did I ever have
fun before I met you?"

"You didn't," I said, kissing him back. "But
it's alright now, because I'm not going anywhere."

His smile at that answer was like the sun
coming up, and I was smiling, too. It felt so good to know I made
him happy. It felt better than anything I had ever experienced
before meeting him. It made anything and everything alright, as
though all the negative, judgmental people in the world didn't
matter anything at all, because he was the only one that knew
anything and he was the only one that mattered or would ever
matter.

The rest of the dinner passed me by in a
distracted blur. The exquisite food was being wasted on me, as all
I could think about was what was about to happen and about the men
across the street, chatting in their handsome little clusters. Once
I had food in my stomach the tipsiness in which I had agreed to the
plan began to fade. Shapes and people around me returned to their
normal clarity and the reality of what was about to happen shifted
into clearer focus in the same way. Did I really think this
through? I began asking myself, and why on earth am I so turned on
by it?

It was like my body was going to be stolen
away from me - like my conscious intentions were being taken out of
the equation. There would be a direct link between what my body
experienced and wanted and what the world knew about what I was
experiencing, or at least what Robert knew, and he could feel like
the world sometimes. It was invasive in a way I had never
contemplated before.

"Well, I suppose we should start making our
way down if you're not going to eat anything."

I flinched and looked up from my distracted
musings. He had finished his meal and was sitting back, watching me
calmly. He seemed pleased that his little plan was already having
such an effect on me.

"I - alright."

He motioned for the bill and made note of the
time. "Another twenty minutes or so," he said. "We'll need to find
somewhere to get you ready."

After paying he guided me downstairs through
the lobby and into a handicapped bathroom off the entrance hall. He
locked the door behind us and turned on me with relish.

"Bend over," he instructed, pointing towards
the bar by the toilet.

I blushed and stiffened, embarrassed and
turned on by his insistence on doing it himself. It was just
another side of the same coin, I reflected. He was exercising his
ownership of my body, and far be it from me to object.

"I have to be sure it's positioned correctly
or it won't measure what it's supposed to," he said as though
reading my thoughts.

I blushed deeper, placed a weak hand on the
railing and bent forward slightly.

He stepped against me and with firm hands on
my side and my shoulder he bent me over further and further until
my ass was stuck way out and my face was resting against my
outstretched arm. I jerked slightly as I felt his hand go under my
skirt, pushing it up to my waist and then pulling my panties to the
side. The sense that my body was not entirely my own
intensified.

"Hey," I breathed as I felt his fingers tease
at the lips of my now exposed pussy. The contact didn't stop and I
bit my lip, trying to make the sensation go away. "You're -
cheating," I accused him.

Something cold and metallic came into the
picture, sliding up and into me, probing for a resting place.
Within a couple seconds, it let out a chirping sound.

"Oh dear," he said from behind me. "Jen, I
think you might be in trouble."

"Take it out," I said. "That wasn't
fair."

"Alright," he said, almost apologetically. "I
didn't think it would affect you quite so much."

He pulled it out and waved it in the air to
reset the sensor.

"It's just you," I said, feeling vulnerable
and a little defensive. "It's only you that affects me so
strongly."

He laughed. "That's very flattering, Jen, but
I don't entirely believe you."

There was more beeping as he reprogrammed the
device, and I closed my eyes, concentrating on calm nothingness. In
this place of retreat there was no embarrassment, there was no
ownership, and there were no watching eyes. Just don't think about
it, I told myself.

All this time I was bent over in a public
bathroom, my panties pushed aside and my scarlet face hidden
against my arm.

"Alright, have you gotten yourself under
control?"

"I think so," I said, a little reproachfully.
"But I'm still starting off at a disadvantage."

"Of course. You didn't think I wanted you to
win this little challenge, did you?"

I didn't say anything to that. I just
redoubled my concentration, trying to forget where I was. It was
like that game where you try to avoid thinking about an elephant
and suddenly it's the only thing you can think about.

I felt him reinsert the thermometer and I
held my breath. Nothing happened. He pulled my panties back into
position and smoothed my skirt down.

"Alright?" he asked.

I stood up, shifting experimentally. When I
moved I could definitely feel it poking and pressing into me. At
any other time I would have found it pleasurable, but right now it
worried me more than a little to feel how much it was already
affecting me.

"Alright," I confirmed, straightening my
clothes and glancing in the mirror. My face was flushed and several
locks of hair had strayed down across my temples and cheek. I
brushed them back and breathed deeply. Try to preserve just a
little dignity, I told myself. What does it say about you if you
can't control yourself at least a little bit?

Robert gave my ass a playful little pinch as
he ushered me back out of the bathroom and closed the door behind
us.

Once out and passing through the well-dressed
patrons of Naples' most expensive restaurant and hotel, the
absurdity and inappropriateness of what was happening hit me all
the more forcefully. At every moment I felt the little sensor
pressing into me, first in one sensitive spot and then another,
back and forth as my hips moved with each step. Whether I was
smiling politely to a passing couple or thanking the footman for
holding the door, at all times the larger part of my brain was
preoccupied with the secret clenched inside of me, and I couldn't
shake the feeling that they all knew it, too.

The evening air had taken on a new crispness
in the few short minutes since we had left the patio. I watched my
feet carrying me across the pavement and tried to remind myself
that to the strangers passing us on the street I looked exactly the
same as I had an hour ago: just another perfectly respectable
American tourist going about her business.

"Watch where you're walking," Robert chided
me.

I looked up and stopped in my tracks, staring
into the face of the most attractive man I had ever seen. His skin
was a dark olive and his hair black and cut short. He wore jeans
and a thin t-shirt tight enough to testify to his exquisite
physique, muscular and lean and defined.

"Cosa vuoi?" he said, retreating a step as I
almost ran into him.

"Oh, I'm terribly sorry," I said stumbling
back. I was on the verge of falling, but Robert's hand came out and
caught me by the elbow and held me upright.

"Non si preoccupi," he said, shrugging and
turning back.

His friend, slightly taller but no less
stunning, eyed me with slightly perplexed amusement but did not say
anything. I flushed and dropped my eyes. As I began to circle
around them towards the door, I felt as well as heard a low beeping
coming up from between my legs. I froze in mortification, glancing
involuntarily back at Robert who was unable to stifle a small laugh
of surprised delight.

The two men turned, looking first at me and
then Robert, nonplussed.

"Lei è un ammiratore del suo lavoro,
signore," Robert explained.

The two men nodded politely, and I hurried
around them towards the entrance, my flaming face fixed
downwards.

"Well, you are impatient to get things
underway, aren't you?" Robert noted as he opened one of the glass
doors for me. "At this rate we won't even make it to our
seats."

"What did you say to them?" I demanded in a
mortified whisper as soon as we had passed through the door.

"I told them you admired their work," he said
mildly.

I groaned and pressed my face into his chest,
trying to distract myself with his comforting touch and trying to
emulate his easy self-confidence that seemed completely incapable
of embarrassment. It was the humiliation that always got me. I
could win the challenge if it were just a question of looking at a
parade of attractive men, and Robert knew it. But he also knew that
if he could involve me, put me in this position to embarrass and
humiliate myself, then I'd never make it. That was the worst part:
knowing that he knew exactly why I wasn't going to make it, knowing
that it was because I was aroused by all of this, the humiliation,
the inappropriateness and invasiveness.

He put an arm around me as though comforting
me in my conflicted state but instead began to peal my unbuttoned
sweater off of my shoulders. I shivered in delicious dismay and
held my arms straight so that he could remove it. That had been my
safety blanket. If I let the thermometer beep again, it would be my
top that came off.

I turned back away from him and took in our
surroundings. We were in the foyer of a mid-sized venue, and people
were passing us on their way through a set of large doors across
from where we had just entered. We moved along with them, and as we
drew close Robert waved one of the ushers over to the side and
spoke to him briefly in his melodic Italian. The man seemed
initially dubious, but accepted several bills from Robert's hand
and then disappeared through the doorway.

"Just making sure we get good seats," he
explained as he rejoined me.

After a minute, the usher returned and
motioned for us to follow him. The corridor towards the auditorium
entered between two sections of elevated seating. It looked like
the place held several hundred people, but because of the layout
and the way the seats were raised, everything felt very closed in
and intimate.

The usher kept leading us farther and farther
forward, until it felt like we were practically on-stage. I tried
not to look back at the rows of intent faces, telling myself that
it was ridiculous to think they were looking at us. At the very
front row, directly below the constructed catwalk, the usher
stopped and motioned to two empty seats in the center. It was
obvious that everyone else seated this far forward was involved in
the fashion industry at a pretty high level, and it was hard not to
feel underdressed, even with all my clothes still on.

"Good seats?" I whispered shrilly as Robert
prodded me down the row, making excuses to the people we
disturbed.

"What did you think I had in mind?"

I sank low into my seat when I reached it and
tried to fight the excitement building in me. That is the wrong
reaction, I told myself. There is nothing exciting about this.
Nothing. Don't be excited.

The lights dimmed, and a man in an immaculate
Italian suit climbed onto the stage. He addressed the audience,
gesturing behind him and speaking in a rich, resonant tone.

As he went on, my mind began to wander. I
found myself daydreaming about what was about to happen, and about
the show and the parade of incredibly sexy men in underwear that
would be walking and posing only feet from me. I imagined gleaming
skin and perfectly sculpted torsos and thighs and asses.

I was so lost in my thoughts that I started
violently as, for the second time in the space of ten minutes, the
thermometer went off. In the hushed auditorium the beeps seemed
impossibly loud.

I scrunched lower in my chair, held my arms
over my abdomen, and waited as the final two beeps sounded in
agonizing slowness. The speaker glanced in my direction without
breaking his sentence, and I did my best to melt into the cloth of
the chair.

Robert squeezed my thigh with a hand. "I
never knew you had such an active imagination, Jen. I'm learning
all sorts of things from this."

I shot him a pleading look, a look that said
please don't make this worse than it already is, but he had not
taken his eyes off the speaker. At this point my chances of passing
this test had diminished to just about nothing, but it was clear
that he had no intention of letting me out of this.

"Do you know what the director said when your
thermometer went off?" he asked in a whisper, turning to me with a
broad grin on his face.

"No," I said in a deflated sort of voice. "He
said something about it?"

"He reminded everyone to turn off their
cell-phones."

I let out a pitiful little sigh and renewed
my attempt to melt into my seat.

"Here," Robert said, removing the jacket of
his suit and putting it over my shoulders. "I won't make you take
your top off until the director leaves the stage, or he might have
us thrown out."

Oh God, please don't let it come to that, I
muttered to the universe. The thought of being thrown out of this
upscale venue in the middle of this event was something I hadn't
considered before. It was too horrible to consider.

The man made some final remarks and then
stepped down. As the lights dimmed further, Robert prodded me to
lean forward against my knees. With a discretion that I could not
have been more grateful for, he slipped my top up and over my head
and stowed it beneath his seat. I straightened slowly, clutching
his jacket around me.

"I think you know that's not allowed," Robert
chided me. "The jacket is only so the ushers don't see."

"Yes, sir," I said, letting out a shaky,
terse breath. I lowered my arms to my sides and let the jacket fall
open. The cool air of the theatre played across my stomach and the
tops of my breasts. I waited in the darkness, knowing that I had
only another few seconds before the lights would come on and my
state of undress would be revealed to anyone who looked out at the
crowd from the stage.

I could feel my face reddening. The next eyes
to land on me would be those of all those men, and they would see
me sitting here in my bra waiting for them.

The silence of the darkened theater was
broken again. Another beeping.

I closed my eyes in utter defeat and sank
back against the cushion of the seat. I couldn't bear to look at
Robert and see his gleeful face. Of course I was glad he was
enjoying himself – this must be exceeding his wildest dreams - but
this was becoming very humiliating very quickly. Nothing had even
happened yet and here I sat, blowing through one threshold after
another which only a few short minutes ago I had been so confident
I wouldn't surpass.

I'd have accused him of making the thing too
sensitive, but I could feel the dampness in my panties and the
slight stiffness in my nipples. I felt flushed and I could feel my
heart pumping in my chest. There was no arguing with it.

Perhaps Robert sensed that no words were
necessary. Not even turning to look at me, he simply slipped a hand
around my waist and unbuttoned my skirt. Dutifully I lifted my hips
from the seat and slid the garment down, off my ankles, and placed
it in his lap.

As I settled back in my seat and tried to
arrange myself as modestly as I could without - as Robert would
want - obscuring myself from view, the lights began to rise. In
addition to the spotlights on the catwalk itself there were banks
of them set along the walls that illuminated the ceiling and bathed
the theater in gentle light. A quick glance down at myself
confirmed that I would perfectly visible. The light struck off my
bared alabaster skin, and sitting in the midst of olive-skinned and
darkly-dressed fashionistos I felt uncomfortably like a beacon
waiting to be spotted. I could feel my nipples standing up through
the cloth of the bra, so prominently that they cast slight shadows
from the light filtering down from above.

And then, with a blast of heavy-rhythm
Europop from the sound system, the curtains at the far end of the
stage opened and the first man stepped out into the light.

His tan, muscular body gleamed in the
spotlights as he walked forward. The only thing he wore was a pair
of tight, red-colored briefs, and they clung to him as if they
weren't meant to conceal anything at all. Still clutching a shred
of hope that I could avoid the humiliation of setting off the
thermometer again, I tore my eyes away.

He moved out along the catwalk and stopped,
posing for a moment only ten feet from where we sat in the first
row. I followed the contours of his exquisitely defined calves and
thighs until my eyes were back where I pulled them from. It wasn't
just the line of his cock that was visible. Its thick girth was
plain to the eye, and his full balls were each discernible, cupped
beneath it by the thin fabric. It bounced and waggled slightly as
he moved, and for his part he seemed oblivious to it. Was I the
only one staring?

And then he turned, and I feasted on his ass
instead. I had never seen anything so perfect. Watching it go away
from me was like losing a friend.

But there was already another coming out of
the curtains and moving along the catwalk. The design he was
modeling looked a bit higher cut. The fabric ended higher on his
thighs, almost cut to the waistband. He had rich, distinguished
stubble covering a strong chin, and he was as well-endowed as the
first.

When the thermometer went off again, it had
almost stopped its beeping before I realized what I was hearing.
The man glanced in the direction of the sound, saw me flushed and
in my underwear and staring open-mouthed at his gleaming body. His
eyes opened slightly in surprise, and then he turned in rhythm to
leave back along the stage.

Adrenaline rushed through me, and I realized
I was holding my breath.

"This is getting very interesting very
quickly, isn't it?" Robert noted, holding out an expectant
hand.

I looked at in chagrin. And yet, part of me
was almost happy to take off the bra. I could tell that when I was
clear-headed I would look back on this with mortification. In any
other state of mind I would be horrified, but I was intoxicated by
the sights and sounds and sensations and by the thrill of being
seen and the humiliation itself. It was a seductive cocktail,
coaxing me further and further in, seducing me into nakedness in
the middle of a public place.

Dutifully, I unclasped my bra and slid the
straps from my arms. It fell into my lap, and I handed it to Robert
who placed it beneath his seat, well out of reach. And there I was,
topless in panties, and all my clothes where I could not get to
them.

The next model was coming through the
curtains now. He had a similar build to the first, and his strut
was almost impossibly confident as he walked and gleamed and
jiggled. I found myself holding my breath again as he turned out
along the catwalk. Here I was, three quarters naked if he so
happened to glance at me. Would he? And if he did, what would
happen? Despite all the interesting things underneath his slim
strip of clothing, my eyes were glued to his own, watching them
pass over the audience in indifference. I could not even tell
whether my brain was yelling for him to look at me or to look
away.

At the end of the walk he posed, his eyes
never falling directly down towards where I sat frozen. And then he
turned and was moving away. I let out a little gasp, and even I
didn't know if it was relief or disappointment. Air played across
my naked breasts and my nipples grew stiffer as coldness and
arousal worked together to push them to their fullest
prominence.

As the fourth model emerged, I watched him
with the same turmoil and anxiousness. He passed along the stage
and as he turned, his eyes swept over the crowd. I watched them
flicker and retrace their motion. I was looking at him as he caught
sight of me, his eyes widening as they drank in my naked breasts,
my flushed skin, my damp panties and my scarlet face.

I looked at him and he looked at me, almost
uncomprehending. As he walked out along the catwalk, his eyes would
leave me for brief moments but soon return. When he stopped and
posed, I imagined that he was posing only for me, this strange
woman who was baring herself before him. I ran my eyes
appreciatively over his body as he held still only a few feet away.
My eyes lingered long enough on his underwear that with a rush of
heat and another thrill of adrenaline, I recognized a change taking
place beneath its thin cloth. I could see the pulse in his cock as
blood rushed into it, thickening it visibly and pushing it out
farther along his hip.

Not to be outdone, my own body responded in
kind. For the fifth time, a slight rumbling beep vibrated up my
body and met my ears. Mesmerized by the man in front of me and the
effect that I was having on him, I did not even drop my eyes as my
hands found the waistband of my panties, slid them down, and handed
them to Robert.

By then, however, the model had turned and
was no longer looking in my direction. I watched him retreat up the
catwalk. As he passed the next man coming out from the curtains, I
saw him whisper something, and the new model turned and looked in
my direction.

This pattern repeated. One Adonis after
another came out along the catwalk and posed in front of me. It
seemed that word had spread backstage, and their eyes invariably
sought me out. I sat there, exposing myself to them, paralyzed by a
mixture of horror at what I was doing and intense, inexplicable
pleasure at its effects. Simply to be noticed by men like these was
a head-rush, and to think that the sight of me could arouse them
was almost more than I could handle. Most of them simply took a
good look at me, but several got hard the way the first one
had.

For a couple of the better endowed men, this
proved more than their outfits could handle. One particular
appreciative man modeling something very close to a thong became
fully erect before he had stopped at the end of the walk. His cock
stood straight out from him as he posed, and it pushed the small
triangle of cloth off his body. When he turned, a considerable gap
had grown between the cloth and his thigh, opening a window through
which the smooth base of his shaft and most of his shaved balls
were clearly visible.

Throughout the procession, I remained
paralyzed in place. I could feel the moisture of my pussy spreading
out into the seat cushion. At times I had to fight the urge to
begin rubbing myself in response to the show being afforded me and
the experience of being on display. 'It's already out in the open,'
my twitching fingers seemed to say. 'Can't you feel how much you
need this?'

"È necessario lasciare," a stern voice said
from behind me.

I started in panic and turned, shrinking back
into Robert's jacket. It was an usher, and his face was stern.

Robert spoke with the man for a moment, and
then turned to me.

"Game's up, Jen," he said. "You've been
reported for distracting the models."

Robert stood. In a single motion he gathered
up my discarded clothes from beneath his seat and lifted his own
jacket from my cringing shoulders. Instinctively I flailed out as I
felt my final piece of cover being taken, but at a look from Robert
I quavered and then surrendered the jacket to him with a whimper.
It was strange that I suddenly felt so much more naked. Until now,
it felt like my nakedness was something private I was sharing with
the models. They were undressing for me and I was undressing for
them. I was turned on by them, and they were turned on by me.

But now the rest of the audience was
realizing what was going on. Heads were turning to stare and I had
nowhere to hide.

 

Robert stood and offered me a hand.

I glanced out at the crowd of on looking
faces and then back at him, my chagrin and reluctance plain on my
face.

"Time to go, Jen," he said.

Shaking but obedient, I took his hand and
rose from my seat, bringing my naked body into the full view of the
curious onlookers. Whispers erupted throughout the audience, and I
screwed my eyes shut in humiliation as I felt two hundred pairs of
disapproving eyes roving over my nudity, my legs, my pussy, and my
breasts damp with my perspiration. A clattering sound rose from
between my feet and I looked down. The thermometer had fallen.

I bent and picked up the soaking instrument,
wiped it on my thigh, and handed it to Robert. He began to lead me
down towards the aisle, moving at a deliberate pace. I followed him
with tight little steps, desperate to escape the sudden scrutiny
but at the same time willing, even grateful, to suffer it if it was
what he wanted me to do. No one was paying attention to the men on
the walkway as I made my own unplanned exhibition down the theater
aisle.

After what felt like hours, we reached the
doors at the back of the hall. Robert spoke briefly with the usher
in Italian, and the man led us down a corridor to the left and
stopped outside a bathroom.

"He'll let us get you dressed in here,"
Robert said, gesturing inside.

I couldn't bear to look at the usher in the
face as I passed him and entered the small porcelain space.

Once inside, I collapsed against the sink,
shaking from the intensity of the humiliation and from everything
that had happened.

"How do you feel?" Robert asked, coming over
to me after shutting the door behind him.

"I've never been so - " I choked out, unable
to finish. I turned and clung to him, pressing my face into his
broad chest in search of comfort, even though it was he and he
alone who was privy to what had been truly mortifying about the
experience. "It all happened so fast," I said quietly. "I feel so
incredibly dirty."

"Yes, aren't you. I never knew quite the
extent. You blew through those thermometer readings like you were
trying to break a record."

I pulled away from him and moved back against
the wall, shaking my head in consternation.

Robert went over and sat on the closed lid of
the toilet. "Come here," he said, adopting the stern tone he used
when he punished me.

"Now?" I wailed.

"Don't you think you deserve it?"

"I did as you said. I didn't cover myself or
anything."

"But you failed the test. If you had passed
it, I would have let you spend tomorrow at the spa. Isn't it only
fair that you pay a price for failing it?"

Utterly defeated, I nodded and went to him on
unsteady legs. He opened his lap and I spread my nude, pinkened
body across him, making myself vulnerable for his punishment.

He laid a hand across my ass, squeezing it
thoughtfully, and then dipped two fingers between my thighs. I
shuddered intensely as they reached the lips of my pussy and
entered my hole, probing and feeling its wetness.

"What a truly dirty girl I have," he mused to
himself, squeezing at me. He continued stroking me almost absently,
as though he were not noticing the way I was writhing on his lap at
his touch. I felt a new flood of wetness and my whole body seemed
to be urging his fingers back into me even as I did my best to stay
obedient and still on his lap. Each little stroke or tug sent waves
of need through my hot groin and abdomen.

I was so intent upon the sensations of that
part of my body, so completely consumed by physical need, that I
could not prevent myself from crying out as his hand came down with
a smack against my vulnerable ass. I clamped my jaw shut and
managed to fall silent as the next spank came, and then the next.
My body began to shudder as it began to receive the physical
attention it had been yearning after for the past half hour.

"Such a naughty one," he was saying. "I
almost don't know what to do with you."

"Punish me for it, sir," I urged him through
clenched teeth. The only thing that mattered right now, at this
very moment, was that he not stop.

It was another two blows before I realized I
was about to orgasm. I clung to his knees and welcomed first the
punishment and then the pleasure in alternating, complimentary
waves. My breath was coming in gasps.

Observing my obvious signs of approaching
climax, Robert spread my thighs with his hands and delivered a
final, stinging spank directly to the swollen lips of my pussy. I
exploded into release, drenching his hands and my thighs as I fell
into the rapture of climax. The world rolled and swam, and I clung
to the strong legs beneath me.

After it passed, a great weakness came over
me. Robert lifted me up to sit in his lap and he held me, his cheek
against my temple and his hand stroking my hair.

"I hope you aren't really so embarrassed," he
said softly. "I couldn't be happier that you are the way you are.
You know that, don't you?"

"Thank you, sir," I said.

"You enjoyed yourself, didn't you?"

When I didn't answer, he leaned back to look
into my face. When he saw my renewed blush, he smiled. It was that
beautiful smile of his, the smile that – whenever I glimpsed it –
made me want to inspire it as much as I could, with every chance I
had.

"We should probably get you dressed," he
said, still smiling.









Unfair Comparisons






"Well couldn't we do that thing we did last
night, sir?" I asked. "I'm too tired for the ropes."

He looked at me with his steady gaze. His
handsome face flashed from fondness to an unreadable
expression."Tired?"

"Yes, sir," I said. Maybe it was wrong to
mention it. Maybe I should have just sucked it up.

He looked away for a moment. "Alright, that's
fine."

But I couldn't stand the disappointment I
heard in his voice. "Is that wrong of me?" I asked. "I didn't mean
to be selfish. You aren't mad?"

He pursed his lips and considered me, his
arms folded across his chest.

"Sir?" I just needed for him to say it was
alright. Or that it was not alright, and tell me how to make it
better.

"If you're tired, you're tired," he said.

"I'm not," I revised, recognizing his
displeasure. "It was a mistake."

"Jen," he said, walking to the window of the
living room and looking out at the lights of the city. "You know
the BDSM magazines that you keep hidden in the corner of the back
hallway closet?"

I blushed. How had he found out about those?
"Yes, sir," I said.

"I was looking through a couple of them the
other day. They can be very informative, can't they?"

My blush deepened. "Yes, sir, they can."

"Well, as I was reading, it occurred to me
that our relationship would not be very typical in that subculture.
You call me sir and you say you want to please me, but at the end
of the day, you really aren't that convincing."

A lump came into my throat as I recognized
the reprimand in his voice. "I shouldn't have said I was tired,
sir. I'm not. I didn't say it."

"That's not the point, Jen," he said, running
the fingers of one hand lightly along the windowsill. "This isn't
about one night, or one moment, or one request."

"Then tell me how to make it better, sir,
please," I urged him. I hated this. I just wanted it to be alright.
I'd do what he wanted, if he just told me what it was. I had gone
too far, I guess, and this was how he was telling me.

"I don't know," he said simply. "I think
perhaps we both have more to learn. Perhaps I am too lenient. I
don't want to lay the blame on you. What can you know about my
expectations but what I show you? What do you take your cues from
but my own instructions?"

He fell silent, and I waited for him to
continue.

"I have a friend," he resumed after a moment.
"Or rather, I know a couple who are very happy together in this
lifestyle. They are experienced in it. I think we should have them
over for dinner. I think that would be good for us."

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

"Perhaps we will both learn something," he
said. "But not tonight. Go to bed, if you are tired."

"I'm not tired," I insisted. "I want to
please you."

"Go to bed, Jen," he repeated, his eyes fixed
on the distant lights and no flexibility in his voice.

"Yes, sir," I said quietly, and left the
room.











I had trouble sleeping that night, but I took
comfort in the dinner he had planned. He thought it would make
things better. I wanted them to be better, and my trust in him to
make them better was unwavering.

It was scheduled for two nights later. Robert
was away until 9 that evening, so I kept myself busy going over and
over the penthouse and making sure everything was perfect. I took
my cues from Robert, and he seemed a little nervous about bringing
another couple in and sharing our relationship with them. He was
the perfect dominant, as far as I was concerned, but sometimes I
think he worried he did not do right by me, that he was too
indulgent of my shortcomings.

It was after nine when the three of them
arrived together. I was waiting in the front hall as I heard their
voices beyond the door and the key jingling in the lock. I stood up
and smoothed my dress, my stomach alight with butterflies. 'We'll
be in our roles for the evening,' Robert had advised me before
leaving in the morning.

I assumed a submissive expression and gazed
fixedly at the floor. No eye contact. That was a rule when I was to
be on my best behavior.

The men were laughing about something as they
entered.

"Ah, Jen, good," Robert said, seeing me.
"Come here."

I walked over and stopped in front of them,
my eyes never leaving the floor.

"This is Jen, Ewan," Robert introduced
me.

"Ah Jennifer," the man addressed me. His
voice was resonant and authoritative. He spoke quietly, as though
it would never occur to him that anyone would not hang onto every
word he spoke. "Robert has been telling me many things about you.
I'm very glad to make your acquaintance."

"Thank you, sir," I said, bobbing my
downturned head politely.

"And this is Joanna," he said. "You may look
at her."

I looked up. Unintentionally, my eyes flicked
first to the man standing on the threshold. His face was dark and
intelligent, and his cheeks were angular in a very becoming way. He
wore an immaculate suit and a coat was folded over an arm. Quickly
I looked away, knowing I had permission only to seek out my
counterpart.

I followed the direction the man's hand
indicated and took in a relatively small woman, perhaps a year
younger than me. Her hair was dark and tied back, and a studded
leather collar adorned her slender throat. She wore a tight,
low-cut leather vest and white leather skirt. Her black stockings
led down into three inch stilettos.

I gave her a small smile, thinking that it
was my role to welcome her into the penthouse. She only returned my
look with very large eyes and a meek expression that did not seem
to acknowledge my existence.

"Show her into the dining room," Ewan
instructed me. "Robert and I have some things to discuss in his
office before dinner."

"Yes, sir," I said.

I turned and led her out of the entrance hall
and around into the dining room. Her footsteps were small and
clicked quietly on the hardwood floor.

I went to offer her a chair, but when I
turned I saw that she had taken a kneeling position on the floor a
few steps back from the chair I had offered her. Were we not
allowed at the table?

A little taken aback, I watched her. She was
sitting back on her heels with her eyes fixed on the floor in front
of her. Her posture was stiffly erect and expectant, her chest was
thrust out, and her hands were clasped behind her back.

Her behavior made me second-guess myself. I
had assumed we would sit at the table, but now I didn't want to do
anything out of turn. The point of this dinner was to learn, after
all.

A little dubious, I walked over and lowered
myself beside her. I did my best to imitate her position as well,
but looking first at her and then back at myself I found that I
couldn't entirely manage it.

"Have you and Ewan been together long?" I
asked, feeling a little silly as we knelt together on the
floor.

Joanna did not respond right away. She
shifted slightly, still staring intently at the floor. "Master says
it's wrong to talk to other submissives without his permission,"
she said.

"Oh, sorry," I said at a loss.

I cast a sidelong glance at her rigid form.
Was this what was expected of me? Was this the standard I was going
to be held to? I didn't really know what to make of it. She
obviously took satisfaction in being this way, and I couldn't deny
that it turned me on a little bit the way she Ewan controlled her,
completely and unequivocally even in absentia. Would I be that way?
Would I be able to be?

We waited in silence for maybe twenty
minutes. I couldn't see a clock, but it felt like a very long time.
Doubts surfaced, swirled, and then faded, only to rise again.

Then voices came in from the hall, and the
door to from the kitchen opened.

"I just wish I knew what it is I do to
inspire such disobedience," Robert was saying.

"It isn't always something you do," Ewan told
him, as though we were not there. "Sometimes it is something you do
not do. There is no such thing as too firm a hand."

Beside me, Joanna shivered slightly in
pleasure at the sound of her master's voice, and in spite of myself
I envied her. I sat beside her, nervous, confused, and convinced I
was about to embarrass myself and Robert.

"Why don't you begin by playing around a
little with Joanna," Ewan offered. "And then we can see where
Jennifer differs and falls short."

"I don't want to overstep my bounds," Robert
said.

"Please," Ewan insisted. "Her body is your
body. Her pussy is your pussy. She won't object, I assure you. Have
her do something demeaning. She adores being demeaned more than any
other submissive I have ever encountered."

"Demeaning?" Robert asked, sounding
thoughtful. "Joanna, come here."

The woman placed her hands on the ground and
went to him eagerly on hands and knees. When she reached his feet
she sat back, resuming her rigid posture: chest out, hands clasped,
eyes on the floor.

"What are you feeling, Joanna?" I heard
Robert ask her.

I felt a pang of jealousy. That was how he
always began our sessions together: coaxing me into complete
openness and receptivity.

"Excited to make Master proud, sir," she
answered unhesitatingly in her quiet voice.

"And you understand you're to do as I
say?"

"Yes, sir," she answered. Everything in her
demeanor said 'this is a woman who does not need to be told to
obey.'

"Then I want you to behave like a horny dog,"
Robert told her. "A very horny dog."

Again without hesitation, she crawled up to
him and began licking his crotch. I could see her tongue running
wetly over the fabric of his pants as she buried her nose in his
groin. In surprise and slight annoyance, he put his hand down and
shoved her away. She sat back, hiked her leather skirt up her
thighs, and began humping his leg. I could hear the soft, meaty
thumping sound as her pussy made contact with his shin.

"Not me," Robert said, shaking her off his
leg.

She pulled back as though scalded and then
turned and scrabbled to the table. Again pulling her skirt up to
allow her to spread her legs, she began to hump the thick wooden
leg of the table. She barked and yelped as she did so. It was a
sort of pitiful sound, desperate and animal-like and without a hint
of self-consciousness.

"That's enough," Robert said.

Resentment for this dark, wordless girl rose
in my chest as I noticed a note of admiration in Robert's
voice.

She stopped and returned to him on her knees,
sat back, and waited. Her breathing was elevated and there was a
slight flush to her cheeks.

"This is quite eye opening," Robert remarked
to Ewan. Joanna blushed silently in pleasure.

"What else does she do?"

"Anything you like, my friend," Ewan told
him.

Robert considered it a moment. "Joanna, do
you see this chandelier above the table?"

"Yes, sir."

"The switch that controls its brightness is
on the wall there, by the door into the living room. Go turn it all
the way up."

She crawled over and reached up to the bank
of light switches. Realizing that there were more than one and that
she did not know which was the one she was intended to change, she
froze with her hand partially extended, staring at them in
chagrin.

"It's the one closest to the doorframe,"
Robert said.

Joanna winced. "Thank you, sir. I'm sorry,
sir."

She pushed the switch and the light in the
room rose to full capacity. I blinked at the sudden brightness.

"Good," Robert said. "Now stand up and go to
that window there and tell me what you see." He indicated the
floor-to-ceiling window in the penthouse's western wall.

She scrambled to her feet and again her shoes
made quick, quiet little clicks as she went to the window he had
indicated.

"It looks down on the street, sir," she
reported. "There is traffic and people on the sidewalk. Most of the
windows in the high-rise across the street are still lit."

"And with the light so bright in here, can
people down on the street see into this room?"

"Yes, sir," she confirmed. "One of them is
looking up at me now, sir."

"Take your top off for them."

Without hesitation, she unzipped her leather
tank top in the back and pulled it up with crossed arms. She was
not wearing a bra beneath it, and her breasts swung unceremoniously
into view as she struggled to bring it over her head. Now that they
were no longer compressed by the tight garment, she revealed
herself to be quite well-endowed, and my unwelcome sense of
inadequacy grew. When her top was completely off, she let it drop
to the floor and pressed her naked front to the glass.

"Jennifer," Ewan said.

I shivered as I remembered my role here was
more than just a spectator. Realizing that I had been staring at
Joanna, I quickly dropped my eyes back to their place on the
floor.

"Yes, sir," I said.

"Join her at the window."

I hesitated, my eyes darting instinctively to
Robert. Doing humiliating things, exposing myself in public, was a
familiar punishment, but it was always done away from our home and
away from people we knew. It allowed me to have a normal life, and
not be labeled as 'that exhibitionist slut.'

But Ewan knew none of this. He only knew that
he had given an order, and would judge me on how I responded. If I
had hoped that Robert would intercede, I was wrong. Silence reigned
in the room as the delay between the order and my compliance
stretched ominously.

Shakily, I got to my feet. I had lost
feelings in my legs from the kneeling position, and it was
difficult to stand and all the more difficult to walk to the
window. I did so haltingly, still hoping Robert would say
something.

I was desperate not to comply, and yet I
could not bear to refuse where Joanna had obeyed so perfectly. She
was an impossible standard, one that I was terrified to conform to,
but the notion of backing down was ten times worse.

I took my place beside Joanna, waiting for
the instruction that I knew was coming.

"She seems hesitant," Ewan remarked to
Robert.

I reddened in humiliation, glad that my face
was turned away from them that they would not see how bothered I
was by the words.

Robert didn't say anything. After all, what
could he say?

"Do as Joanna is doing," Ewan ordered.

Fiercely, almost spitefully, I pulled my own
top off and unbuttoned my bra. My lip was between my teeth and my
eyes were wet, but I wouldn't be outdone in my own house. The
thought of what I was doing dropped out of my head. All I knew was
that I was angry that I was embarrassing Robert and embarrassing
myself. Closing my eyes against the tears, I leaned forward and
thrust my own, smaller breasts against the glass beside
Joanna's.

"You didn't like that order, did you,
Jennifer?" Ewan asked. I could hear his footsteps as he moved
around the table.

I searched inside for a suitable answer. Did
he want me to say I liked it, or did he want to hear that I had
overcome my own desires to obey him?

"Tell me the truth," he ordered, seeming to
sense my inner conflict.

"No, I didn't, sir," I admitted.

"And is it your place to like or dislike a
command you are given?"

I sighed, accepting my mistake. "No, sir, it
isn't."

"No, it isn't," he agreed. "Let's try that
again, shall we? Bend over and press your pussy against the glass
and then tell me that you like it."

My insides clenched at the command. This was
all happening so fast. And yet, every instant I did not obey was a
mark against me. It all felt impossible.

My face flaming an ever deeper crimson, I
dropped my hands to my waist and unzipped my skirt. It fell with a
soft crumpling sound. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my
panties and pushed them down, and stepped out of them and the skirt
both. A wet spot was visible where my juices had leaked from
me.

Still bent over, I backed against the glass
and did my best to press my pussy to the glass. Looking between my
legs, I could see a few people on the sidewalk had stopped and were
staring up at the two undressed women arranged against the brightly
lit window above them. I would have taken comfort in not being the
only one on display like this, but Joanna seemed so compliant with
anything that happened that she was very poor company. It was hard
to commiserate with someone who did not seem to be bothered by what
was going on.

"Well?" Ewan prompted.

"I like it. Thank you, sir," I yelped in a
strained voice, remembering the other half of his order.

"What do you like?"

"Pressing my pussy against the glass, sir.
Having people look at my pussy, sir."

"You're glad I told you to do that?"

"Yes, I am, sir. Thank you, sir."

Trying to demonstrate that I was telling the
truth, I strained to push myself into greater prominence against
the glass. In doing so, I lost balance for a moment and jerked
downwards before I could regain my equilibrium.

"Are you wet, Jennifer?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," I said, my hidden face on fire
between my knees.

"And what about you, Joanna. Are you
wet?"

"Yes, sir," she responded. Her voice was
tense with exertion as she continued to press herself tightly
against the glass.

"You see, Robert, at the end of the day it is
simply a question of firmness," Ewan said. "Disobedience is just
the final symptom of a very slow-developing disease. You think you
are being kind and forgiving, but you are not. You are failing in
your duty as a dominant. You are letting them stray from the path.
Whatever leniency they want in the moment, they won't thank you for
it in the long run."

I gasped as I felt a hand alight on my side.
Ewan's fingers traced around my abdomen, dancing along my skin and
towards my groin. His fingers teased at my clit for a moment,
dipped between my lips to collect a bead of my juices, and then
withdrew.

"You see this, Robert? Look at how positively
she is responding to a little bit of firmness."

I felt him wiping his finger off on my
back.

"I know you care about her, and it makes it
difficult to be as firm as she needs you to be," he went on. "But
it gets easier, I promise you. Once you've made clear what the
boundaries are, she will stop testing them. After that, it is the
much more pleasant task of positive reinforcement."

His footsteps passed me. "Joanna, you are
being a very good girl this evening. I can tell that Robert is very
impressed with you."

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her blush
with pleasure. I bit my lip. Was it strange how jealous of her I
was?

"Alright, the two of you, back to your
places," he said.

I stood up and matched Joanna's pace as the
two of us half-walked half-jogged back to our previous spot, our
naked tits bouncing. We were in competition, she and I, and all
pretense that it was otherwise had fallen away.

"You're starting to get the hang of this,
Jennifer," Ewan remarked.

Beside me, Joanna preened herself at the
patronizing tone her master had for me. "Thank you, sir," was all I
could say.

"Come here and put your tit in my hand." He
held the hand out, a little above waist height, with palm open
expectantly.

I scrambled to my feet and went over to him.
I bent over at the waist so that my breasts hung forward, and then
turned slightly until my left breast came to rest on his
outstretched hand. I inhaled slightly as the contact
established.

He cupped it gently, then rolled my nipple
between his fingers and hefted it with a couple bounces. My nipple
began to stiffen against his rough palm, and I felt a new wave of
wetness welling between my legs.

"She's got a good body," Ewan noted to
Robert. "I can see what you like about her, even if she is a little
scrawny. And I would imagine she is eager in bed, is she?"

"Very," Robert breathed, clearly turned on by
the spectacle of my bent over form as I was fondled.

"Robert says you are eager in bed," Ewan
repeated for me, squeezing my tit to make sure I was paying
attention. "Isn't that generous of him?"

"Yes, sir," I said. "Thank you, sir," I said
to Robert. My voice was breathy and body-less as Ewan's fingers
continued their evaluation of my responsive breast.

"You want to make him proud of you, don't
you?" Ewan asked.

"Yes - sir," I answered in a halting voice,
living in the sensations he was evoking in my nipple.

"Then I want you to think very hard," he
said. "I want you to find an act that will mark tonight as a
turning point. I want you to think of something you can do to
impress us with your shamelessness and devotion that you could
never bear to do. I want you to think of something so frightening
that you would never do it, if you weren't doing it for him.
Something that proves your loyalty and obedience beyond any
question."

"Yes, sir." I was only half listening to his
words. His touch made it so hard to concentrate.

"I want you to take your time and really
think it through," he continued. His tone was almost seductive. "I
want you to be sure that what you come up with is the best possible
answer."

"Yes, sir," I said, although I was agreeing
more with his touch than his words.

But then his touch was gone. I was left bent
over, my eyes closed, thrusting my chest into fingers that were no
longer there.

"Go back to your place and think."

Aching slightly from unmet need, I turned and
went back to my place.

"While Jennifer is thinking, I invite you to
have more fun with Joanna," Ewan said to Robert. "She'll be mopey
all week if she doesn't get enough attention when I bring her out
to show off."

"Is that so?" Robert asked thoughtfully. I
was cut again by the interest in his voice. "Joanna, you would like
to entertain us?"

"I'd be happy to, sir," the woman
answered.

"Do you see anything in this room that you
could masturbate with?"

She looked up and surveyed the room. "May I
stand up and look, sir?" she asked.

"By all means."

She rose to her feet and went over to the
dark-wood cabinet in the corner. After a moment examining various
objects, she turned holding a long silver candlestick that did not
flair at top and presented it to view.

"No," Robert said. "That won't do. That's the
nice set."

Her face fell in fear. "I'm sorry, sir," she
exclaimed and turned and returned the silver object to its place on
the shelf. With great care, she drew the stocking from her right
leg, balled it up in her hand, and used it to wipe her fingerprints
from the candlestick's gleaming surface.

"You'll have to forgive her," Ewan apologized
for his submissive. "We're a bit more relaxed about those sorts of
things in our home. She didn't know."

Joanna continued to search the room, leaving
the cabinet in favor of the mantle. She didn't have much to work
with, and a nasty but very vocal part of me wanted to see her turn
around with that pretty face of hers all screwed up in dismay and
tell the men she couldn't do it.

She moved on to the fireplace, and her eyes
fell on the brass fire iron. One end was sharp and soot-blackened,
but the handle was pristine rounded metal with a slight ribbing
pattern for grip. She took it in her hands, feeling for sharp
edges. She didn't seem thrilled, but I could see the fear of
failure in her.

"Her, sir," she said, holding it out as she
had done with the candlestick.

"Wipe the soot off so that it won't stain
anything," Robert instructed.

Obediently she reversed her grip on the iron
and began drawing it against her bare stomach and the between her
thighs to remove the residue. It left long black smears that stood
out like brands against her smooth, alabaster skin. After a few
passes, she drew her hand across the metal and then held out her
palm to show that it was clean.

"Good. And are you a squirter, Joanna?"

"Yes, sir," she responded without hesitation.
I thought I detected the slightest blush come into her face as she
said it, but I couldn't be certain.

"Then there are towels in the closet at the
end of this hallway," Robert said, indicating the appropriate door.
"Go bring one from the bottom shelf and lay it here across the
table."

"Yes, sir," she said, setting the fire iron
down and going to retrieve the towel.

With chagrin I watched her return holding my
favorite bath towel: lavender, soft, and fluffy. I bit my lip,
knowing better than to object.

Preening herself meekly in the attention, she
laid the towel down across the broad table and then turned
expectantly to Robert.

He gestured for her to continue. "Start
slow," he instructed.

"Yes, sir," she said. The smile on her
downcast face was shy, at complete odds with her slavish obedience.
It occurred to me as though for the first time that she was a
woman, too, and not just some shameless creature that lived to
please other women's men. For some reason, I found the thought
extremely arousing, imagining myself in her place, and watched her
with a thousand times more interest than I would have thought I
would ever watch another woman masturbate.

She bent and removed first her tight leather
skirt and then a pair of black lace panties. With a questioning
look to Robert, she touched a hand to the elastic that held her
hair back in its severe ponytail. He shrugged his consent, and she
shook down her hair in a lush brunette cascade that fell to several
inches below shoulder length.

Slowly, she raised a knee and levered her
nude body onto the table. The bright light from the chandelier
hanging low over the table cast off her skin and accentuated its
pale contrast with her dark eyes, hair, and the neatly trimmed
triangle above pussy.

I could not bear to glance at Robert, afraid
of what I might find in his face. How beautiful he must find her, I
thought bitterly. But then I imagined it was me on the table, so
natural and with that slight shyness that made her perfect. That's
how I'll make him see me, I resolved. That's what this evening was
about, after all. It was to show us what was possible.

She was lying back on the towel now. Her legs
were spread wide and knees slightly bent. She let out a slight
breath as she slipped the tip of the brass handle inside of her. It
made a slight rasping sound as she rested the shaft on the edge of
the table and began to insert it into and out of herself. The only
sounds came from the rod and from her breathing as she slowly began
to respond to her own touch.

My legs were beginning to fall asleep again,
and I shifted my weight in excruciating, infinitesimal movements. A
thought was nagging at the back of my head, as though there was
something I was supposed to be doing. I had been given a task,
hadn't I? But I couldn't remember what it was, and the scene
unfolding before me was too distracting for me to worry about
anything else.

"Not quite so fast, Joanna," I heard Ewan
say. "We don't want you to come just yet."

"Yes, sir," she answered in a ragged voice.
Her hand slowed, but her breathing continued to deepen and quicken.
Her chest was heaving up and down. Her hand slowed still farther,
but still her body writhed with greater intensity.

"Not yet, I said," Ewan reprimanded her.

Her hand froze. "I'm sorry, sir," she gasped.
"I'm sorry."

"Just slower. Don't stop."

"I can't, sir. I'm too close." The urgency in
her voice was palpable. The poker was shaking slightly in her hand,
and her body continued to heave with each explosive breath.

"Would you like to wait until she can
continue?" Ewan asked Robert.

He considered the question, and I saw
Joanna's knuckles whiten around the brass shaft with its stationary
handle buried deep inside her. Even in her obvious discomfort, I
envied her. I could only imagine what it must feel like to be so on
display, quivering on the lip of orgasm, listening to your most
intimate experiences and abilities discussed by two fully-dressed
men in calm tones.

"Let her finish, then," Robert said at
last.

Almost before the sound of his words had
died, she released her trembling body into orgasm with a series of
quick jerks of the metal shaft. She stiffened, her hips slightly
off the table, and then she spurted a clear arc out onto the towel.
A second, weaker arc followed the first, and still more liquid
continued to dribble from her as she sank slowly back and her
breath continued in halting gasps.

"Say thank you to Robert for letting you
come, Joanna," Ewan said sternly.

"Thank you, sir," she murmured obediently.
She was lying back on the table, face towards the ceiling. Her
voice was breathy, almost kittenish.

"Now wipe yourself off and go back to your
place."

Looking a little lost, she sat up and wiped
her groin with my towel. Then she scooted forwards, lowered off the
table, and returned to her position beside me. Her face was flushed
a bright red.

"Jennifer."

I winced. What had he asked me to do? It had
been something. "Yes, sir," I answered.

He held out his hand as he had done before
and leveled his steady gaze on me. 'Now that we have enjoyed
ourselves with the good girl,' his gaze seemed to say, 'we will
have to deal with you, the troublemaker.'

I stood up, wobbly once again as I supported
myself on numb limbs. My eyes fixed on the floor, I went to him and
lowered my breast into his hand as I had done before.

"Have you been thinking hard for me,
Jennifer?"

I tried to ignore playful fingers. What had
he asked me to think about?

"What are you going to do for us, Jennifer?"
He prodded impatiently.

"I don't -" I began, trying to think.

"Don't what?"

I didn't answer.

"Don't you know?"

I gasped as his caress became a pinch, and
then a vise. Hot pain alit in my nipple, and I whimpered
slightly.

Without releasing me, he turned slightly and
began to pace. Whimpering in pain and confusion, I followed him as
closely as I could to minimize the pain of his tugging fingers.

"What, oh what, are you going to do for us,
Jennifer?" he was saying as he paced. "What, oh what, on your big
night to show that you are devoted and worthy of your master, are
you going to do?"

I couldn't think. What did he want me to say?
"I don't know, sir," I pleaded.

My knees wobbled for a moment as the pain in
my nipple doubled. "That's not good enough," he said.

What did he want? I thought I was just here
to please, to do what Robert wanted. I wasn't ready for the burden
of creativity. I didn't know. "Obey," I said at last, thinking it
might be a trick question.

"Aha!" he exclaimed, turning on me and
pulling me towards him by his grip on my private and hypersensitive
body-part. "The mark of a bad submissive is that she thinks she
doesn't have to do anything. Everything will be taken care of. All
she has to do is submit, right? A dog obeys, Jennifer. A real woman
gives herself, all of herself: body and mind. She doesn't just
endure humiliation and discomfort. She seeks those things out
because she wants to make her master happy."

"I do," I protested.

"Sir," he reminded me.

I caught a glimpse of Joanna fighting to
contain a giggle. My face flamed. "Sir," I repeated.

Ewan released me and I took an involuntary
step back. My nipple burned, but I clenched my fists and kept
myself from rubbing at it.

"Well, I suppose there is room for growth in
everyone," he said. "Joanna, get your clothes on. The three of us
are going to take Jennifer on a little walk."

"What do you have in mind?" Robert asked.

"A punishment needs to be a deterrent," was
all Ewan would say.

A chill ran up my spine as I watched Joanna
retrieving her discarded clothes from where they had been abandoned
throughout the room. I closed my eyes and tried to re-gather my
wits. Everything felt so inevitable. I would never be good enough
and I would never know why. And yet despite my dismay at failing
Robert, to have my flaws named and numbered and to be punished for
them aroused me for reasons I did not understand. My body ached
with unrequited need but I knew from the tone in Ewan's voice that
I was a long, long way from being permitted release.

When Joanna had re-clothed herself in her
tight-fitting leather outfit, she came over to stand patiently
behind Ewan's right side.

"Get our coats," he told her over his
shoulder.

It was only then that it occurred to me that
I was not going to be allowed to dress. Joanna had been ordered
into street clothes specifically so that I would be singled out. I
glanced at Robert, but his face was unreadable.

When Joanna returned with three coats, Ewan
indicated that I was to go in front of them. My head swimming and
my limbs unsteady, I made my way to the entrance of the
penthouse.

I started to look back, but stopped myself.
Be who they want you to be, I mumbled to myself, and pushed the
door open.

The colder air of the hallway washed over my
unclad body. I stood blinking and shivering slightly. I could feel
goose bumps forming across my body and the slightly pleasurable
tightness as I sensed my nipples growing stiff.

It was now near midnight, and the hall was
empty. My heels made no noise on the carpeted floor as I led the
way towards the elevators. There was one already waiting.

"First floor," Ewan instructed, and I pressed
the button as the three of them gathered in the small space behind
me. The cuff of Joanna's coat brushed against my naked ass and I
flinched slightly from the contact.

I kept my eyes on the ground and listened to
the little dings that marked the floors as we descended. You were
envying the attention they gave Joanna, I reminded myself, well
you're about to get a lot more of that.

With a final ding, the elevators opened. The
lobby was empty and the lights dimmed. Out into the open space I
led them, imagining eyes were everywhere in the still space. The
air was chillier here, so close to the outside, and I tried not to
think about how cold I was about to be. For some reason I seemed to
be worried more about that than I was about being naked on a public
street, escorted by a sadist and his perfect little girl toy. My
humiliation, or rather the awareness that I should be humiliated,
had been lulled to sleep by the need to live up to the expectations
placed upon me.

The glass doors opened under my touch, and
the icy air of the late night washed over me, caressing and
stinging my most intimate crevices. The dim illumination of the
lobby formed a backlight behind me. As if outside of myself, I
watched a man passing by on the sidewalk do a double take and
stumble slightly as he passed. Another couple went by in the other
direction. "Oh, don't look at her," I heard the wife say to the
man.

Ewan, Joanna, and Robert emerged behind me. I
turned first to Robert, then to Ewan, trying to convey in silence
and without raising my eyes that I was suffering this willingly for
them.

"Are you ready, Jennifer?" Ewan asked me
intently. "Are you ready to see what happens when you do not take
the initiative to please your master?"

"Yes, sir."

"You were very wet earlier. Are you
still?"

"Yes, sir."

"Aroused? Needy?"

"Yes, sir."

"You would like someone to touch your pussy,
then?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good. I thought you might." He turned and
gestured down the block. "Do you see that squad car over
there?"

"Yes, sir."

"And the policeman leaning against the
hood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Go and ask him to touch your pussy,
then."

The sense that I should object intensified,
but I couldn't think why. I could only think that it seemed like a
natural suggestion. If I showed myself to him, perhaps he really
would want to touch me. Perhaps he would play with my rigid
nipples, and run his finger down my stomach. Maybe he would tease
my clit and run a finger between my lips. When he did that he would
realize just how wet I was and how much I needed him to touch me.
He would keep going, then, after seeing how I responded. He would
want to help me, wouldn't he? I started to move my feet, one in
front of the other, in little steps.

"That's not going to happen." The voice cut
through the air like a knife, and I spun in confusion to see Robert
turned on Ewan, his face resolute.

"What do you mean?" Ewan asked him.

"You're going too far. This is a nice,
respectable girl. She isn't going to take a police record just to
play your games."

"Don't be a bore, Robert," Ewan chided him.
"You aren't sure they'll charge her with indecent exposure."

"I'm not going to let you strong-arm her into
getting herself arrested," Robert insisted, stepping in front of
me. "This is going too far."

"Look at her," Ewan said. "She wants to do
what I say."

"I am looking at her. She's in no state to be
making a decision like that. You've got her wound so tight she
hardly knows where she is."

For a moment Ewan looked like he was going to
respond heatedly, but then he raised his hands and stepped back.
"It's not my place," he said.

"That's right, it isn't," said Robert,
looking much larger than he normally did.

Ewan met his gaze for a moment and then
glanced at me. His expression seemed a little intimidated. "Well,
then I suppose that's as good a place as any to leave things." He
took another step back, beckoning Joanna to him. She went, and he
took her under one arm. She shivered as he rested his hand on her
ass.

"You two are nice together, by the way," Ewan
said. "I don't know if I mentioned it up at the apartment. This is
even a little bit touching. You might be wrong, but at least you're
wrong for the right reasons." He pointed at me. "You're luckier
than you know," he said. And then to the both of us, "We'll have
others weigh in on this at the introductions on Saturday.
Prudishness is not well-received at the Tremboix."

And with that he turned, Joanna firmly in
hand, and hailed a passing cab.

I watched them leave and then looked slowly
towards Robert. My eyes were very big as they sought his.

"Inside," he ordered.

He was incredibly sexy when he was angry. I
didn't know if he was angry with me or with Ewan. I was so
attracted to him that it really didn't seem to matter either
way.

He opened the door back into the lobby and
pushed me inside, but instead of heading for the elevator he
grabbed me by the arm and pushed me into the mail room and shut the
door behind him.

I came to rest against the far wall of the
small chamber, the cool brass of the mailboxes pressing into my
back. I looked at him, my palms against the wall, waiting for him
to do something.

"Look at yourself," he said. "I've never seen
you like this."

"I can be like her," I blurted. "I want to be
good. I want to make you happy. Tell me, sir."

He walked over to me and pressed his lips to
mine. Gratefully, eagerly, I kissed him back and bent my body into
his rough embrace.

He bent down, placed an arm behind my thighs,
and lifted me up to pin me against the wall. My legs wrapped around
his torso and I kissed him all the more fiercely, distracting him
as he fought with his belt buckle. In another moment, the buckle
was undone, the underwear pushed down, and I could feel the heat of
his cock freed against my leg. He took my weight in one arm again
and lowered me down onto him. I gasped through my teeth as he slid
in. My wetness formed a small dribble down his shaft and I could
feel it collected against his balls as they began to slap into
me.

His hands came up and cupped my chest, and
for a brief moment my tits were the only point of contact with
which he held me against the wall as he began to fuck my pussy with
all the raw energy and aggression I had seen on his face out on the
sidewalk. I dug my fingernails into his back and gratefully became
the receptacle for his freed bestial need.

My orgasm came almost embarrassingly soon. He
had only just begun to give me what I had been desperate to have
for the past half hour when I felt the surge rising from between my
legs into my abdomen and returning. My fingernails bit deeper into
his back, but I don't think he noticed. I was moaning and gasping
so loudly that it was surely audible in the lobby.

When it subsided I gasped in ecstatic
laughter and pressed my head back against the wall. He put his lips
and teeth against the side of my throat and fucked me all the
harder.

He seemed offended by the way my breath was
returning to normal as he plunged himself so deep and hard inside
me. His hand reached down and began to finger at my clit. The
combined sensations overwhelmed me, and it was all I could do to
hang on to him.

Within a minute I was rising towards climax
once again. With a final thrust he erupted within me, and a last
lingering caress of his hand sent me into bliss in his arms. Mad
and blind and heaving, we were locked together against the wall.
Hours of warm red bliss seemed to pass by as we held each
other.

Gently, he lowered me. I put down my feet,
found the ground, and managed to support my weight. My back was
sore from where he had pressed me against the mailboxes, but I
didn't care in the slightest. I rose to standing height and slipped
under his arm. My hand snaked around his waist and I buried my
cheek in his muscular chest.

He smiled and ran a hand through my hair.

"Upstairs," he said, turning with me.

I scooted in front of him and took his hand
down from my side and placed it on my ass in that possessive way
that I had watched Ewan and Joanna depart.

"To remind you I'm yours, sir," I said.

He gave my ass a little squeeze. "I never
forget."

I wriggled pleasurably at his words and
against his touch. "What was that about Saturday?" I asked.

"Oh, that," he said. "I've secured us an
invitation for a private club here in the city. I thought this
might become a more regular thing."

I considered the prospect and shivered
slightly. "You mean more like them, sir? And us in with them?" The
notion was exciting, certainly, but I could not help but be a
little frightened after all I had seen and experienced tonight.

"I'll be there with you," he said. "We'll see
what it's like together."
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures
cast only a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the
space was large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my
head, felt low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was
watching me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my
dress. The fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over
the few contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to
protest when Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes
had told me louder than words that today of all days was not a time
to be on bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me
seemed perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt
they were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming
absolute power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various
states of repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's
feet, some of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had
that air of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature
of her dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors
and demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my
cheeks was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my
legs was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body
was responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the
floor. My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had
just become the subject of general conversation, stood up
obligingly through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A
second responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits
when she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they
know my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to
speak without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples
weren't popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not
wearing a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the
chin of a woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with
a nice little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked
her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an
eye over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me
was resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were
not as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help
but be bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man
noted. "It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of
that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I
make judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my
blush deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He
sat at the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf
of your dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest
and reminded me that the wetness in my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into
my voice and I stood taller.
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}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
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}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
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}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
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	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
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}



