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CHAPTER 1

For some reason, it was so difficult trying to have a conversation with Katherine. She was so proper and formal and uptight. She was living up to every single stereotype of the super-wealthy older widow. She was prim and proper, and snooty and bitter and condescending. She had such an imposing, intimidating presence, and I was nearly always uneasy when I was around her.

The surroundings didn’t help either. The room was so ridiculously huge and formal, and the table where we were eating was gigantic, with room for more than twenty people to sit comfortably in the plush chairs. And it was just she and I.

“So, tell me, Penelope, are you finding the prime rib to your liking? I had Peter make it especially for you?” She said in her intimidating tone. No matter how long she had known my mom and me, and no matter how many times I reminded her that my name was “Penny”, she refused to call me anything other than Penelope.

“It is lovely. Just wonderful.” I said, wondering why words like “lovely” and “wonderful” were coming out of my mouth. It was as if using fancier words than necessary was a contagious disease, and even though I had only been here at Katherine’s estate for a half of a day, I had already caught it.

If I had been at home with mom or my friends, the prime rib would have most likely been “awesome” or “really great” or even “yummy”. But here, sitting across from Katherine at a large oak table that probably used to sit in a castle somewhere a century ago, it was “lovely”.

“Excellent. I haven’t a taste for prime rib myself, but as your mother mentioned that it was your favorite, I shall suffer through.”

As we ate in silence for the next few minutes, I was already regretting my decision to come to stay with Katherine. It had seemed like a nice idea at first. Mom was traveling with “Doctors without borders” for a month, and rather than leave me home in our tiny apartment all by myself, she arranged to have me come stay with Katherine in her ridiculously oversized mansion for a while.

We had come here a few times when I was younger, and I had to admit that I loved the place. As a little girl, it had been like a fairy tale come true, roaming the enormous decadently decorated halls feeling like a princess right out of my favorite fairy tale movie. My memories of coming here were all wonderful, but that was likely because my mom had been here with me, and I had never really spent too much time with Katherine herself.

I smiled inside as I remembered how, when we visited, I spent most of my time with Peter, Katherine’s personal chef, and Maggie the live-in housekeeper. They were two of the nicest people I ever met when I was little. While Katherine wondered around giving out orders and peering down her nose at everyone, Peter and Maggie and I would play hide and seek on an epic scale in the thirty-six-room mansion.

I loved playing games with them, and they seemed to love having me around. Maggie once told me when I was nine that I was like a ray of sunshine floating around in the dark, drab mansion.

I knew that they both still worked here, but I had not seen either one of them yet. I couldn’t wait until I got the chance to catch up with them. I wondered if they would still enjoy seeing me as much, now that I was eighteen years old.

My thoughts were interrupted when Katherine said: “So, your mother tells me you will be attending the local state college in the fall.” She peered at me as if she didn’t really approve of this decision, and was waiting for some sort of explanation.

“Yes, um… I’m quite excited about it actually. They have a really good engineering program, and the school seems….” I nearly stopped myself from saying the next word, knowing how she would likely react. “fun…”

Just as I expected, she tilted her head to the side and said “Yes, well, I do so hope that you manage to succeed in your studies as much as you succeed at having… fun.”

She said the word “fun” like it was a dirty, four-letter word or something.

I felt the urge to argue with her, to defend myself, but she was such an intimidating presence, I bit my tongue. I was not normally a pushover. Quite the opposite. I usually had no problem sticking up for myself and voicing my own opinions, but for some reason, I never had with Katherine. I always felt so intimidated by her, and I always let her have the last word.

We finished the meal mostly in silence, and then Maggie came in. I greeted her with a huge hug and she beamed at me and said “Oh My how you have grown. Look at you all grown up.”

Katherine seemed almost annoyed at our display of affection for each other. She apparently wasn’t used to the way normal people acted when they were happy to see someone.

Maggie and I talked for a moment and then Katherine said: “If you two are finished, I will be showing Penelope to her room now.”

Maggie took this as a sign that she was dismissed. She whispered “we’ll catch up later” and then winked and headed back out the door. Katherine moved towards the door as well and motioned for me to follow.

She escorted me down a long, gorgeous paneled hallway to a set of doors at the end, and then gestured towards one of them. She said “This will be your room for the duration of your visit” and then she opened the door and said “please make yourself at home”, though she certainly did not sound like she meant it.

I stepped in and noticed my suitcase was already there by the door, likely put there by the butler or some other member of the staff. There was more awkward silence as I looked around and said: “It’s such a beautiful room.”

With an annoyed glance she said “Yes, well, I’ll let you get unpacked and settle in. If you would like, you may join me in the library later and we can continue to catch up.”

She sauntered off and I nearly chuckled at how she thought that the stilted, uncomfortable conversation we had been having was “catching up”.

I closed the door as she stepped out of sight, and turned the switch to lock it. I leaned against the door and let out a deep breath. I felt like I had been holding my breath the entire time we had been together. I felt like with the door closed and locked, I could relax for the first time since I arrived that afternoon.

I took a quick look around the room but didn’t spend too much time exploring it just yet. As I thought about what I wanted to do first, now that I was alone and able to relax, a small grin broke out on my face. It was time for my favorite new hobby. Naked time.

Just a few months before, I had made a silly but exciting personal discovery. I absolutely loved being naked. I had taken a shower and when I got out, I realized that I had no towels in my bathroom. I had no bathrobe or anything at all and realized that all of my towels were still in the laundry room at the other end of the apartment.  I stood in the middle of the bathroom dripping all over the floor with two options.

I could put my dirty, sweaty gym clothes back on, which seemed like a stupid idea, or I could just walk naked and dripping across the apartment to get a towel.

Now, I know that for many people a quick trip naked through their own apartment to get a towel would probably be no big deal at all. Many people would probably not even give it a second thought. Some people probably walked around naked all the time, but I was definitely not one of those people.

I had simply never, ever been outside of the bathroom or my bedroom naked. Never. I had never even considered it. I loved my mom, but she was very, very conservative and had raised me with the notion that being naked was bad and wrong and even dirty or evil in some way.

I was not ashamed of my body, or even really uncomfortable with it. I was small and petite, and though I tried to fight it most of my life, I was the epitome of cute. I was five foot nothing and weighed just over a hundred pounds, and everything about me was cute.

No matter how I may have tried to be sexy or rugged or alluring, all I seemed to be capable of was cute. But I was cute as hell, and I knew it. My tits were on the smaller side, but full and ridiculously perky, and my ass was small and tight and firm. My legs were short but smooth and blemish free. Honestly, my naked body was not bad to look at at all.

But to my mom, being naked was simply something a person was forced to do when they had to get themselves clean and change clothes, and that was it. It was an unfortunate problem that humans had to deal with, and a “good girl” should always make every effort possible to keep their body fully covered, even when they were alone. To her, there simply was never a time that it was OK to be naked.

Which explains why I stood so long dripping on the bathroom floor. The thought of opening the bathroom door and walking naked to the laundry room seemed almost impossible to me. Like I would be violating some sort of pact I had made with my mom.

But mom wasn’t home, and I knew she wouldn’t be for hours, and I really, really didn’t want to put the dirty gym clothes back on, so I decided that I had to make the naked trip to the laundry room.

I opened the door and felt like some sort of trespasser as I carefully peaked outside and down the hall. Again, I knew full well that no one was there, and no one would be there for quite some time, but it seemed like since I was about to do something so scandalous and so crazy, it required a double and triple check.

Seeing that no one was around, I took one wet step out into the hall, and then another. My stomach was in knots. I took a moment to take a deep breath and realize that, although I was standing blatantly naked right in the middle of the hallway, the world had not in fact, ended.

I stopped at the end of the hall that led into the living room and peeked out. The blinds on the windows were closed and again, no one was there to catch me and scold me for being so amazingly naughty.

With another deep breath, I took one small step, and then another, straight out into the middle of the living room. I felt as if I should hurry, because I was still dripping wet and because I was violating the sanctity of our living room by showing it my naked body, but I also didn’t want to slip and fall and break one of my naked parts. That would have been just my luck, to be lying on the floor unconscious and wet and naked when my mother came home.

I made my way carefully across the living room and suddenly heard my phone ringing. It was all the way back in my bedroom, and it was the ringtone I used to indicate a call from my mother.

She had done it, I was certain. She had somehow psychically detected that I was prancing nude through the living room like a heathen. In a split second, I decided to carefully but quickly scoot back to my room and answer.

I managed to make my way back through the living room and down the hall into my bedroom before the call ended. The whole time I was walking I was dreading how she was going to scold me for doing the naughty thing I was doing.

In as casual a voice as I could muster, I said: “Hey Mom.”

In an unexpectedly pleasant voice, she said “Hey honey. I was just thinking that when I get off work, I would pick up Mr. Lee’s carryout for us tonight. Would you like that?”

It was so crazy, but I actually felt a sense of relief wash over me as I realized that she, in fact, had not mentally detected my nudity.

“Sure, that sounds great. I’ll have the beef lo mein as usual.”

“Ok honey. I’ll see you around 6:00 then.”

I hung up the phone and walked back down the hall and back into the living room. This time, when I reached the middle of the living room, I stopped.

For no reason that I could identify, I just stood there for a moment. A new, very unexpected feeling came over me suddenly. I was standing there naked, brazen and exposed to this empty room. Like a life-changing epiphany, the feelings of guilt suddenly gave way. I was naked in my living room, being oh-so-naughty, and I absolutely loved it.

I loved the feeling of breaking this silly rule. I loved the feeling of being just a little bit bad. I loved the feeling of the risk of being caught, but most of all, I simply loved the feeling of being naked.

I had goosebumps all over, and I couldn’t tell if it was from the cool air of the air conditioning vent above me, caressing my damp wet skin, or if they were simply there as a response to the feelings of excitement welling up inside of me.

I took a moment like never before, to savor the feelings. I felt the water dripping from my hair down my bare back and over my exposed backside. I felt the cold tile beneath my damp feet. I felt butterflies flying wildly in my stomach, and I even felt a slight tingle of excitement between my legs.

I felt bare and exposed and happy and amazing. And then I did the last thing that I had expected when I first realized I had to make this naked walk. I smiled.

I finished my walk through the living room and the kitchen to the laundry room. I grabbed a towel and dried myself off. I stood there, now dry, holding the towel, toiling over another decision. The right thing to do, of course, was to wrap the towel around myself and rush back to my room and get dressed as quickly as possible. I had already been breaking the uber-strict dress code of the house for ten full minutes, I shouldn’t let another minute go by.

But then I thought, “wouldn’t it be oh-so-naughty if…”


CHAPTER 2

I folded the towel and set it back on the pile on the dryer. Still wonderfully naked, I stepped back out into the kitchen. The butterflies hit me instantly once again as the feelings of naughtiness and brazenness and fun washed over me once more.

I was now standing in the kitchen, completely naked, not because I had forgotten anything or needed anything or because the situation required it. I was standing there naked because I wanted to. And I couldn’t remember wanting anything more in my life.

I spent the rest of that afternoon exploring the apartment naked, and exploring the amazing, exciting feelings it created within me.

I continued to play my little game.

Wouldn’t it be naughty if… I made myself a snack naked.

Wouldn’t it be naughty if… I laid on the couch and watched tv naked.

Wouldn’t it be naughty if… I played music and danced in the middle of the living room naked.

By the time 5:30 arrived, and I got dressed to prepare for mom to come home, I was absolutely hooked. One hundred percent addicted to being naked.

Over the next couple of months, I spent every moment I could naked. Every day, I couldn’t wait to get home from class and strip down to nothing and spend a blissful few hours doing whatever I wanted in my birthday suit.

I always kept one ear open for the sound of mom’s key in the lock, just in case she decided to come home early one day and catch me being a heathen in her living room, but she never came home early, and I never got caught.

I was so hooked that, when the idea of spending time out here at Katherine’s estate was offered, I jumped at it thinking how wonderful it was going to be to spend time naked in a new and different place.

So as soon as Katherine had disappeared down the hallway, and the door was closed and locked, I pulled my t-shirt off and tossed it on the bed. My jeans quickly followed, along with my bra and panties.

Finally, alone and finally naked, I took another soothing deep breath. As always when I first removed my clothes, I felt the goosebumps start to rise and the butterflies flutter in my stomach. It seemed a bit more intense and a bit more exciting since I was in a new place where I had never been naked before.

After a moment of adjusting to the comfort of my birthday suit, I looked around the room, and it was unbelievable. It was more of a suite than a room, with a separate bedroom area, living area, and a beautiful bathroom that was bigger than my bedroom at home. It had huge windows with white curtains that looked out over the gorgeous landscaped grounds, and a bed larger than any I had ever seen.

I couldn’t help but feel like a princess once again, with my own royal chamber. But this time, I was a princess without the frilly dress. I was a princess with no dress at all.

I quickly unpacked my clothes into the large Victorian looking dresser. I set my t-shirt and jeans aside where I could get to them quickly and easily if someone knocked on the door, and then I picked up the book I was reading.

I made my way over to the couch and laid back, smiling at the feeling of the amazingly soft fabric on the bare skin of my back, my ass, and my legs.

I was really into the story in my book when the unexpected happened. The door to my room opened and I heard Katherine say “Penelope, I wanted to let you know that…”

I was completely panicked as she entered. I laid perfectly still as she spotted me, casually laying naked on the couch, as if maybe if I was perfectly still, I would be invisible in some way. But our eyes met, and then I watched in shock as her eyes slowly traced down my entire naked body, and then back up.

All I could think of to say was “Oh God. Sorry, I… thought I locked the door.”

She looked at me inquisitively and then she looked over my body once more, still without saying a word.

She stepped into the room and said: “That lock hasn’t worked in years.”

And then, to my amazement, she stepped in closer. She had initially looked like she was just going to say something at the door, but now she was coming in, stepping right towards me.

I felt like I was frozen. I couldn’t have moved if I wanted to. Feelings of shame and humiliation and embarrassment washed over me as I watched her step closer and closer. And then, she sat down.

She sat in the small chair across from me, still not speaking, but looking over every inch of me. I could feel the shame of her eyes on me, boring into me and could only imagine the terrible things she was thinking. This proper, uptight, oh-so-serious woman had caught me during my naughty-fun-naked time, and I was too stunned to even get up and throw something over myself.

I saw her mouth open to speak and awaited the shameful, hurtful things she would say. But instead, she said, “I was just going to tell you that you are welcome to anything in the kitchen, any time you want if you wanted a snack or something.”

My mind raced to process her words. It was shocking to me that they were not harsh words. Even her normally harsh tone wasn’t there, and she sounded unusually calm and… pleasant.

I managed to say “Thank you” and said a little silent prayer that that was the end of the conversation. But it wasn’t.

After a moment of calmly sitting there staring at me, she said “Pardon my obvious observation, but you are… naked.”

I managed a small uncomfortable grin and said “Well, yeah. I mean, like I said. I thought I locked the door so no one would… see.”

She quickly said, “May I ask why you are naked?”

There was an awkward silence as I once again prepared for harsh ridicule and judgment. I couldn’t think of any good answer so I just simply said: “I don’t really know.”

She said “Could it be that you simply… enjoy being naked?”

I watched her as her eyes passed over my body for the fourth time. This time a small whimper of breath escaped me in reaction to the blatant stare. This was the most unusual and awkward conversation I had ever had in my life, but strangely, it was the calmest and most pleasant conversation I had ever had with Katherine.

Her air of constant irritation and judgment seemed to be gone. She was simply asking me a real question, person to person.

I decided to take a chance and just be honest. I said “Well, yes. I do. I mean, I just recently started to. But usually not in front of anyone. I mean, no one knows. Especially my mom.”

There was another awkward silence and she just said “interesting.”

Again, I hoped the conversation was complete, but again it was not. She said, “How would you say that being naked makes you feel?”

I had no idea how to answer this question either. I looked at her once more, and she seemed so caught off guard and not herself. She seemed normal and human. It was a side of her I had not seen before.

I decided to trust my feelings about her and continue to be honest. I said “I don’t know really. I guess it feels… free. And a bit… adventurous.”

The word adventurous made her smile. It was not her normal wicked smile, but it wasn’t a very pleasant one either. It looked… mischievous.

She said “So you feel a bit… naughty when you are… doing things without your clothes on?”

Part of me wanted to object and say “No, that would be crazy”, but again I went with honesty and quietly said “yes.”

Her mischievous smile grew a little and she asked one final question. “Do you like feeling naughty?”

It was very difficult to admit, but I felt there was no other way to answer her. I was certain she wouldn’t have believed me if I had said no anyway, so I quietly said “yes.”

Her grin grew just a little bit wider, and her eyes twinkled for a moment. After a pause, I said “I’m sorry. I’ll make sure to stay dressed from now on. I just thought because it was my room for a while…”

She stood up and her face looked almost offended and she said “Nonsense.” It felt like the beginning of a shameful lecture, but instead, she said “You have nothing to be sorry for. I told you to make yourself at home, and you have, and that’s that.”

Her expression was not mean or condescending, but it was no longer pleasant or caring either. It looked thoughtful like she couldn’t quite make up her mind about something.

Finally, her normal stern expression returned and she said: “Well, I suppose I will see you in the library later.”

She walked slowly to the door, and then turned to me again with the same thoughtful expression, and said: “I have a feeling that your little visit here might just end up being more adventurous than you expected, Penny.”

As she closed the door, I let out a huge breath. It felt like I had been holding my breath and holding still the entire time she was in the room. I leaped to my feet and ran to the door, to try the lock again. It clicked like it was locked, but when I turned the handle it opened anyway. I stopped and leaned on the door with my eyes closed and let out another breath.

Oh… My… God….

I had just been caught, naked! Not just caught, but caught by the most uptight, condescending person I knew. I was so embarrassed. Humiliated! I never intended to be caught naked, but if I had to, I would have preferred anyone else catch me.

But somehow, she didn’t freak out. Somehow, catching me in such an embarrassing situation had made her… nicer?

My pulse was racing and I ran to the dresser and put clothes on. I felt like I couldn’t get enough clothes on after the embarrassing encounter. I was embarrassed and stressed and couldn’t imagine what it was going to be like when I saw her again.

I wondered for a moment if it was possible to hide in my room for the entire visit.

I flopped face down on my bed and let out a quiet scream into the pillow. As my nerves started to calm, I tried to make sense of what had just happened. The conversation had seemed surreal.

I replayed the conversation in my head. When it was happening, my brain was almost completely occupied with my own embarrassment, but now, a little calmer, Katherine’s words and demeanor seemed even stranger.

I would have expected her to make me feel guilty and ashamed. After all, she liked making me feel ashamed of my grades and my college choices.

But she hadn’t. Instead of getting more bitter towards me, she had somehow warmed up. She seemed genuinely interested in my choice to lounge around my room naked. Very interested. And she had even called me Penny for the first time ever. As if we were now some sort of… friends.

A big part of me wanted to avoid her as much as possible now that she had caught me, but another part of me wanted to know more about why she had been so interested.

I decided to read my book a little more and let my nerves settle, and then decide if I wanted to meet Katherine in the library or not.

As I read, I found myself distracted by my own curiosity about Katherine’s behavior. An hour later, my curiosity won over and I decided that, no matter how embarrassing it would be to face her again, I had to go meet her in the library.

Fully dressed, including my shoes and socks, I stepped out of my beautiful princess-room and walked down the hallway to find the library. The mansion had many rooms, but I thought I remembered where the library was.

When I reached it, the door was open, so I walked in. Katherine was already there, sitting in a large, cushy-looking lounge chair reading. When she heard me enter, she looked over her glasses at me and gave a strange grin. She pointed to an identical chair across from her and said: “Please come sit dear.”

I did as instructed, and sat there in uncomfortable silence for a couple of minutes while she finished reading. Then she put the book down and took off her glasses and glared at me.

She looked me up and down again silently, and the silence was making me very uncomfortable.

Finally, she began to speak.

“I would like to tell you a story, Penny.”
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Her tone was even more friendly and pleasant than before, and hearing her speak without the irritation and condescension in her voice made her seem like a totally different person.

“It is a story about myself when I was your age. It is a story that no one else alive knows. If I tell you this story, you must swear to never tell a sole. It will be a secret between you and I. Sort of like the secret I will keep about your behavior in your bedroom. Would you like to hear my secret story Penny?”

I was surprised that she intended to tell me something secret and that she would trust me, but I was even more curious now than when I had entered.

In my encounters with Katherine at a younger age, I had learned that she did not take kindly to informal responses like “yep” or “sure” or “OK”, so I simply said “Yes.”

She smiled a smile that almost seemed out of place on her stern face, and said: “When I was your age, eighteen that is, I once had an encounter very similar to the one you and I had earlier.”

She read the confused look on my face and said “I grew up here, in this house, in a room just down the hall from your room, with my three younger siblings. And like you, at some point I developed a habit of spending lots and lots of time in my room… undressed.”

A feeling of surprise came over me, as I tried to imagine this stern woman as a young girl, frolicking naked. It was very hard to imagine. Impossible really. For some reason, I had always assumed that she was born with a scowl and inability to have fun.

She continued “My parents were very rigid, and would not have understood or abided my taking pleasure in being undressed. But one evening, as I often did, I removed my clothing completely and set about to do my evening studies at my desk.”

“Quite unexpectedly, the nanny of the house, nanny McKenzie, opened my door and walked straight into my room. She found me there studying, wearing nothing at all. I was flabbergasted. Shocked beyond belief, and felt ashamed and oh-so-embarrassed.”

“However, she did not react in the way I would have expected her to. Now mind you, I was eighteen years old and no longer needed her guidance as a Nanny, but she was still someone I looked up to with great admiration and respect.”

“Rather than shame me for my habit, and my preference for nudity, we had a long discussion in which she determined to help me explore it.”

“You see, I too felt great pleasure in the adventure and the twinge of naughtiness that being nude alone in my room supplied. When I explained this to Nanny McKenzie, she sensed that there was even more to my feelings, lurking just below the surface.”

“A very strange relationship was formed between she and I, and for the summer she helped me to learn my true nature. She mentored me through a very extraordinary experience. With a stern demeanor and strict instruction, she forced me to have new experiences that frightened me but proved to be infinitely rewarding. She forced me out of my comfort zone, pushing my limits, and sometimes ignoring them completely.”

“She forced me into situations that brought humiliation and embarrassment, and I found, as she seemed to see in me, that I loved every moment.”

“She created situations that would test me, and with stern instruction she made me complete each of her challenges, knowing that deep down I took great pleasure in it. It was as if she knew me better than I knew myself.”

“It was at once the most challenging and taxing summer of my life, and the best. With a creative mind and commanding tone, within these very walls, she gave me an adventure that was far more exciting than any other in my life.”

My mind was racing, trying to guess what the “challenges” may have been that had such an effect on a younger Katherine. I said, “What kinds of things did you have to do?”

She smiled a mischievous smile and said: “Well, I was thinking, instead of telling you about my frightening and amazing adventures, I thought I would inquire to see if you would be interested in forming a similar relationship with me.”

I was confused, and a bit nervous about her tone and the fact that she wouldn’t describe the events.

She said “I see quite a bit of myself in you. And I believe that you just may have the same capacities and proclivities that I did. So, I am offering to mentor you.”

Mentor me in what, exactly I wondered. What sort of adventure could she be eluding to? It obviously had something to do with being naked, but somehow taking that… further? I wasn’t sure what “further” would mean, but honestly when I thought about an adventure that involved the wonderful, tingly feeling I got when I was naked, I wanted it. I wanted in for sure.

Her face turned stern again. She said “I would not be kind. We would not be two friends setting off to have fun. I would be your mentor and instructor. I will require you to do what I say when I say it, and you will have to do so without question. You will be nervous and frightened and excited all at the same time. It will be difficult and challenging. You will be embarrassed, maybe even humiliated, but you must do as I say.”

“You will be allowed no quarter. What I can promise, however, is that, although you will find yourself humiliated and even terrified at times, you will, deep down, enjoy yourself in a way you didn’t know was possible.”

I wanted to ask more questions. I wanted to ask a million questions, but her expression showed that she would not answer. She was looking for an answer for me. Was I willing to set out on a humiliating, terrifying adventure with her in this mansion, that she promised would be rewarding and satisfying?

The obvious answer, the correct answer was “no”, of course. But that’s not what I said.

“Yes,” I said quietly.

She said, “I need to hear you say it louder.”

“Yes,” I said with authority.

She started speaking with renewed enthusiasm, saying “Do you promise to do what I instruct, without question?”

“Yes,” I said again, more self-assured.

Her mischievous smile turned absolutely wicked, and she said “Good. Very good.”

There was a pause as she looked at me inquisitively again as if trying to figure out where to begin. My heart was racing with nervousness about what I had just said. What I had just agreed to? I still wasn’t even sure, but the mystery on its own was very exciting.

She said “It’s getting late. We should probably set off to bed.”

She stood and I stood as well. She said, “I would like you to remove your clothes please.”

It took a minute for my brain to fully digest what she had said. I was confused and must have looked it. Her stern expression returned and she extended her hand and said in a severe tone “Your clothes.”

The phrase “without question” rang in my ears, and I decided to obey. It wasn’t like I didn’t like to remove my clothes. It was my newest favorite hobby. But I was standing in this formal library somewhere in the middle of this vast mansion. It was quite an unusual place to strip down.

I removed my shoes and socks, and then I slowly slid my t-shirt up and over my head. Katherine glared at me and I folded it and placed it in her hand. Next, I slipped my jeans to the floor and stepped out of them, leaving me standing in my small white panties and bra.

As before, Katherine did not hesitate to look at my body, from top to bottom. I folded the jeans and placed them in her hand as well, and she simply continued to glare at me.

With a nervous breath, I reached around behind myself and unclasped my bra. I hesitated for just a second, which caused Katherine to exert a sigh of frustration, and then I removed it.

My breasts were bare, and though it was not the first time Katherine has seen them, it still felt quite strange and embarrassing to be standing so exposed before her.

She didn’t utter a word, but simply stood there waiting. I hesitantly slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of my small white panties, and then unceremoniously slipped them to the ground. I stepped out of them and then quickly picked them up and handed them to her as well.

I stood there awkwardly. Reflexively I moved my arms to cover my private areas but she instantly said in an almost angry tone “Do NOT cover-up.”

I quickly moved my hands back to my sides. She held my clothes on one arm and her glare moved slowly over every inch of my exposed body. It gave me goosebumps watching her look directly at my bare breasts, and then my stomach, and then my pussy. Her stare seemed to pause on my pussy for a long moment, before taking in my bare legs all the way to the ground. After a moment of staring, she said: “Turn around.”

I turned and again felt her stare move over my bare back, my exposed ass, and my legs, and back up again.

Then she walked past me to the door. She said “I will come by your room at 9:00 AM tomorrow. I will return your clothes then. I expect you to still be dressed as you are right now.

And then she left.


CHAPTER 4

I stood there naked in the middle of the formal library, surrounded by beautiful antiques and books of all sizes and shapes. Not only was I naked, but my clothes had just left the room with Katherine. Apparently, challenge number 1 was a naked walk back to my room.

I didn’t move for the longest time, trying to absorb what had just happened. Katherine had just made a most unusual proposition to basically humiliate and embarrass me, and without hesitation, I had said yes. Why? When she was speaking, she was very persuasive and her offer sounded intriguing and quite exciting.

I loved the feelings I got being naked and a little bit naughty. If I was being honest with myself, I had even enjoyed getting caught. And the invitation to explore those feelings and take them further was very appealing.

But now that the conversation was over and she was gone, I felt like a silly little irresponsible girl who had somehow lost all her clothes and didn’t know what to do.

The first thing I did was walk to the doorway and flip the switch to turn off the light. If someone walked by, I didn’t want the light to draw their attention.

I somehow needed to make my way back to the opposite end of this mansion without being caught. The mansion was staffed 24 hours a day, and I knew there would be different members of the staff roaming the place cleaning and arranging and maintaining this and that.

I leaned over to peak into the hallway. Thankfully it was quite dark. It was lit only by small night-lights in outlets on varying sides of the hall, that only put out enough light to see where you were going, but not much else. That was good.

I listened for a minute. I could hear voices, men’s voices but they were far away. Probably in a completely different wing of the building. Other than that, there were no sounds.

I took a minute to take inventory of what I was feeling. Fear was there for sure, as was stress and a bit of regret about my hasty decision to say yes to Katherine. But also, there were some other feelings too.

I was also feeling a great amount of anticipation for what I was about to do, as well as… excitement. Actually, it was more than excitement. It was exhilaration.

Along with the stress in my head and the excitement in my gut, was a surprisingly pleasant tingle between my legs. This adventure I was about to set out on, a terror-induced naked stroll through this cavernous house, was turning me on, big time.

I took a second to slide my finger down into the crevice of my pussy. It was meant to be a purely investigational movement, but the slight touch of my soft finger on my oh-so-sensitive lips felt amazing. When I quickly forced myself to stop, I found a surprising amount of moisture coating my finger. I was very wet, and I hadn’t even stepped out of the doorway yet.

I peeked out one more time, took the deep breath that would help me take the first step, and stepped out. I was instantly aware of the temperature difference. The library had been warm and a bit stuffy, but the hallway was much cooler. My bare body responded instantly to the cool air in the hallway. My nipples stiffened noticeably and the rest of my body felt wonderful as the cool air washed over it.

I quickly shot across the hallway to the other side, where there was less light, and leaned against the wall. I took small sideways steps, like a cute naked cat burglar making my way to my target. As I approached one of the small nightlights on the wall, I shot across the hall again to get to the darker area.

I did this several times, scooting back and forth, trying to stay in the darkest part of the hallway until I reached the end where the hallway opened up into the large foyer. I rested against the wall and did something I had not expected to do.

I smiled.

I listened again and could hear the voices more clearly now. They were coming from the kitchen area, which was down the west hallway. I assumed it was the chef Peter and some other workers gathered to chat.

I looked across the hall at the North corridor where my room was. I could make a quick run across the foyer and be back into the safety of the dark hallway and on my way to my room quite easily.

But that’s not what I did.

With my own mischievous smile on my face, I stepped out into the foyer and turned left towards the western corridor and the kitchen. I scooted quickly through the foyer and into the hallway and pressed up against the wall.

I could see the light spilling out of the kitchen, and hear the voices much clearer. I appeared to be Peter and two other men I did not know, playing poker.

I scooted down the hallway all the way until I was inches from the open door to the kitchen. I stood there smiling and feeling an amazing exhilaration at just being there, naked, just a few feet away from these three men.

I stood quiet and perfectly still and listened. The men were involved in a discussion about the preparations for tomorrow’s meals, with small interruptions to shuffle cards and make bets.

It was unbelievably hot to be standing there naked, with no clothes in sight, a mere few feet away from these unsuspecting men. I stood there for a moment simply reveling in the pure naughtiness of my situation, and then almost without realizing it, my hand slid down between my legs.

The sensation was unbelievable, as the middle finger of my left hand slid down through the gap between my soft wet lips. My head was instantly spinning, and the goosebumps and butterflies created by my perilous situation made each gentle stroke of my pussy seem like heaven.

I had intended to play a little with my pussy, to heighten the intensity of my situation a bit, but after a quick moment, I was no longer playing. I was not gently exploring. I was headed for a most pleasurable destination, and fast.

I knew the sound was about to escape me a split second before it did. A quiet but obvious whimper at the sheer power of the feelings I was experiencing. The voices in the kitchen stopped, and before I was able to move, I heard footsteps heading in my direction.

I turned and sprinted back down the hallway and shot out into the foyer. I never stopped, running as fast as my naked body would go, across the open expanse of the grand foyer and into the North hallway towards my room.

I kept running until I busted through into my room. I shut the door quickly, not bothering to activate the faulty lock and ran just as quickly to my bed where I immediately plunged my hand back between my legs to finish what I had started.

No longer standing feet away from a crowd of men, I let my voice loose, letting out moans and whimpers as my fingers worked their magic. I was so fucking close already, and I had yet to even touch the small nub of flesh that was begging for my attention.

I knew without a shadow of a doubt that the moment I gave my clit the attention it was screaming for, this adventure would come to a powerful and abrupt climax.

And it did.

I moved to trace the very tip of my small middle finger over the small nub of flesh that somehow seemed to be attached to every other nerve in my body. My body exploded instantly. It was the fiercest explosion I had ever experienced, and it went on and on and on.

I rocked and shook on the bed, unable to stop myself from shouting the word “Fuck” over and over and over. Waves of pleasure engulfed me starting at the pleasure center nestled at the top of my dripping pussy and pulsing through every inch of flesh I was made of.

Finally, mercifully, the pleasure that was almost more than I could bear started to subside. My stiff body loosened and I sank back into the softest mattress I had ever felt, catching my breath and waiting for the fog to clear from my brain.

That was when I heard her.

“Good girl” was as all Katherine said, as she stood up from the armchair in the dark corner of my bedroom. She stepped over to me and looked down at my naked, exhausted body for a long moment. She reached down and caressed my bare arm gently and lovingly for just a second, and then she left the room, closing the door once more behind her.

CHAPTER

I laid there in the bed absolutely reeling from shock. Just the fact that I had done what I had done was shocking enough, but she had seen me. Watched me.

She had watched me masturbate in the bed. I couldn’t believe it. And it had not been simple “hand down your panties, bite your lip” masturbation either. It had been a carnal experience. She had seen me naked, thrashing and whimpering and climaxing. She had heard every word, every breath and seen every moment of my violent orgasm.

I felt bewildered. She had violated my privacy, and I got the feeling that with our new agreement, privacy may be something I wasn’t allowed. She had also robbed me of the blissful afterglow that I should be feeling after fucking myself to such a powerful climax.

Instead of glowing, I was feeling embarrassed and ashamed.

But she had not shamed me. Not in any way. She had not condescended or even said a single harsh word. She had simply said “Good Girl.” Could it be that in Katherine’s world, masturbating like a ravenous beast was being a good girl? If so, then Katherine’s world was far different than my own. But I liked it.

I got up and cleaned myself up and considered putting on my pajamas. I had, of course, brought the full-length flannel pajamas that my mother approved of. The ones that covered as much of me as possible. But I had been instructed by Katherine to still be naked in the morning, which I assumed meant that I should sleep naked, another thing I had never, ever done.

I pulled the covers down from the bed and climbed in. The sheets were the highest possible quality, and they felt amazing on my bare skin. I snuggled into them and simply enjoyed the sensations of the soft material caressing my bare body for a moment.

I spent a few moments thinking about my insane day. How this visit that I hoped would not bore me to death, was already turning out to be amazingly exciting. I thought about Katherine and this proposal. I wondered what types of “challenges” she had done when she was my age, and what she had in store for me. Whatever it was, if it led to more experiences and orgasms like the one I had just had, there was no way I was going to put up a fight. Not even a little bit.

The next morning, I woke to a banging sound. I looked up to see Katherine standing in front of my dresser with an empty box on the floor.

I shook the sleep away and tried to figure out what she was doing. She was opening the drawers and looking through the clothes that I brought.

She said in her normal, irritated tone “Its about time you woke. I was wondering if you planned to sleep all day.”

I looked at the clock and it was 9:00 am, not exactly sleeping all day. She said, “Please come here.”

I started to lift myself from the bed and remembered I was naked. For a moment I forgot about the events of the previous day, and the normal “oh fuck I’m naked and I can’t let anyone see me like this” feelings hit me quickly.

I stopped, and she turned to look at me impatiently. I put those feelings aside and rose and walked over to stand next to her in front of the dresser. I peeked past her to see that the door to my room was wide open. If anyone was walking down the hall, they could easily see me standing naked next to Katherine, as we did whatever it was we were about to do.

This made me nervous and caused my stomach to tighten a bit.

“For the remainder of your visit here in my home, I will be determining what you will wear each day.” She said, in a tone that sounded as if she thought I was incapable of deciding my own wardrobe.

She pulled my stack of panties from the top drawer, and instead of even looking at them, she dropped them into the empty box. She said, “You will have no need for underwear of any kind for the duration.”


CHAPTER 5

I watched the panties fall into the box, and then my bras followed. She moved on to the next drawer and started examining each item of clothing. I stood there patiently hoping no one would walk by my room and see me, and mourning the loss of my underwear.

She pulled out a couple of sundresses that I brought, and held them up to my naked body, tilting her head and scowling. She held up a yellow one with red flower print on it and finally said: “This will have to do, I suppose.”

She pulled it back and looked over my body once more. She pointed directly at my pussy and said “I want you to remove that patch of hair. However cute it is, it covers too much. At times when you are required to be exposed, I will need you to be fully exposed.”

She handed me the sundress and said “Once you have groomed yourself, put this on. This is what you will wear today. This and only this. If you would like to wear sandals with it, that is acceptable, but it is also acceptable to be barefoot. I’ll leave that decision up to you.”

She reached down and picked up the box of my underthings and turned towards the door. She stopped and said “We will have breakfast at 10:00 with Mr. and Mrs. Gordon, who are stopping by to discuss a charity event that will be held here later in the week. Please be on time.”

She took a step out of the door and turned back. She said “And Penelope, one more thing. I would like you to have your phone with you whenever practical. There may be times when I need to give you instructions that I do not wish to announce out loud, at least at first. I will need to be able to discreetly text instructions to you from time to time.”

This was not a problem, as I usually had my phone on me at all times anyway. She left and I stood there for another moment, naked and clearly visible from the hallway. As I stood there, I realized that I actually felt a small twinge of regret that no one had walked by to see me. What the hell was coming over me?

I went to take a bath in the gigantic bathtub and did the grooming that was required. When I stepped out, I looked at myself in the mirror. What I saw was both shocking and cute. Between my legs, I could plainly see everything. I could see the curves of my soft pussy lips tracing their path back into the gap between my legs. I could even see the small puffy hint of flesh where my clit rested at the peak of my fleshy curves in the front. It looked obscene and shocking, but also amazing and wonderful. My most private area was completely exposed, and anyone who saw me was going to see all of me.

I dried myself off and styled my hair into two short pigtails on each side. It was a style that suited my cute looks, and I had decided just to go with it.

I picked up the sundress and slipped it on over my naked body. Another first. The dress felt nice on my skin. Not as nice as the one-billion-thread count sheets had, but it was pleasant. I looked in the mirror, however, and discovered a problem.

This was my flirtiest dress. The dress I might wear when going out on a date when I might not be too upset if it flipped around a bit and revealed just a hint of my panties on occasion. But now my panties were in a box, stored away somewhere in this giant place. Any flipping the dress would do here would reveal a hint of something else entirely.

I turned and did a little twirl in the mirror, and my worry was confirmed. As I twirled, the bottom of my small ass cheeks came into plain view. I did the same from the front and gasped slightly as the curved lips of my pussy peaked out for just a split second. I decided I would just have to be very careful not to make any sudden movements.

Another problem that the dress presented was how thin the fabric over my nipples was. My nipples were extremely sensitive and tended to react to just about any stimuli, meaning they were frequently stiff. This was not a real problem in the real world where I was allowed to wear underwear, but in Katherine’s world, they were like to make themselves known quite frequently and quite obviously.

I grabbed my phone and walked out of the room towards the dining room. Halfway down the hall, my theory was already being proven. As the soft fabric of the dress glided over my body and my breasts, my nipples began to respond. By the time I made it to the dining room, they were as stiff as stones and looked as if they would tear through the thin fabric of the dress at any second.

I stopped before I reached the doorway to the dining room. I considered standing there waiting a few moments, to see if they would settle down a bit, but I knew that even if they did, they would react the same just a few minutes later.

I took a deep breath to settle the butterflies and walked in.

Katherine and the two strangers were standing next to the table having a quiet discussion. I walked over to them and stepped up next to Katherine.

She smiled a friendly smile at me and said “Rick and Maddy, this is Penelope. She is a family friend who has come to stay with me for a while. Penelope, this is Rick and Maddy Gordon.”

I extended my hand and shook theirs, Maddy first and then Rick, as I said in my “trying to be formal” voice “It’s lovely to meet you both.”

Both of them smiled at me, and as we shook hands, both of them looked my body over from top to bottom, blatantly and without hesitation.

Their eyes traced their way over my dress, over my sharp nipples and down to where the dress ended and my smooth legs began. All the way down to my bare feet, and back up once again.

It was bizarre to me that neither of them seemed to feel any hesitation to stare at my body blatantly. It was as if they had been told that it was OK. It was as if I was some sort of work of art that they should feel free to enjoy with their eyes.

We all sat at the table and a wonderful breakfast of pancakes and eggs was placed there by a waiter that I had not met, who also seemed to spend a moment enjoying the view of my short dress and my erect nipples.

As we ate, Katherine and her two guests discussed the small charity party that they were planning.

“So far, we have seventeen guests confirmed. Each will agree to donate $10,000.00 at the door, and will likely make other contributions as the night unfolds.” Katherine explained.

“That is simply wonderful. The children’s hospital needs the funds so desperately, we will be so proud to present them with the proceeds.” Maddy said.

I was a bit shocked. I had spent most of my life thinking that Katherine was a selfish rich woman who only cared about herself, and here she was arranging a charity event that would likely raise hundreds of thousands of dollars for a children’s hospital.

“It will be a quaint party out on the patio with the pool as the backdrop.”

“Oh, your pool patio is so lovely. That will make the most amazing setting for the party” Maddy gushed.

The three continued to discuss arrangements for the party, taking breaks occasionally to check their smartphones and attend to other business.

At one point, Katherine said “I have a few copies of the program we put together for the party. They are over there in the corner on the floor. Penelope, would you mind going to fetch them for me?”

I looked over into the corner of the room and saw a small stack of papers sitting on the floor. Just as I was about to rise to go get them, my phone vibrated. I took a second to look at it before I got up. It was a message from Katherine that simply said: “Bend your waist, not your knees.”

It took a minute to comprehend what she meant, but as I looked back at the stack of papers on the floor, it hit me.

I rose slowly and made my way over to the corner, very aware that they were watching me and the bottom of my dress was dangerously close to revealing my nakedness.

I stopped in front of the papers and hesitated for just a second, and then did as instructed.

I bent at the waist, leaning down to pick up the papers. I heard a quiet, muffled gasp from Mr. Gordon, and Maddy actually whispered “oh my” as I bent down.

I was absolutely certain my entire bare ass was in plain sight, aimed directly at the three people at the table. What I was not exactly sure of was how much my smooth pussy lips were also visible between my legs.

I had a crazy moment of mixed emotions. I felt embarrassed, even humiliated, bent over in front of Katherine and two strangers with the most private parts of my body visible to all. But I also felt excited. At the same time I hoped they would turn their heads and look away, but I also wanted them to look.

I took my time, picking up a few of the papers at a time, and then rose to return to the table. As I turned back to face them, I saw all three of them staring directly at me. They had not looked away.

Mr. Gordon looked absolutely stunned, and he coughed a bit as I made eye contact with him. Maddy and Katherine however, were both smiling mischievous smiles.

I placed the papers on the table and took my seat once again. My body was humming with excitement and exhilaration. I felt tingly all over, especially between my legs.

The conversation continued for a moment, and my phone buzzed once again. I read the text from Katherine that said: “Are you wet?”

I looked at her, but she never even acknowledged me. She continued to look at Mr. Gordon as he told a story of another charity event they had attended.

I was wet. I didn’t have to check to know. My pussy was buzzing its positive response to my exposure a moment before. I just texted back “Yes.”

The conversation went on for a few more minutes, with more short breaks. During one of the breaks in the conversation, Katherine texted back “Prove it.”

I had no idea how exactly she expected me to prove it. I certainly wasn’t going to stand up and show her right there. I thought for a moment and came up with an idea.

I picked up the black cloth napkin that was at the table. I made a show of lifting it as she continued to listen to Maddy. I then discreetly slid it down under the table and pressed it between my legs. Even the contact of the napkin felt amazing on my pussy, which, at this point was grateful for any attention it could get.

Then I lifted the napkin back up and set it back on the table. There was a large, plainly visible spot of wetness on the napkin.

Katherine looked over and a mischievous smile broke out on her face, even though she seemed to be trying to hide it and continue her conversation.

When breakfast was finished and the discussion was complete, we all rose. Katherine and I walked the Gordon’s to the door, where Henry the butler met them and showed them out.

As soon as they were gone, Katherine turned to me. She had a kind smile once again and said “You did well. Did you enjoy your breakfast?”

I couldn’t help but smile back and said: “Yes, very much.”

She said “Good” and then set off walking towards the north hall. Without turning she said, “Come with me.”

I followed her down the hall and into a huge, amazingly extravagant office. She stepped behind the desk and pointed to a chair and said: “Please sit.”

When I sat, her stern, matter of fact tone returned, as if we were having a business discussion of our own. She said “I have much to do today and you will likely not see me until later tonight. So I wanted to establish the rules for today.”

I sat up, anxious to hear her plan. She said “First, as I have instructed, you will wear the dress you are wearing and only that dress for the rest of the day. You may do whatever you would like today. You can explore the estate and the grounds. Enjoy yourself.”

“I want you to have fun in that little dress, and I want you to ensure that at least three people see your bare backside at some point throughout the day.”

There was a silence as I looked a bit nervous about her statement. She said “There are many people working at this estate, day and night. Housekeepers, cooks, maintenance staff and groundskeepers. I can guarantee that you are completely safe with any and all of them, and I can guarantee that none of them will give you any trouble, or react negatively in any way to your adventures.”

“You are a guest in my home, and they all work for me. You are free to behave in any way that you and I see fit, and there will not be an objection from anyone. Rather I would imagine that most would enjoy your behavior.”

Her stern tone intensified and she said: “As for masturbation, you are free and encouraged to masturbate as much as you would like, however, you may not masturbate in your room.”

“Should you feel the desire to bring yourself pleasure, you may do so at any time, but you must find another place within the estate to do so. Additionally, you may not masturbate in the same place twice. Each time you succumb to your own desires, you must do so in a new and creative location. Is that understood?”

It was one of the more bizarre questions I had ever been asked, but I was getting quite used to bizarre. I nodded and said “yes.”

She then said “Good. Now, at 10:00 tonight, you will meet me on the patio for a nightcap. You will tell me all about your day, including how many of my lucky staff members got to see your bare behind, and when and where you masturbated.”

With that final statement she said “Now, I have business to attend to. Please enjoy yourself today and I look forward to hearing all about it later tonight.”


CHAPTER 6

I got up and made my way back to my room in a bit of a haze, imagining the possibilities. The thought of exposing my ass to the strangers at the estate made me nervous of course, but it also turned me on big time, and I couldn’t wait.

I was amazed at the crazy person I was becoming. A few days earlier I was a silly girl who pranced naked around her empty apartment feeling brazen and brave and naughty, and now I was plotting ways to expose myself to strangers throughout the day.

I was not sure where to start. As I made my way to the grand foyer, an idea hit me, and I turned to go find Maggie. I made my way to one of the back rooms where I found her working on one of the many laundry stations.

She greeted me with a huge hug and said “Oh Penny, it’s so good to see you. Sorry I haven’t been around much since you got here. Tell me, are you enjoying yourself?”

The mischievous thought of just how much I was enjoying myself crossed my mind and I smiled and said: “yes, I am.”

“Good,” she said. “Is there something I can do for you, dear?”

I said “Well, I was thinking of having a little picnic on the lawn out back. Do you happen to have a blanket that I could use to lay out in the grass for a bit?”

She smiled and said, “Come with me.”

She made her way to a large closet and pulled out a simple green blanket and handed it to me. She said, “Use this, and then just leave it in your room and we’ll get it later.”

I said “Thanks” and she hugged me once more. She said, “I’ve got to get back to work, but I promise we’ll catch up some more later dear.”

She scooted back to the machine she was working on and I made my way to the kitchen.  Peter and another man were in the kitchen working on something that smelled delicious. As soon as he saw me, he shouted “Penny” and he rushed over and hugged me so tightly he lifted me off the ground in a spin. And of course, my dress lifted nearly up to my waist in his grip.

Peter had no idea, but the other man working with him certainly noticed my spinning bare ass as he twirled me and then set me down. That was one person down, and two to go.

He told me how happy he was to see me and what a beautiful young woman I had turned out to be. He said that he had lots to do to prepare for dinner that evening, but he couldn’t wait to catch up.

“Can you point me to somewhere I can grab something sweet to snack on?” I asked.

He smiled his generous smile and took me over to a pantry that looked like a complete grocery store. He showed me a shelf with cookies and chips and other sweets laid out in perfect order. I decided on a bag of pretzels. I leaned up and kissed him on the cheek, ensuring that my dress lifted once more for the second man to see, and then went on my way.

I quickly dropped by my room to grab my book and made my way out the back door onto the immaculately landscaped grounds behind the mansion. I wandered around a bit trying to find the perfect spot to stop and read. After a bit of exploring, I found it.

There was a golf cart parked next to a hedgerow, where two older men were using manual hand-held trimmers to expertly trim the hedges into perfect rectangles. I wandered over near them and laid my blanket down on the ground.

I plopped the bag of pretzels on the blanket and laid down on my stomach with my book. As I laid down, I made sure to pull my sundress up in a smooth motion, so that when I was in position, the bottom of the dress was resting on my waist, and my bare ass was entirely on display.

I opened the book and pretended to start reading. It only took a moment for one of the men to spot me. He nodded a friendly nod, but I could see that his eyes were not on my face. Just a moment after that, he said something to his partner in a foreign language I did not understand.

His partner turned to greet me in the same manner, his head nodding and his eyes glaring at my exposed ass. They continued to speak in another language, although I had heard them speaking perfect English when I walked up. I didn’t know what the words for “cute ass” were in their language, but I imagined they were being spoken more than once.

I did everything I could not to smile at my own naughtiness as I blatantly teased these two men. It made me feel naughty, and it made me feel hot.

My legs were crossed behind me as I continued to pretend to read, and the two men continued to find excuses to turn and face my direction. They worked their way down the row of hedges until they were back behind me. At that point, I had a decision to make. Did I want them to see just my ass, or did I want them to see more?

With a casual movement, like a woman who had completely lost her mind and her inhibitions, I parted my legs. I knew that the two men now had a direct view from their position at not only my ass but my clean shaven and likely wet pussy.

I hummed a tune and bounced my legs around a bit, keeping them parted the entire time. I played the role of a sweet innocent girl who had no idea she was showing so much to these strangers. It was oh-so-fun, and by the time I finally crossed my legs once more, and they moved out of view, I was in a crisis.

I needed some private time, and I needed it immediately. I looked around and found what I was looking for. A small shed behind some bushes where the lawn equipment was kept. I could see a small alcove behind it among some more tall shrubs. I hopped up and headed straight for it.

I squeezed in behind the shrubs and made my way back behind the shed. There wasn’t even a comfortable place for me to sit, much less lay down, but I didn’t care.

I leaned forward with my left hand against the shed and my right hand between my legs. My pussy was dripping wet and as soon as my fingers brushed against my soft flesh I was in heaven. I gasped at first at how sensitive and desperate my pussy was, and then I started a fast gliding motion that felt amazing.

Once again, I was not enjoying a long slow session of self-pleasure. I was simply desperate to cum as quickly as possible, and I knew exactly how to make it happen.

I moved the tip of my finger directly over my swollen clit and started a circular motion over it that sent massive waves of pleasure through my entire body. I was climbing the mountain of ecstasy faster than ever before, but suddenly, I heard voices.

I slowed down but didn’t stop, as I listened to the two men enter the shed I was standing behind. Even though my hand had slowed between my legs, and I was no longer working my clit directly, just knowing these two men were mere feet away while I touched myself was doubling my pleasure.

They were speaking English again, and though I couldn’t hear everything they were saying, I did hear one of them say “Amazing, tight little ass…”

This spurred me on further, and I leaned my head so I could bury my mouth in my own bicep to muffle the sounds of my heated breath and desperate moans.

I took a chance and resumed the attention on my clit, and just as I heard the other man say “Sweetest pussy I’ve ever seen” with great enthusiasm, I came.

I actually bit down on the flesh of my arm to muffle the deep, guttural noises that were trying to escape me as my body thrashed through wave after wave of pleasure. I did my best to hold still and be quiet, and somehow managed to power through the orgasm without attracting their attention.

As my body finally settled a bit, and I worked to catch my breath, I could hear the men making their way out of the shed and back to work, having no idea what I had just done behind the shed.

After leaning in and resting for a moment against the rough wood of the shed, I made my way on wobbly legs back to the blanket in the grass.

There was no one around to see, but I still ensured that my dress climbed to my waist as I got comfortable once again. I crossed my arms in front of me and relaxed in the sun, and drifted off for a little nap.

I woke up about an hour later, feeling the wonderful warmth of the sun on the lower half of my body. I realized that I had turned to my side in my sleep, and if anyone had walked by, they would have seen every bit of me from my waist down. But I had no idea if anyone had come by to see.

I got up and gathered my things and headed back to my room. I decided to have a little bit more fun, and I put my wireless earbuds in my ears and cranked my favorite song. I took off bouncing and dancing through the halls of the mansion. I passed a number of staff members I had never met, all the while my dress was hopping up and down as I danced, showing off varying amounts of bare flesh to whoever chose to look in my direction.

When evening came, Peter made me an amazing spaghetti dinner that I ate in the kitchen, as he and I finally had a chance to catch up. He told me that not a lot had changed since I was there before when I was younger, only that Katherine seemed to be getting more and more stern and reserved. He hoped that my visit would help to perk her up. I suspected that it just might.

After dinner, I found a small lounge that had a comfy couch and TV. I plopped down on the couch and found a show to watch. I watched a couple of shows until it was time to go meet Katherine.

I made my way out to the patio and found her sitting at one of the tables doing something with her phone. I approached and she looked up at me and smiled. It was the friendly Katherine smile.

She said, “Please remove your dress and sit with me.”

Her words surprised me. I wasn’t expecting to lose my one item of clothing so soon. I imagined at some point she would have me remove it so that I was forced to scamper naked back to my room again, but I had just arrived.

I looked around for a moment. It was dark outside, but there were many different landscape lights casting shadows and creating bright spots all over the patio.

I didn’t see anyone else around, so I went ahead and followed the instruction. I slipped my dress up and off, and folded it and placed it on the table. Katherine pulled it towards her, a gesture indicating that it was hers now, and I could no longer have it.

I sat across from her, knowing better than to attempt to cover myself. We sat there in silence for at least five minutes as she wrote emails on her phone and I squirmed and looked around to see if anyone else might see me.

Finally, she said “So, tell me about your day. Did you follow my instructions?”

I told her the story of how I had flashed the cook and the two landscapers at first, and then how I bounded around the mansion dancing, and likely exposed myself to just about everyone else at one point or another.

She seemed pleased and seemed to really enjoy the story. Then she said even more bluntly than before “And did you masturbate?”

I smiled instantly. I couldn’t help it. It probably wasn’t the right reaction to give when someone asks such a probing personal question, but I was happy to explain.

She smiled again and said “I’m sure Javier and Jesse were quite pleased to see your cute little ass, and your pussy. I bet they are sorry they missed the show behind the shed.”

Suddenly a man walked out the door to the back of the house and headed towards us holding a tray of drinks. Immediately I moved to cover myself, but I knew instinctively that Katherine would not want that, so I stopped myself.

He came straight over to us and said “Your cocktail Ms. Katherine.”

She took a glass from the tray and the man came directly over to me and held the tray out and said: “I’ve made you some tea miss.”

It was the waiter from breakfast, and he was looking over every inch of my naked body as he held the tray out before me. His eyes moved slowly over me, but he managed not to react. He simply held the tray.

I went to grab the drink quickly so he could be on his way but then had a second thought. I took the drink, but said: “Would you happen to have any sugar I could add to the drink?”

He smiled and said, “I’ll be right back Ms.” And disappeared back into the house.

Katherine smiled and said, “You are even better at this than I was, I must say.”

A moment later the man returned with packets of sugar on the tray. This time I stood up and walked towards him. I added an extra spring to my step to ensure that my small breasts bounced pleasantly as I met him and took the sugar from the tray.

I gave him a wink and a smile and said “Thank you” and poured the sugar into my tea.

As I drank the tea, Katherine gestured towards the pool and said “You are welcome to use the pool anytime you would like. However, clothing is not allowed in the pool of course.”

I smiled back and said “Of course” and then said, “Would it be alright if I go for a swim right now?”

She said “Certainly” and then rose from her seat. She went over to a panel against the wall and flipped a switch. A beautiful set of colored lights came on under the water, making it look like some sort of magical lagoon.

She stepped back over and took her seat back at the patio table, and nodded in the direction of the pool.

I made my way over to the pool and took a step in, surprised to find that it was heated and warm. I took another step or two and then dove in. It felt absolutely amazing to swim naked. So free and wonderful and natural. I honestly wondered why in the world anyone would ever wear a bathing suit when swimming naturally like this felt so soothing and wonderful.

I swam in the amazing warm pool for nearly thirty minutes, enjoying the sensations and the freedom, and then stepped out. I had no towel to dry off with, so I made my way back to the patio table and sat down, naked and dripping.

Katherine gave me her friendly smile and smile and said: “There is one more thing I need you to do before we end this day.”

I looked at her questioningly and she said “I want you to masturbate. Right here, right now.”


CHAPTER 7

As they almost always did lately, her words stunned me. She saw the stunned expression and said “When you masturbated earlier behind the shed, you told me that you went to great lengths to be quiet and not be heard. That is not acceptable. Trying to suppress your voice also suppresses the pleasure you feel. I want you to masturbate, and I want you to be loud and vocal as you do.”

The shocked expression on my face grew and she said “I want to hear how it feels, every detail, and I want you to announce it to the world. There may or may not be anyone else around to hear you, but that is irrelevant. You are not to hold back your voice. Do you understand?”

I did understand, but I was still toiling over the “masturbate out on the patio” part. I couldn’t just do that, out here in the open like that, could I?

I looked at her and her stern expression reminded me that it wasn’t really up to me. She was in charge, and she was determining what I would and would not do, ever since I agreed to have this little adventure with her.

I took a moment and looked around. I gestured towards a lounger by the pool that looked quite comfortable, and more importantly was facing away from the house, where the night staff was working away, and may or may not be about to hear me getting myself off.

I said, “Can I… go over there?”

She smiled and said, “Yes you may.”

I hesitated for a moment until she gestured in the direction of the lounger, and then I finally got up and made my way over. I laid back in the comfortable reclined position and looked up at the stars. The idea of masturbating outside under the stars in the cool night air was not unappealing. I doubt I would ever have just decided to do this on my own, but I wasn’t really dreading it.

I spent a moment simply touching my skin, running my hand gently over my stomach and my sides, feeling the goosebumps rising. A cool breeze passed over my bare body and I smiled. This was going to be fun.

I teased my nipples for a moment. A few seconds was all it took to bring them to full attention, and the gentle caresses of the stiff skin were rewarded with a tingle between my legs.

I traced my hand over the soft skin of my tummy and then down across the clean-shaven skin of my pelvis. I teased myself for a moment, running the tips of my fingers across the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, and then slid the middle finger of my hand down into its destination.

I bit my lip and stifled a gasp at the initial contact, and as soon as I did, I heard a cough from behind me. A cough to remind me that I was not to stifle anything.

In response, I slid my finger back and forth a bit and didn’t stop my voice from forming a low “oh” sound.

I spent a moment gently caressing myself, gliding my hand through the wetness of my pussy softly, and then I parted my legs. I looked out at the back yard. If there were a late-night gardener or security guard out there, they would be looking straight at my parted legs and my spread pussy.

The thought gave me chills and actually pushed me further. I decided I liked the idea of some sort of audience out there, in the dark lurking and watching the movements my hand was making over and around my pussy.

I let out a few low gasps and moans as my pleasure started to rise, and then I heard Katherine behind me say “Tell me what you are doing?”

I whimpered just a little in surprise at her statement and then said in a slightly stilted voice “Touching myself?”

She instantly said, “What are you touching?”

I rubbed some more and said “My pussy.”

There was just a moment of silence and then she said: “Are good girls supposed to touch their own pussies?”

I responded quickly with a whimper. Her words were pushing me further, egging me on. I said a quiet “No.”

Then she said “So you are being… naughty?”

I moaned again in response to her words and the fact that I now had a finger gliding in and out of my pussy at speed. I said “Yes”

She quickly said “Tell me. Tell me how naughty you are being.”

I took in a sharp breath and moaned. I knew what she was after. I said in a louder than expected voice “I’m being so fucking naughty.”

There was another pause in the conversation as my breath grew ragged and my moans melded into more desperate sounds. Then she said “Tell me how it feels. I want to hear it all.”

I moaned and said “Oh god it feels good. it feels so good to be naughty.  So… fucking… good…”

The pleasure was starting to build quickly now. The combination of my bold situation, now running two fingers in and out of my very wet pussy on a lounge chair in the back-yard, along with Katherine’s instruction to describe my situation, were creating a desperate situation within my body.

My pussy was on fire, and I decided to stop teasing myself and go for what I wanted so badly. I said “I’m so close. I can’t wait any longer. It feels so fucking good.”

I moved my hand so that the tips of two fingers pressed around and over my clit and suddenly I was there. I obeyed my instructions and shouted out into the night for the world to hear “Fuck, Fuck, FUCK I’m cumming!”

I thrashed on the lounger, nearly toppling it over at one point as my center of gravity shifted from left to right and back. My fingers moved ever-so-slightly on my clit to ensure the waves of pleasure lasted as long as possible.

The peak of my ecstasy seemed to go on and on and I continued to shout the only words that seemed appropriate “Oh Fuck. Oh, Fuck!”

The pleasure generated by the excitement of the situation and my own tender touch was almost more than I could bear, and finally, mercifully, the waves crashing through me subsided and I was able to fall back into the lounger and focus on trying to take in air.

I gasped for air and curled up into myself, waiting to regain my senses and control of my limbs.

After a few moments of quiet recovery, I leaned over to look past the back of the lounger. Katherine was gone.

I spent another few moments gathering my thoughts. My climax had been so visceral and so powerful. Once again, Katherine was right about everything. Being brazen out here in the open, and not holding back made for an absolutely amazing experience. I could only imagine what she may have in store for me next.

I rose to my feet and made my way over the table where Katherine had been sitting. Not surprisingly, she had taken my dress with her. I stayed in the shadows on the patio as much as possible, and made my way to the back door and into the back of the foyer.

I made my way through, listing for any sounds and trying to stay in the shadows as much as possible. I wasn’t exactly care free about this naked walk to my room, but I wasn’t as scared of being seen as I had been the night before.

I made my way to the hallway headed towards my room when right in front of me, one of the other doors opened and Maggie stepped out. I stopped in my tracks. She looked my way and when she saw me, her face lit up.

She rushed over to me and hugged me, just as she had before and said “Oh Penny I am so glad you are here with us again. It’s awfully late. Is everything OK?”

She didn’t say a word about my nakedness, and she was looking at me almost as if she didn’t realize I was naked. I managed to say “I’m fine. Just… headed back from a swim.”

She smiled again and said “Oh yes. It’s so nice to have someone get some use out of that pool. Most of the year no one uses it at all.”

There was an awkward silence for a moment, and I hoped I would be able to scoot by and run to my room before she did decide to inquire about my lack of clothing. Unexpectedly though she said “Are you headed back to your room? I’ll walk with you” as she gestured down the hallway.

I nodded and gave a slightly uncomfortable smile and said “OK.”

She walked beside me and said, “I didn’t even get to ask you earlier, how is your mom?”

I hesitated for a moment, thinking “really? I’m naked here with you and you want to talk about… normal stuff?” but I certainly didn’t say that. I said “She’s good. She’s off with ‘Doctors without borders’ for a month.”

She perked up and said “Oh I heard. That is so wonderful. So admirable.”

We finished the short walk to my room and she stopped at the door and said: “Is there anything you need before I head off to bed?”

I shrugged and said, “No, I’m fine.”

She smiled and said “OK, well, I’ll see you around then. And be sure to tell your mom I said hello for me when you head home” and she disappeared down the hallway.

I stepped into my room and closed the door. It had been bizarre to walk naked down the hall while having a “normal” conversation with Maggie. I wondered why she didn’t seem to react at all to the fact that I was naked. It was strange, but definitely not the strangest thing that had happed so far on this trip.

I cleaned myself up and fell asleep only a few moments after crawling into the bed.

I woke the next morning the same way I had the day before. To the sound of Katherine milling about in my room, going through my clothes in the dresser. I rubbed my sleepy eyes and heard her say “Please join me.”

I climbed out of the giant bed and stepped over to stand in front of her as I had done the day before. She had two pairs of shorts in her hands, and held one up to me and then the other.

She took a moment to decide and handed the pair of jean shorts to me. They were normal jean shorts, not particularly short. They would certainly cover more of my lower half than the dress had the day before. It seemed strange that she would be planning to have me more covered than the day before.

I waited for her to pick out a shirt to go with the shorts, but she didn’t. She simply said, “This is what you will wear today.”

I was still trying to comprehend when she said “I have a luncheon today at 1:00 with three men from the bank. I would like you to join us for lunch. Bring your phone. Other than that, you can do whatever you would like with the rest of your day.”

And then she left. She left me there holding a pair of jean shorts, and the shocking realization that I would have to spend the entire day, including a luncheon with three men, wearing only a pair of shorts.

I slipped the shorts on and went into the bathroom to take a look at myself in the mirror. I was expecting to be shocked and embarrassed, but I wasn’t at all. My breasts were small but perky, and my nipples were already stiffening from the excitement of the idea that they were going to be visible to everyone all day.

I felt pleased with what I saw. I was not ashamed of my breasts, and I was overcome with a sense of excitement about walking out my door and spending the day letting everyone know that.

And I did just that. I grabbed the blanket from the day before and my book and headed confidently down the hallway. I passed Maggie in the foyer and gave her a smile and a wave, and made my way out into the yard.

I found a nice spot in the sun and plopped down to read, not the least bit concerned with who might or might not see me. It felt wonderful to feel the warm sun and the cool breeze on my chest, and it felt exciting to find myself so carefree about it.

When it was approaching 1:00, I gathered my things and made my way to the dining room. Inside I could hear Katherine talking with a few men. For the first time that day, I hesitated. My resolve to be topless and carefree was tested as I realized that these three men were outsiders. They were not staff members here who had an obligation to be polite and respectful to the guests of the house, no matter how strange they behaved. These men were bankers here on business, and I had no idea how they would react.

But Katherine has instructed me on what to wear and asked me to be there, so I had to assume that she knew what she was doing. I trusted her, and so I took one long breath and stepped into the room.


CHAPTER 8

The conversation stopped instantly as all three bankers in their formal business suits caught sight of me. Katherine smiled a huge smile and said “This is Penelope. She is my guest here at the estate.”

I stepped right up to them, my heart pounding and my breasts wiggling gently in plain view as I walked.

I shook their hands as Katherine said “Please excuse her attire. She’s a bit of a free spirit.”

When I finished shaking the last man’s hand, there was an awkward silence as all three men seemed to have forgotten what they were talking about, or why they were there entirely.

Katherine asked us all to have a seat. After a few stilted moments, the men managed to resume some sort of normal conversation with Katherine. The waiter from the day before brought out an amazing tray of sandwiches and tea, and we all ate while Katherine talked business with the three distracted men.

I was not really involved in the conversation, so I ate quietly and smiled and observed. At one point, Katherine excused herself and left the room.

I was suddenly much more uncomfortable, sitting there topless with only the three strange men, who were now free to turn their full attention to me.

“So, if I may ask, what do you do Penelope?”

I smiled and said “Well, I actually go by Penny. And I’m about to start college in the fall.”

All three acted like they were suddenly very interested in my future and another man said: “That’s wonderful, where will you be going?”

I said, “The local state college actually.”

They were all smiling and nodding and staring at my tits when Katherine reentered the room

As soon as she sat down, my phone buzzed and I looked at it. It was a message from her that she must have sent when she was out. It said, “Spill your tea.”

It didn’t make any sense. Why in the world would she want me to spill my tea? I stole a glance at her as if to ask “are you sure” and she managed to give me a look that said, “Yes, and do it now.”

I made an attempt to appear clumsy and natural as I reached for my glass of tea and knocked it over.

Katherine stood up instantly and said “My god Penelope. What have you done? Do you know how old this table is? Have you no respect? Can you not be careful for just one meal?”

All three men and I were stunned by how strongly she was reacting. One of the men even attempted to come to my defense saying “I’m sure it will be fine.”

But Katherine was in a great huff and said “Nonsense. No, come over here right now Penelope.”

I was confused about exactly what was happening, but I got up and slowly stepped around the table to stand next to her. She gave me a quick wink, but then her stern, angry tone returned and she said “I have put up with quite enough of this disrespect from you. First, you come in here half naked in front of my guests, and now you ruin a four-hundred-year-old antique table. You will have to be punished.”

One of the men actually gasped when she said this, and I almost did as well. Then she shocked us all and said: “I think a few swift whacks on your backside are in order.”

“I want you to slide those shorts down and bend over this table right this minute.”

I hesitated. I know ‘without hesitation’ was one of the terms of our agreement, but the things that Katherine was asking of me almost always seemed to cause me to hesitate. But she ended my hesitation quickly by pounding the table loudly and saying “Now.”

I looked across the table at the three men. I know I looked terrified and they looked scared for me. My heart was racing and I had massive butterflies in my stomach as I reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts. As I opened them, two of the three men gasped and the third man leaned back in his chair as it became obvious to them that I wasn’t wearing panties, and that I had shaved.

I slipped the shorts down just a little, bringing my clean-shaven pussy into clear view of the men, just as Katharine erupted saying “My god girl. Have you no decency at all? What do you have against undergarments?”

I slipped the shorts down past my knees, and then she pressed my back so that I leaned over the table. I reached my arms out and they landed on the table right in front of the three men.

Katherine looked at the three bankers and said: “I am so sorry about this gentlemen, but I have had enough of this disrespect, and I feel I must address it right away.”

I was bent over the table and managed to look up at one of the men just as Katherine’s hand came down onto my ass, hard.

I actually yelped and lunged forward a bit in reaction to the hard spanking on my ass. I turned back to look at her to try and react but she cut off my words with a second hard smack.

I looked over at the men who all looked like they were having mixed emotions. They looked as if they thought I needed to be rescued from this wicked situation, but they also looked like they didn’t want to interrupt an amazing spectacle.

The soft skin of my ass was burning, my bare chest was pressed against the cold wooden table and all I could think of was how much it was all turning me on.

I whimpered and reacted as she gave my ass another hard smack, and then another. She said “You will learn to be respectful of my house and my things, even if I have to do this every… single… day.”

She gave another smack and I noticed a new sensation that seemed to be almost more powerful than the pain of the spankings. The sensation of pleasure swelling between my legs.

I glanced at the men once more. They all looked like deer caught in headlights. I could feel them wanting to react but not knowing what to do. I decided I would give them one more wild surprise, and as Katherine gave me another hard smack and then another, I looked at each of them in the eye and smiled.

Their concerned expressions turned to blatant shock as I smiled at them while Katherine’s sharp hand reddened my ass even more. Finally, she decided the punishment was over. She said, “Now stand up.”

I stood but did not reach to pull my shorts up. I had not been instructed to, and I was getting used to doing things only when instructed.

She said “I hope you will finally learn a lesson from this. Now put your shorts back on and get out of my sight.”

She gave a small, almost unnoticeable wink, and I scampered out of the living room. I kept moving quickly, with a sense of urgency. My pussy was nearly dripping wet and I needed to find a place where I could be alone, fast.

I found my way to the small lounge where I had watched television the day before. My shorts hit the floor at almost the same moment that I managed to get the door shut, and one fast second later I was on my back on the couch with my legs spread wide and the middle finger of my right-hand pressing circles over my clit.

I needed no teasing or build up. The spankings on my bare ass as I was bent over the dining room table had brought me surprisingly close to orgasm already. For a split second, I wondered how many more spankings I could have taken before I would have climaxed right on the table in front of my audience, at the hand of my torturer.

That thought, along with the tight circles I was tracing quickly over my clit had me screaming out in orgasm on the leather couch a mere moment after finding my way there. My body tightened and a loud whale of pleasure escaped me while the now familiar feeling of intense climax hit me over and over and over again.

When I finally collapsed back onto the slick leather of the couch, a content smile overcame me and I actually laid there laughing like a fool at the strange and wonderful circumstances I found myself in.

I got up and found that I was very thirsty. I had spilled my tea after all. I put my shorts back on and opened the door, and for a moment wondered if there would be anyone out there who had just heard my exciting but short performance in the lounge. I didn’t see anyone, so I casually made my way to the kitchen.

As I stepped in, I saw Peter and two other men hard at work cooking something that smelled amazing. I was still topless but barely gave it a thought as I gave them all a nice smile and a wave and made my way past them to a refrigerator where I grabbed a bottled water, and then to the pantry where I found myself a snack.

I took the snack and the water and went and stood at the counter next to Peter, who said “So nice to see you again Penny. So, what have you been up to?”

I almost laughed out loud at the question and thought how bizarre it would be to actually tell him what I had been up to. Instead, I said “Not much really. Just relaxing and exploring this amazing place.”

He smiled back. Just like Maggie, he made no mention of the way I was dressed and acted as if he didn’t even notice. And just like Maggie, he asked, “So how is your mom?”

I answered his question and we continued to talk about nothing in particular for a few more minutes while he kneaded the dough and I ate crackers.

I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. It was a message from Katherine saying “Meet me in your room.”

I said “I’ve got to run” to Peter, and as I was walking out he said, “Penny, I don’t know what you have planned, but some of the other staff and I will be playing poker here around 8:00 tonight if you want to join us.”

I said “OK, that sounds nice” and then made my way to my room. Katherine was already there, rummaging through my drawers once again. I expected her to make some mention of the spanking in the dining room, or ask about what I did when I left, but she didn’t.

She pulled out a small t-shirt and said: “Please try this on for me.” I did as I was asked and pulled the shirt over my head. It was a small, tight shirt that only came down to about my belly button, leaving a couple of inches of my tummy exposed between where it ended and my shorts began. The soft fabric of the shirt was tight across my breasts, showing prominent indentations where my stiff nipples pressed against the fabric.

She examined me for a moment and said: “That will work.” I thought again that it was strange that she was providing me with more clothing, leaving me even more covered than I was. That was until she said, “Now remove the shorts.”

I removed the shorts and waited for her to pick out a new pair of shorts, or jeans or a skirt or something. She did none of those things. She looked down at my exposed pussy and my entire bare lower half and simply said: “Yes, that will work nicely.”

She turned and headed for the door. On her way out she said “Meet me in my office at 10:00” and then she left.

I made my way to the bathroom to examine myself once more. I looked like a girl who was getting ready for bed, to sleep in her little t-shirt and panties, but I had somehow forgotten the panties.

For just a second, the thoughts that a normal person would have entered my mind. Thoughts like “Oh my god you can’t let anyone see you like this.” But that was the old me. Then the new me thought “I think I’ll go for a walk.”

I headed out of my room and down the hall to the grand foyer. When I reached the end of the hall, I saw a group of two men and a woman whom I had never met, working to hang decorations in the foyer for the charity event that was happening the following day.

I didn’t even hesitate for a second at the end of the hall, but simply walked straight out into the foyer and gave them all a cute smile as I passed, leaving them in shock, and causing a momentary delay in their work.

I looked out the back and saw a group of people setting up other decorations on the patio as well. I decided that that was where I was headed next. I made my way out the back door and past all of them, leaving shocked, staring strangers in my wake as I walked bottomless past them and made my way to the lounger.

My lounger, the one that I had masturbated in the night before. I adjusted it to lay back fully, and then laid on my stomach and quickly drifted off to sleep, napping as I listened with a smile to the people working and whispering about my state of undress.

When I woke, I continued to explore the grounds a bit, and then made my way to the kitchen for dinner. At 8:00, I met Peter in the kitchen for poker. He and two other men from the kitchen were there, along with Maggie and another woman she worked with.

The six of us sat at a round table where I informed them all that I had no idea how to play. They were all very patient with me, teaching me how to play, and I realized that fifteen minutes into our game, I had completely forgotten how I was dressed.

Every now and then I would get a quick spike of shock as I glanced down at myself and saw my bald pussy so blatantly displayed, but, though everyone at the table spent plenty of time looking, no one made any remarks or made me feel uncomfortable at all. It was all very pleasant and normal.

When the clock on the wall reached 9:50, I told the group how much I appreciated them letting me play, and made my way out of the kitchen and off to Katherine’s office.


CHAPTER 9

When I entered her office, she was sitting at the desk, and an older man that I recognized as one of the butlers was sitting in one of the chairs in front of it. Both turned to look at me in the doorway. She said, “Please remove your shirt and bring it to me.”

I looked at the man who was already staring blatantly at my exposed pussy, and then I did as she asked. I pulled the shirt up and over my head and walked over and handed it to her.

She made a show of folding it and setting it on her desk, and said: “Now, please have a seat.” The only chair available was right next to the older man and was turned to face him. I stepped over past him and sat.

He turned his chair to face me and Katherine said “This is Henry, my trusted butler, and friend. I have asked him here to assist us with tonight’s… activities.”

I gave him a shy smile, and he smiled a warm butler smile back. Then Katherine said, “I would like you to place one of your legs up and over each of the arms of the chair you are sitting in so that Henry may get a very good look at your pussy.”

I hesitated again for a moment, as butterflies the size of bats launched in circles in my stomach. Many people in the estate had seen my private areas over the past couple of days, in flirtatious flashes and other passing situations, but none had been so close. None had been there merely for the purpose of looking at me.

I looked back and forth from Henry to Katherine and finally did as instructed. I lifted my right leg and placed it over the right arm of the chair, and then did the same with my left. My legs were spread obscenely, and my pussy was spread open wide.

I had never felt so exposed in my life, as Henry actually leaned in and, with a kind smile that would have been reassuring in just about any other situation, said “My dear, your pussy is absolutely lovely. The most beautiful I have ever seen, I think.”

His words gave me goosebumps and caused such mixed feelings inside of me. It felt so wrong to be spread out for this stranger, so humiliating, and yet it felt so undeniably naughty and thrilling.

He continued to look directly between my legs and speak “The curves of the soft, supple pink skin are absolutely perfect, and the way your plump lips protrude just ever so slightly is absolutely adorable.”

I felt a flash of heat pass through me as he spoke so blatantly about my most private area, and Katherine said “Penny. I would like you to masturbate for Henry, while he watches.”

I looked at her in shock, and she continued “I would like you to give yourself pleasure, and take pleasure in showing yourself to him.”

I looked back at Henry who was still smiling, as Katherine said “And I want you to tell us how it feels. Tell us how it feels to have the eyes of a stranger on you as you pleasure yourself.”

I sat for a moment, my mind reeling in conflict. I had never felt so torn about anything in my life. The old me wanted to run away from the crazy, humiliating situation, but the new me wanted to do exactly what Katherine had asked.

So far, Katherine had been right about everything. Every situation she had put me in and everything she asked me to do gave me pleasure beyond anything I could have even imagined before coming to stay with her.

I loved it. I loved every minute of showing myself off to anyone who was willing to look, and somehow, she knew I would. And now she wanted me to go even further. It felt like some sort of pivotal moment.

Having people see me naked was one thing. I loved being naked, and being naked around people was simply a more thrilling version of being naked. But having someone watch me touch myself in such a personal way. That was a different kind of exposure.

There was nothing more personal and private and intimate. Letting a stranger in on such an intimate experience, to watch the movements my hand would make on my pussy, to see my face and hear my voice as I experienced such powerful pleasure. It seemed absolutely wrong and dirty and terrifying and naughty. And the one thing I had learned about myself over the past two days was that I loved being naughty.

I took in a deep breath and as I slowly let it out, I lifted my hand to glide my fingers gently across the soft skin of my neck. I teased my own skin and felt the goosebumps rise as the very tip of my fingers passed down across my collar bone and slid to my breast.

A second of attention was all it took, and I looked at the man across from me who was smiling as he saw my nipples grow stiff. I could feel a magical connection from my nipples to my core, causing a stir inside of me that beckoned me to continue.

The man seemed to be on the edge of his seat, smiling and observing every move I made. I didn’t make him wait long. In one fast motion, I adjusted my position slightly and drove my hand down between my legs. The feeling was almost overwhelming when my hand first contacted the hyper-sensitive flesh of my pussy.

My back arched slightly automatically, and I looked directly at my spectator and used two fingers to spread my glistening lips apart and expose everything I had to him. He let out a quiet gasp as he set his eyes on the wet pink flesh inside of me.

Unable to resist, I began to slide my hand up and down in exaggerated movements, my middle finger sliding in between my lips and my other fingers sliding around them. The feeling was out of this world, made ten times more powerful by the man’s eyes taking in every movement.

I heard Katherine say “How does it feel to have this man watch you touch yourself?”

I spoke, but my breath caught and with a small whimper I said “amazing.”

I knew what she wanted from me, and I wanted it too. As I moved my hand slowly at first, and then faster, I began to speak. “Oh Fuck, that feels so good. God, I love this. I love touching my pussy.”

The moment was unbelievable. I wanted him to see me, and I wanted to show him more. I said “I love having you watch me. I want you to see me”

I adjusted slightly and looked right at his face, seeing his eyebrows lift in excitement as I slid a finger into myself. The excitement of the situation was almost more than I could bear, and within a moment I changed from putting on a little show to outright fucking myself.

I slid two fingers in and out of my pussy as hard and as fast as I could and through ragged breaths kept letting my audience know how I felt.

“Oh Fuck it feels so… fucking… good…”

My eyes kept closing in response to the waves of pleasure, but I continued to open them, to watch the man watching me. I felt myself climbing towards climax at amazing speed.

Rather than lean back and close my eyes, I forced myself into a more upright position. Just as I felt the cusp of climax within reach, I stopped moving my hand and removed my wet fingers from my aching pussy.

The man looked up at me without words, his expression saying “Why did you stop.” Without speaking, I gave him a wry smile that said: “Watch this.”

With my left hand, I reached down and pinched the skin at the top of my pussy just slightly, and exposed my clit to my spectator. He smiled as he saw my pleasure button, the center of my world at that very moment. And then with the small middle finger of my right hand, I pressed the button.

Just as I knew it would, the climax that was forming within me, begging to come to life, exploded. No matter how hard I tried to keep my eyes open, I could not. They were forced shut and every muscle in my body was forced tense as an orgasm the likes I had never known consumed me.

I knew Katherine wanted me to speak, but I only shouted out nonsensical noises. Cries and whimpers and squeals as the powerful climax grew from my core and exploded outward causing every nerve in my body to tingle with pleasure. The man’s eyes on me were like gasoline on my fire, and I came and came and came as he watched.

I thrashed in the chair and leaned upward to try and keep from falling. The pleasurable waves kept coming for what seemed like hours and then finally, completely spent and nearly unable to breathe, I collapsed back into the chair in a heap.

I looked up at the man and his pleasant smile as I tried to calm my breathing. I looked over at Katherine who was smiling a knowing smile as well. All three of us sat there in silence for a moment and then finally Katherine spoke. All she said was “good girl”.


CHAPTER 10

As I laid there curled up in the chair, Henry rose and Katherine nodded at him. Then he looked down at me and extended his hand to shake mine. I shook his hand and he said “Thank you, my dear, for sharing such an amazing and intimate experience with me. You are a beautiful and charming young lady. I wish you the best.”

I had no idea what to say back to him, so I simply smiled and then he left the room.

As soon as he was gone, Katherine began to speak in a matter-of-fact tone once again. She said “As you know, tomorrow afternoon is our charity event. I was hoping that you might help us with a few… fundraisers.”

I had been thinking about how wonderful it was that Katherine was planning such an event to raise money for such an amazing cause and I quickly said “Absolutely. I’d love to help raise money.”

She smiled and said “I thought you might say that. I believe I have devised a few ways that you can help to bring in a few sizable donations and enjoy yourself at the same time.”

There was a pause and she said “I will not be coming to your room in the morning to pick out your clothes, as you won’t be wearing any for the first part of the day. I would like you to stay completely undressed and join us on the patio to help set up the decorations for the event.”

I was only slightly shocked that she wanted me to be completely naked the next day, as it seemed like sort of the logical next step in this adventure. I did wonder how she wanted me to dress for the charity event though. Surely naked was not an option for a charity gala.

As if reading my mind, she said: “Just before the party at 3:30 I would like you to come to my room, where we will find you some appropriate clothing to wear and get you ready.”

And then without another word, she rose, picked up my shirt from her desk, and left the room. I sat there curled up naked in the chair for a few moments reflecting on the day. It was all so overwhelming and wonderful, I found myself smiling a goofy smile.

I got up and made my way back to my room, without giving a thought to trying to hide in the shadows or cover myself in any way.

The next morning, I woke and showered. I went through my normal morning routine, with the exception of the part where I usually got dressed. Still completely naked, I walked without hesitation to the kitchen, where Peter greeted me with another friendly hug and plate of pancakes.

I stood in the kitchen and chatted with him a bit about nothing in particular as I ate my pancakes. When I was finished, I made my way to the back of the house and looked out at the patio. I saw Maggie and two other women working on setting tablecloths in place over a group of patio tables, and a handyman on a ladder hanging decorations.

Without giving it a second thought, I stepped out and greeted Maggie and offered to help. She welcomed my help and I spent the better part of the day with her, placing table settings and preparing the space, without giving much thought at all to the fact that I was naked.

At one point in the heat of the afternoon, I decided to take a break and take a little swim. I stepped into the warm water of the pool and once again reaffirmed my belief that swimming was meant to be done naked, and I planned to throw away all of my bathing suits as soon as I got home.

At around 3:00 I got out of the pool and laid in a lounger to air dry in the warm sun, before making my way to Katherine’s bedroom.

I knocked on her door and entered when instructed. She was wearing a gorgeous evening gown that accentuated her figure and made her look almost like royalty.

She said “Follow me” and gestured over towards her bed. On the bed were some clothes that I had never seen before. There were a matching bra and panty set that were white with lots of frills and lace and a pretty looking sundress that was also white and lacy.

She pointed at the clothes and said: “This is what you will be wearing for the charity event this evening.”

The items appeared to still have the price tags on them. When I looked at the dress, the tag attached said $10,000.00. My eyes grew wide as I tried to imagine why a person would have paid that much money for such a dress. I mean, it was pretty but not that pretty.

I knew something else was going on when I looked at the bra and the tag said $20,000.00 and the tag on the panties said $30,000.00.

I looked at her and said “You didn’t… You couldn’t possibly have paid this much for these clothes.”

She broke out in a mischievous smile and said “Oh no dear. Those are the prices that our guests will have to pay to buy them from you. If one of the guests should choose to purchase the item, you will take it off and give it to them.”

Once again she had caught me off guard. She was planning to offer my clothes to the guests at the party. They were going to be able to buy them from me, meaning that I could end up having to give away all of my clothes. Which meant that I could end up cavorting at this party with nearly twenty guests, naked.

I said “Is that… OK? I mean, won’t there be people at the party who might object to me prancing around in my underwear, or… less?”

She smiled again and said “Oh come now dear, don’t be so modest. There is likely not a man or woman in this town who would object to seeing such a lovely young woman as yourself undress.”

I blushed a bit and she said: “I know each of the guests personally, and I can guarantee that they have all been a party to far more scandalous events than you running around in your birthday suit.”

After another pause, she said “It’s a win-win really. This way you get to be exposed to a large group of people, which we have already determined that you enjoy, and you get to contribute to the fundraising efforts.”

She didn’t really have to convince me, but because she had put such crazy prices on the items, I imagined that I would likely just be walking around all night fully dressed with silly tags hanging off of my clothes and underwear.

I put the panties and bra on. They were a perfect fit and were more cute and frilly and girly than what you might think of as traditionally sexy, though they were quite tight fitting and revealing. I slipped the dress on as well, which was also a perfect fit. It was longer than the sundress I had worn a couple of days before, but not by much, and it hugged my curves in all the right places, to give the guests a hint of what they might see if they bought it from me.

For the next hour, I followed Katherine around as she welcomed guests into the estate. She collected a large check from each of the twenty visitors upon arrival, and $200,000.00 was raised for the children’s hospital right from the very start.

Everyone began drinking and chatting freely, and Katherine and I mingled for about an hour. At one point very early on, Katherine leaned into my ear and said: “I want you to imagine what it will be like to mingle with these folks once I sell your clothes right off of you.”

The idea and her naughty words in my ear caused a shiver of excitement within me, though I was still unconvinced that anyone was going to pay these huge amounts of money to get me undressed.

Everyone was extremely friendly and pleasant. After an hour of drinking and chatting, Katherine stepped up to the front of the patio in front of a microphone that had been placed there. She tapped the mic and said “Hello everyone, and welcome to the third annual fundraiser for the Kinston Children’s Hospital. I want to thank you all for the very generous donations you have already given, and I hope that you will keep your wallets open for some of the additional events we have in store.”

Everyone laughed and she went on to explain the silent auction that was taking place for a series of impressive looking items set out on a table at the back of the patio. She explained the rules for a raffle and a few other games and events that would take place as an excuse to raise more money.

Then she said “Penelope dear, would you mind joining me here for a moment?”

This caught me off guard, and I made my way through the crowd to the front. She said “For anyone who has not yet met her, this is Penelope, she is a friend of the family and my guest for the week. She is very eager to help out with the fundraising this evening. Though she does not have the vast wealth that many of you have, she has offered to sell what she does have, which is, the clothes she is wearing.”

There was a quiet rustle of surprised sounds and whispering within the crowd. I suddenly felt very stupid and out of place. I was certain these very rich, very important people had far better things to concern themselves with than little old me.

But I looked over at Katherine and as the rustle grew louder, she smiled. And then, something amazing happened. A slow, quiet round of applause came from the crowd. A few people clapped at first, and then more until all twenty guests were clapping for the idea of me getting undressed.

When the small round of applause died down, Katherine said: “You will notice that there are price tags attached to each of the items of clothing that Penelope is…”

She was interrupted by a shout from a man at the back of the group who said: “How much for the dress?”

Katherine was surprised by the outburst at first, but then her formal smile returned and she said: “We have placed a price of $10,000.00 on the dr….”

“Done!” the man shouted. The handsome older man in a sharp tuxedo made his way through the crowd and stopped right in front of me. He pulled a leather-bound checkbook out, scribbled quickly on it and then handed it to Katherine without taking his eyes off of me. Then, he smiled a very kind looking smile and extended his hand.

I was stunned. I had somewhat been preparing myself for the possibility of removing my dress at some point that evening, but I really didn’t think it would happen, and certainly not so quickly.

I looked over at Katherine who examined the check and then stepped to the microphone once more. She said “Well, that was fast. It appears that Mr. Brotherton is now the owner of Penelope’s pretty little sundress.”

The crowd gave a laugh, and then all eyes were on me. The man in front of me stood stone still, smiling and holding out his hand, to take possession of the dress that he had just purchased for $10,000.00.

I took a deep breath and looked around. More than twenty people were looking up at me expectantly. My head was spinning and my heart was racing. For a split second, I felt like I couldn’t do it. It was too much. Too many people. I looked at Katherine once more, and her stern expression reminded me quickly of our agreement, and of how much I had enjoyed all of the other challenges she had presented me.

I focused only on the generous man in front of me and reached down with both hands to grab the bottom of the dress. With a slow, careful motion I pulled the dress up and over my head.

A round of “ohs” and “ahs” erupted from the group as my underwear covered body came into view. It was embarrassing and uncomfortable and wonderful. I made a little show of folding the dress and handing it to the man, who took my hand and kissed it and then stepped back into the crowd.

I was suddenly overcome with the most powerful feelings. I felt drunk with the feelings of excitement as twenty people took in the flesh of my body, with parts barely concealed by the small, revealing underwear I was wearing. I kept taking deep breaths and trying to smile as suddenly, another small round of applause erupted.

Katherine approached the microphone once more and said: “Well then If you would all like to…”

But she was interrupted once more by a woman’s voice who shouted: “How much for the bra?”

The woman was at the front of the crowd. She had her arm in the arm of the man next to her, who I assumed was her husband. She was smiling politely and waiting for a response.

Katherine said, “Well, I thought that we might wait a bit…”

But she was interrupted a third time by a man who shouted: “How much for the panties?”

Katherine stammered a bit and said “Well, let’s see. I suppose we can…”

And another voice shouted, “How much for both?”

This brought a rumble from the crowd, and Katherine said: “Well, we have assigned a price of $20,000.00 for the bra, and $30,000.00 for the panties, but I think we should wait a little while before we offer their sale.”

Instantly the first woman said “I’ll have the bra then” and a new male voice said, “I’ll buy the panties.”

And then, the strangest thing happened. A bizarre sort of bidding war took place, as a few members of the crowd began to offer higher and higher prices. The short bidding was ended suddenly when the woman up front shouted: “I’ll give $100,000.00 for the lot, but I want them right now.”

A quick rumble of “ohs” and “ahs” took place once more, followed by another mild round of applause to acknowledge the new owner of my underwear.


CHAPTER 11

Katherine leaned into the microphone and said “Well, I guess that is settled then. It would appear that Mr. and Mrs. Hazelwood are now the new owners of Penelope’s bra and panties. If you would, please step forward to collect your purchase.”

Once again, all eyes were on me as the two came forward arm in arm, and stopped right in front of me.

The feeling of excitement and exhilaration burning inside of me was almost unbearable. Was I really about to do this? There was certainly no turning back, as the woman pulled a checkbook from her purse and wrote a check for an astounding amount of money, and handed it to Katherine.

I could not back out now, though I really didn’t want to. I looked around the patio as I reached behind myself to unhook my bra. I actually smiled as it sank in that I was about to reveal my bare breasts to this large crowd.

My breasts, which up until a few months ago, I kept covered and protected like a state secret. Which up until this week had not been seen by anyone.

I actually shivered slightly as I pulled the fabric of my bra away from my body. I handed the bra to Mrs. Hazelwood and stood straight, fighting mightily against the urge to cover my breasts with my hands.

I looked out at the crowd. The evening air and the large group of eyeballs on my breasts caused my nipples to stiffen quickly, and the round of quiet applause that followed gave me goosebumps that I thought may never subside.

I reveled in the feeling of brazenness and naughtiness as this large group of people examined my bare breasts. I could feel their eyes on my skin as if they were caressing me. I got lost in the feeling for a moment until I remembered, I wasn’t finished.

The couple still stood there in front of me, because I had only delivered half of what they had purchased.

I realized that no amount of deep breaths would quell the butterflies that were fluttering insanely inside of me, so I decided to simply go for it. I smiled at the couple who were waiting patiently, and then slipped my thumbs beneath the waistline of the panties.

I felt like I should perform some sort of sexy dance as I slipped them off, but that wasn’t really a forte of mine. Instead, I gave a silly little wiggle and a giggle as I slipped them to the ground.

I quickly reached down to pick them up and hand them over, and then stood for all to see.

The feeling was electric, standing completely naked and totally exposed to this group of twenty eager strangers. I watched them as they looked at me, every inch of me, from my soft braided hair, over my pert breasts and nipples, across my tummy and down to the completely exposed flesh of my pussy.

I shivered once more with a chill of excitement, as a final round of applause was given for my nakedness. I smiled a bright smile and felt truly amazing. The moment was magical, and suddenly all of my hesitation was gone. As if I had taken the final step in a major life change of some sort, I suddenly felt like I didn’t care how many people saw me naked. The more the merrier.

I spent the next two hours having an absolutely wonderful time with the group of generous guests. For a while after the sale of my clothes, I simply mingled naked, having normal everyday conversations with different gatherings of people.

I talked about college and my hobbies and anything else I was asked about, and the guests were all so friendly and encouraging.

To get the ball rolling on the silent auction, Katherine handed me the microphone and I stood naked on the small platform reading the descriptions of each item that was up for sale.

After I presented the auction, a small band began playing and the group began dancing. As the young naked girl, I was quite a popular dance partner, and I slow danced with just about every guest. They were all quite pleasant and respectful, and no one made me feel uncomfortable in the slightest.

As the evening went on, I noticed Henry carrying a clipboard around, having quiet conversations with each of the guests. He seemed to be writing something down on the clipboard and then collecting another check from each of them.

When he had spoken to each guest, he went to have a conversation with Katherine. I wondered what he was up to, and what he could possibly be doing to get these folks to write yet another check.

When the party seemed to be winding down, Katherine approached the microphone once more. She got everyone’s attention and said: “Well, I want to once again thank you all for such an amazingly successful event, and for your generosity.”

There was a resounding round of applause and she said “As you all have discussed with Henry, we have one final treat planned for you. It was our thought that this would be a more private, intimate event that only a few of you would choose to participate in, but as it turns out, every single one of you has made the additional donation, and chosen to participate.”

“With that said, instead of moving into the indoor lounge as we had planned, we have decided to have the final event take place right here.”

Katherine looked at me and said “Penelope, will you join me here on stage.”

I approached the stage smiling, now completely unembarrassed about my lack of clothing. I had reached an amazing level of self-confidence and felt as if I could handle just about anything.

Wow, was I wrong.

As I approached the stage, Katherine said: “Now, as the final event for the evening, since you have all donated the additional $5,000.00 each to our wonderful cause, Penelope will now lay back in this comfortable lounge chair and masturbate herself to climax, for you all to see.”

CHAPTER

It was one of those crazy moments where I was smiling a stupid smile and even started to clap along with the crowd before the meaning of her words sank in. I found my smile fading and I looked at Katherine with a look of astonishment. What did she just say?

Obviously, she had lost her mind. They all had. Every person standing on the patio at that very moment was insane. They all thought that I was going to just plop down on the recliner and… do that? And they were cheering and applauding. Even worse, they had all paid an additional $5,000.00 to see it?

I looked back and forth from people in the crowd to Katherine. They were all smiling. Some of the smiles were excitement. Some were more naughty. Katherine’s was an intense, knowing smile. She knew me far better than I knew myself, and she knew that this was something I would do. More than that, she knew that this was something I would enjoy.

And she wasn’t wrong.

The idea did excite me. It thrilled me and turned me on immensely. But there was a huge difference between being turned on by the idea of a thing, and doing that thing.

I had done it the night before, in front of Henry. He had watched every movement, every stroke and his eyes on me made me burn hotter than ever before.

As I looked around wearily, nervous and shocked, the realization finally hit me. There was no reason to try and fight it any longer. I loved this. I loved it all. I loved being naked, being seen, and being watched. I loved to show it all. I wanted people to see me, all of me, and as I discovered the night before, I wanted people to see me in my most intimate moments. I was ready to welcome spectators to my most carnal pleasure. And for a girl who felt this way, how many times would she get a chance like this?

As I continued to look around and continued to grow comfortable with my revelation, my weary, nervous look slowly turned into a confident, accepting smile.

My smile generated more cheers from the crowd, and I turned to see Henry placing my trusty old lounge chair on the small stage beside me.

There was no need for a deep breath or a moment to build my nerve. I was ready.

I did one final thing before I laid down on the chair. I reached behind it and made an adjustment. I lifted the back of the chair upwards so that when I sat it in, I could see the faces of the people watching me.

I laid myself in the reclined position and made an effort to make eye contact with all twenty people standing before me. And then I began.

I started out slowly, by gently teasing the nipple on my left breast with two fingers. I savored the sensation of being watched as it grew stiff and then repeated on the right. The wonderful sensations of my caress on my breasts seemed to be directly connected to the soft flesh between my legs. Each tease and touch of my nipple caused an immediate twinge and tingle between my legs.

I looked out at the crowd again and parted my legs wide in one smooth, elegant move. Each of my legs slid off of a side of the chair, and my glistening pussy parted open for all to see.

The feeling was unbelievable. The “oohs” from the crowd and the eyes on me set my body on fire. Without moving for a moment, I felt as if the eyes on me were caressing me, and the sounds of the stunned but muffled voices touched me deep inside.

Finally, I slid my right hand slowly over my stomach, over my shaved pelvis, and down between my legs. I was not at all surprised to find my pussy was nearly dripping wet.

My middle finger was coated with my juices instantly as it glided down in between the soft lips of my pussy. The feeling was almost startlingly intense, and I made an effort not to close my eyes. I wanted to watch them watching me.

I slid my hand slowly back and forth over my pussy, gliding my outer fingers around the edges, gently pinching the soft lips, and sliding my middle finger right down the middle. I bit my lip and smiled a weak smile as I realized just how powerful this was going to be.

It was a vicious cycle of ecstasy. The moves I was making ensured that every eye was on me, and the eyes on me caused me to push further.

Without even realizing it I let out a long moan. I had only just started and had not even made a movement towards my clit, but I was already on the verge of a climax.

I felt torn between the desire to make this last as long as possible and to rock back and cum like a wild animal. But then I realized, I could do both. I made a little show of sliding one finger deep inside my pussy, and the gasps that erupted from the crowd pushed me over the brink.

I gave up my effort to keep my eyes open and pressed my head back into the cushion of the lounger. I shouted out “Oh FUCK!” as the first shocking wave of ecstasy hit me. I could hear more gasps and muffled talking as forty eyes watched my naked body wriggle and writhe through a shockwave of pleasure.

I fucked myself harder and I came for my audience. Like a naughty girl. Like a good girl. I came and came and came. I continued to shout the only words that made sense to me as my body and mind were overwhelmed “Oh Fuck. OH FUCK!”

It was the climax to beat all climaxes. The seed that was planted as a slow-burning feeling in my core when I stripped in front of this crowd, was now blossoming as a carnal explosion. The indescribable feelings passed through me and each move I made generated more gasps from my observers.

Finally, the climax passed, and I slid back into the lounger, relaxing and taking in breath while my audience broke out into loud cheers and applause. The applause went on and my mind cleared, and then I felt an urgent need to communicate with them. I needed to let them know that I wasn’t done.


CHAPTER 12

I opened my eyes and looked out at the crowd and smiled, and then my hand began moving slowly over my pussy once more. The applause of appreciation turned into cheers of encouragement. The subdued crowd became a raucous party and I made an effort to look each person in the eye again as I worked towards a second release.

With my left hand, I reached down and gently tugged at the skin around my clit, exposing it for all to see, and for the fingers of my right hand to access. Touching my clit with forty eyes on me felt like setting my body on fire. I trembled and whimpered and spit out sounds that no longer formed into words as the touch my small finger on the small nub of my clit created gigantic waves of pleasure in every nerve of my body.

Each pair of eyes on me multiplied the intensity of my pleasure and compounded the power of my second, even more powerful climax. I worked hard and nearly pulled a muscle in my arm trying to keep my finger in place on my clit as my body thrashed about on the lounger.

The small group of formal guests, serious businessmen and women with great power and wealth, turned into a cheering, laughing, howling gaggle that responded instantly to every move that my body made. I rocked and shook and screamed out in reaction to every pulse of orgasmic pleasure.

I rode the waves as far as they would take me, and then finally collapsed again. My blurred vision cleared and I was able to focus once more on the rowdy applause from my group of spectators.

In my mind, I wanted to keep going. I felt like I needed to keep going. I wanted more. More people to see me, more eyes on me, more climaxes. But my body was spent and the party was winding down around me as I collected my breath and curled up on the lounger and closed my eyes to bask in the bliss I had created.

I reached back and reclined the lounger fully, and laid back to rest. I heard the hustle and bustle of the event grow quieter and quieter as more guests said their goodbyes, and then finally, all was quiet.

I heard a rustle in a chair next to me and looked up to see Katherine smiling down on me. When she saw me open my eyes, she said: “You, my dear, raised a tremendous amount of money for a great cause tonight.”

I smiled back at her and she said: “But something tells me, you just might have done it for free.”

I laughed at this, and she laughed with me. I said “I feel like a totally new person. Like I’ve changed. Transformed from a bottled-up little girl into a totally free woman.”

This caused another genuine smile to form on Katherine’s face. She said “I’m very happy for you. I remember having the exact same feeling. But I want you to know, even though this has been a bizarre week of challenges and new adventures for you, the adventure doesn’t have to end here.”

She paused and said “I have nothing further to teach you now. From now on, I won’t be giving instructions. It’s up to you now to challenge yourself in your own way, and create your own adventure.”

I rolled onto my back and smiled. I listened for a minute to the sounds of the crickets all around, and an owl in the distance. My smile grew brighter and I said: “I can’t wait.”

I opened my eyes to see that Katherine was gone. No one was around at all, and I was left alone on the patio, naked in the moonlight. With a content smile and a blissful feeling still coursing through my body, I rolled over and drifted off to sleep, imagining the amazing future that lay ahead of me.
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