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One Step Too
Far






 I
pull open the door to the lecture hall and focus on my body like I
always do before giving a presentation. Normally my hands would be
shaking and I'm shocked to find them perfectly still. My expected
anxiety is due to my defense of years of graduate work to receive
my PhD in front of a dissertation committee. My gatekeepers consist
of my clinical supervisor, the department head of psychology and my
ethics instructor. Also in attendance are several friends from my
cohort. They think they're here to support me and alleviate the
anxiety I should have. The real reason I'm so calm is because my
only concern is to get off. It's common for people with stage
fright to picture the audience naked, but if I’m going to get
through this, I need to imagine the audience seeing me
naked.

I blame Jenna because this was her
idea. Earlier this morning I was a nervous wreck, pacing back and
forth and anticipating failing my dissertation defense. Like a
superhero, Jenna scooped me into her strong arms and pulled me
close to whisper, "Babe, here's what I want you to do. I want you
to think about all those important people you're afraid of and then
think about me standing behind you, taking off your clothes without
being seen by anyone, including you." At first I looked at her like
she was crazy, but then I found myself pushing hard against her
thigh because my anxiety had gone away, replaced by pure lust. This
is why I love her because she knew the power my fantasy had over my
mind, powerful enough to override any fear of failure I had about
my career. I have five years of experience as a graduate level
psychologist and yet, Jenna knows exactly what to say to soothe me
with zero years as a psychologist.

Not all blame belongs to my partner,
the rest goes to Daffy Duck. As a teenager, I watched him get
chased by a man with a shotgun. At this age, my cartoons were gods
and when I saw Daffy get his feathers blown off, causing him to
cover his naked body, I wondered why all of the sudden I felt the
need to squeeze a couch cushion between my legs to sate the strange
feeling I had in between them. Seeing this sly genius transform
into a vulnerable blushing creature covering his modesty sowed the
seeds to my sexuality. Anytime I saw a situation in which an
animated character's pants fell or their fur was shaved off, I
would find myself getting hot under my pajamas. As I got older,
this pattern evolved from cartoons to pin-ups of women with their
shocked expressions as the wind blew their skirts up and revealed
their undergarments. The embarrassment on their faces that
represented their loss of dignity struck a chord in my mind and my
budding sexuality. The vulnerability from being exposed against
ones will and desperately trying to cover up was something I always
thought about when I discovered masturbation. The idea of my pants
falling in high school and everyone seeing me in my panties would
instantly make me wet. I thought about how helpless I would be to
anyone who watched. Losing my clothes in public would make me
submissive to everyone.

Panty play was also important in my
evolving kink because they were an extension of peoples'
personalities, a secret naughtier than nudity because they
represented the wearer's active decision to slide them against her
waist. A badass biker in leather could lose all of their bravado
the moment someone saw them in a bikini with teddy bears decorated
on them, exposing them for the timid child they were inside. In my
undergraduate studies I would fantasize about my feminist
instructors, strong women who would lose the uniforms that
empowered them and leaving them in a tiny thong with stockings. I
respected these women as educators but couldn't help but cross my
legs as I imagined them holding their arms over their half-naked
bodies as their faces turned red from being undressed in front of
their students. I don't know how I ever got As during that time
because my fantasies always distracted me. It took a long time to
find the right partner who respected this quirky fetish. It was
after getting my bachelor's when I met Jenna that I found that
partner.

Jenna is a voyeur at heart which makes
us perfect for each other. Each time we have sex is unique because
there are endless possibilities for me to be embarrassed via
stripping. Sometimes I'll wear pants extra large and let Jenna pull
the belt holding them up. My hands touch my face in shock as I
watch my pants drop from my legs and into a pool of fabric at my
feet, revealing a white pair of panties with rainbow colored polka
dots. My hands will cover the front of my crotch and I can already
feel myself at Jenna's mercy to do whatever she wants. Other times,
we'll reverse roles. I will dress as a dominant police officer,
only to get handcuffed by Jenna and beg for mercy as she undresses
me, exposing my panties with daisy prints. This compulsion
stretches beyond my intimate life. When I teach classes, I'll
alternate from thongs and g-strings to panties with leopard prints,
each pair making my pussy tremble as the fabric touches its lips.
If my students saw me in any of these, I would lose any
professional authority I had over them. My body and my panties are
my secrets. Embarrassment is about them being revealed to others.
It's when my secrets are out and my status is lost that I feel I'm
at my sexiest.

I blink to bring myself
back to the lecture hall, making sure my presentation slides are
organized properly. I'm wearing my most formal business attire, a
red button up shirt that's tucked under a black knee-length skirt.
I've also straightened my auburn
hair, tying it up in a neat bun that sits at the
crown of my head. I chose a dark red lipstick wear that tops off
the respectable academic I'm trying to portray. I care less about
how I look on the outside compared to what I am wearing under my
clothes. I knewI would wear stockings and a garter belt, the latter
having no practical use other than to be sexually appealing to the
viewer. The bra and panties were harder.
My instinct was to go with my skimpiest pair, a mesh bra that
exposed my nipples and a tiny black g-string that fails to cover my
curvy ass. At the same time, I have a soft
spot for underwear with prints, the louder pattern the better my
professional image is shattered when my clothes are shed and people
see what ridiculous panties I wear underneath. With this in mind, I
chose a pink bra and a white pair of bikini-style panties with red
hearts printed on it. Written on the back are the words "SPANK ME."
I chose these because it combines both the girly and naughty side
of my personality, a side that has no business being seen by the
audience.

"Good morning everyone and
thank you for coming. My name is Caitlin McNally and I will be
talking about long-term cognitive effects bullying has on
pre-school children." I say as I stand in front of the screen
before switching to the first slide. I make eye contact with the
department head, a man in his 70's whose stoic expression is hidden
behind his bifocal glasses. Before I let it break my confidence, I
think about the fantasy Jenna gave me and I go into my presentation
like I'm on autopilot. I discuss the first slide, keeping my eyes
on the audience and imagine Jenna's arms reaching around my waist.
She pulls my shirt out from under my skirt and reaches to the top
of my chest. One by one she undoes each blouse button, opening it
up and revealing the pink bra with a bow in the center. I picture
the stunned faces of everyone in the room, dropped jaws from the
older women and my friends cover their mouths as they whisper to
each other. The department head would feign shock but cross his
legs to conceal the erection he feels from staring at my tits, the
bra pushing them up to give me extra cleavage. The
air conditioningfrom the
ceiling vents brushes against my collarbone and my midriff. It's the first signal
that tells me I'm exposed and my body responds as it normally does
by breathing heavier as blood rushes to my heart with excitement.
The image throws me off so much that I bite my lip as I switch
slides so I can refrain from massaging the front of my
skirt.

I imagine my reaction,
looking down and seeing by shirt open. Instantly, my hands
crisscross over my chest as my cheeks turn red. I would grab the
sides of my shirt and pull it together, laughing nervously as I try
to think of a joke to ease the tension. While my hands are busy
covering my breasts, Jenna tends to my unguarded skirt, pinching
the zipper and pulling it down. I hear the teeth pull open and feel
the grip of my skirt weaken around
my hips. Before I can grab it, I feel two hands
grip the sides and pull it down to my ankles. I scream and let go
of my shirt as I look down, helpless in my un-matching
undergarments. While I'm distracted with my new humiliation, Jenna
grabs the back of my shirt and rips it off my shoulders. The
strength in her pull makes me stagger backwards, opening my body up
to give everyone a good view. I quickly try to cover my bra and
panties with both my arms, my left hugging my breasts while the
right goes over my crotch as my knees buckle.
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