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Chapter One

 


Not many people interview for a job in the nude,
unless it’s a nightmare.

Lucy Morgana had ditched her New York roots for the
freedom of San Francisco. Something about the City of Love called
to her. What better place to open a sex school?

After renting the campus location and setting up the
décor, it was time to populate the school with the best instructors
and students. She planned on a “soft” opening, of sorts, a summer
school.

Ads had been placed on some of the specialty sites
such as FetLife and Craigslist, and Lucy had distributed
information at a few underground clubs. Now, it was time to begin
the interviews.

She stood, smoothing down her black vinyl skirt and
adjusting the bust of the corset. Tendrils of curly red hair hung
over her shoulders. Nerves may be fluttering through her stomach
like a shy coed at her first frat party, but Lucy knew the key to
success was looking the part. She imagined a steel pole aligning
her calves through the high heels and balanced before taking a deep
breath and opening the door to the interview room.

When students came through the admissions process,
the plan was to make them do it in the nude. Most of their time on
campus would be spent sans clothes, so they had better feel
comfortable naked. The same thing went with a few of the
professionals. The differentiation gave Lucy even more of a
position of power.

“Thanks to all of you for coming out today,” she
said. “I’m excited about the possibilities we have here, of helping
the community embrace their freedom and true sexual nature.”

Mistress Lucy evaluated the candidates before her,
deciding whom to choose as an example and to use as an assistant
for the exercises. Her gaze fell upon a particularly hot Italian
woman who was applying for a position integrating the arts as a
sexual tool. A gifted artist, Antoinella De Luca ranked on the top
of Lucy’s list of potential hires.

Let’s see what she can do in person.

“Toni, would you mind coming up here, please?”

As the petite woman stood, Lucy searched the rest of
the applicants. Two pretty blond boys stood in the back row.
Perfect specimens after what looked like many summer days on the
beach. Young also meant inexperienced, and she bypassed them for a
candidate with a few more years.

Since Toni was already nude, she could skip the
formality of undressing. She walked up the stairs to the stage, and
glanced back at the others in attendance, as if sizing them up as
competition. Standing side by side, the petite instructor came up
to about Lucy’s shoulder. They’d be a bit more even if she hadn’t
been wearing three-inch heels. Already tall, it didn’t hurt to
tower over the students.

“Let’s all give a round of applause to the lovely
Antoinella for coming up,” Lucy said. With some hooting and
catcalling, the candidates gave a bit too enthusiastic of a
response. Probably afraid they’d be next.

Part of the scenario went into the setup of the
participant. If she faced the audience, she might become too
self-conscious. Blind-folded might be better. From the side,
everyone could get a good view of both her face, and Lucy’s
spanking ministrations. Positioned ass-out, though, offered the
yummiest view and added to the subject’s sense of exposure.

Lucy placed her hand on the small of Toni’s back and
led her to the sawhorse. The Italian instructor’s cheeks flared a
brilliant red, which was quite a feat with her olive skin tone. In
the lighting on the stage, Toni’s eyes appeared even wider, and
extra long lashes fanned over her cheekbones every time she
blinked. Somehow, through it all, she appeared poised and
definitely not easy to rattle.

“Thank you for going through with this,” Lucy said,
slightly under her breath to keep the conversation between
them.

“No problem. I understand the need. I just wish you
would have chosen someone else.”

“Ah, che bella,” Lucy said. “How could I have
chosen someone better than you, and that gorgeous Roman ass?”

“You can call me beautiful as much as you like, in
many different languages,” Toni said. “Hopefully this means I’ll
get the job.”

“We’ll have to see how you hold up first,” Lucy
replied. From the clever interaction so far, though, Lucy figured
she’d enjoy having the art teacher around. Too bad she would
probably be hired for the other campus.
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