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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.









This concludes His to Expose: Self-Control. If you have not
already done so, be sure to check out these other BDSM and
Exhibitionist-themed titles from Jessica Whitethread:






His to Expose: The
See-Through Outfit

Since coming to live with her dominant
Robert, neglect and boredom have become things of Jen's past. When
she finishes her to do list and goes to him for a little excitement
and attention, little does she know that he has in mind will bring
her as much excitement and attention as she will be able to handle.
Although Robert begins their outing by bribing Jen with a gift from
a sex shop, he is well aware that she secretly enjoys his hobby of
putting her in compromising and often humiliating public
situations. Her secret's safe with him, of course, but as for the
rest of what she might try to keep covered up … it's all fair
game.






His to Expose: Unfair
Comparisons

Jen's partner Robert has always been a gentle
and forgiving dominant, often indulging her whims and preferring to
let her play her part rather than resort to harsh discipline or
exploit her naturally trusting ways. But Jen's obedience has begun
to slip, and Robert is forced to accept that a change is needed. To
begin anew, he invites a fellow dominant and his submissive to
dinner, thinking that their much stricter relationship might
provide the eye opener he is loathe to inflict directly on his
supposedly fragile submissive. Jen is excited at the prospect, but
soon realizes that the evening will be far more intense than she is
prepared for. As the night escalates, she will find herself torn
between her natural reservations and the need to prove herself an
equal of the visiting submissive in the eyes of their men. In
shockingly little time, the drive to prove her devotion and
obedience will have her doing things she never thought she could do
… and still falling short.






The Dinner Party
Centerpiece

Erica's dominant, Jonathon, has come up with
an interesting way to involve her in a dinner party he intends to
throw for some of his old law school friends. Although she is
self-conscious around the high society that Jonathon moves in, he
is going to have her serve the food over the course of the evening
and has designed a very special outfit for her to wear for the
occasion. The guests of the party will be given buttons to trigger
a vibrating harness underneath Erica's dress and are encouraged to
use it as a way of thanking her for her prompt service. If that
weren't enough, an already horrified Erica is told that the penalty
of spill or misstep will be to serve dessert without the harness,
or the dress. As the night unfolds, her attempts to avoid this
terrifying prospect may accomplish nothing but to place her at the
center of a spectacle more provocative than anything originally
planned.






Blind in the
Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.






For information about future releases
from this author and similar authors from the Red Spot Press,
please visit us at theredspotpress.tk
and subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.








cover.jpeg
Her submission is personal, but her
humiliation will be public

'O EXF
Self-Control

l Jessica Whitethread





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

//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";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



