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Dare Me - Chapter 12 - My Nightmare (Part 7)

That day, Lucy came about as close as any girl can get to living out a full naked in school experience without getting expelled. In fact, despite all the outrageous things I had laid out for her to do, she didn't even receive a detention. It’s not fair. Hot girls can get away with anything! My only regret was that I wasn't there to observe what happened. I had to spend the day at my own crummy school and didn't get to hear about it until that evening. Where do I begin?

As I had predicted, the school was in a state of chaos when she arrived. The assistant principal did see her approaching. How could she miss one of her students walking down the hall with her colorful panties hanging out beneath her dress. She was a prime target for a dress code violation. But Lucy was able to slip by and get to her classroom when the lady got distracted by some other kids kicking a giant roll of one-ply toilet paper down the hall. Like I said, chaos.

Right off the bat, she lost her nerve and couldn't bear to enter her homeroom class and endure the bulging eyes of her peers. So, she retreated to the restroom to hide. But after a few calming minutes, her attitude started to change. She even started to get mad at herself. What was she going to do, hide out in the bathroom all day like a coward just because her outfit was a little revealing? If anyone had a problem with it, that was their problem. Despite the flood of apprehension she felt on the inside, she put on a brave face and forced her feet to carry her to class.

Her fears proved unfounded as she entered the class without much fanfare. Her teacher was in the middle of handing out yearbooks and everyone was more interested in finding their own picture. She made it to the safety of her desk without attracting too much attention. Everyone had to get quiet as the morning announcements were made over the intercom. Lucy glanced over and found Luke sitting across the room. He was completely oblivious to her plans for him that day, but he did notice the cute girl, with those long bare legs and a little bit of her panties showing, looking at him and tried to give her a shy smile without letting his eyes bulge out too much.

As the intercom explained, throughout the day, each grade would be holding their assemblies in the gym one at a time. Being the oldest, Lucy's grade had to wait until the very end of the day. All grades were allowed to mingle in the common areas and sign yearbooks until the time for their assembly. At the last assembly, the art contest winner would be declared. Only sixth graders were allowed to vote in the contest. They had to go to Mr. Morrison's class on the second floor to view all the entries and cast their vote by 1:00pm.

When announcements were over, everyone in her class stood up excitedly and streamed toward the playground where most of the kids would be gathering. Lucy just managed to catch Luke as he was leaving and pulled him away from his friends. When she asked him to stay behind a minute, a few of them let out a teasing "wooooo". With the room empty, she made her move before she could back out.

Blushing profusely, she asked if he would be willing to sign something for her. Thinking she was talking about her yearbook, he happily took the marker, trying not to stare at her impossibly long bare legs and orange panties. She made his “do not stare” challenge a million times harder when she turned around and lifted her dress.

"I just thought it would be funny if you signed my back, hehe?" she asked, trying to make it into a joke. But her voice was faltering as she spoke as the nerves got to her.

Frozen by the beautiful girl of his dreams’ unexpected exhibition, he stared agape as she stuck her ripe panty-clad rear out and held her dress up patiently. Only after she cleared her throat did he figure out how to work his limbs again and quickly scribbled L-U-K-E in shaky block letters across the small of her adorable back.

"Thanks," she said shyly while pulling he dress back down as far as it would go. Then to his astonishment and delight, she added, "can I get another one in a little bit...maybe somewhere else?"

He managed to nod, and she flashed him a heart melting smile. Naturally, his heart melted.

"Great! Meet me in the library in an hour?" she said enigmatically, then she turned and walked out of the room.

He had to rearrange his boner before joining his friends outside. They all wanted to know what that was all about and what Lucy had wanted from him. Based on the goofy smile he couldn't seem to wipe off his face, his friends had plenty of guesses. But ever the gentleman, Luke kept his mouth shut.

I was impressed by her ingenuity in thinking to hide out in the library. If she showed her face on the playground, the fifth graders would hound her mercilessly, asking embarrassing questions about her nude painting session. Being the last day of school, no one was allowed to check out books and the kids all preferred to congregate elsewhere.

She spent that first hour hiding and staying undiscovered and unbothered. Insulated from the outside world by the rows of quiet literature, she would have been flying high by the end, if she hadn't gotten bored and made the mistake of cracking open her yearbook. Flipping through the pages, she discovered, to her utter horror, the history club's page. Every year, there was a designated spot on that page to show the winner of the Roman Empire presentation contest. This year, there happened to be two winners. As such a late submission, the salacious photograph must have slipped through the vetting process.

There, in full color, was a proud Roman Legionnaire flexing his bicep with a fake "SPQR" tattoo. In the same photo, but flexing different muscles, was the bare-naked bottom of a sexy Roman slave girl with an iron ring around her waist and her hands bound behind her back. She too was showing off a couple of fancy tattoos. Just visible at the edge of the photo, on the top of each of the girl's legs, were the letters "ASS" and "SEX".

Lucy wanted to die of embarrassment right then and there. Her naked as ass had somehow managed to get past the administration's censors and into the yearbook in full color and for all time. Her only consolation was the fact that the page did not show her face or attribute her by name. But surely everyone in the school was capable of putting two and two together in real time. It was an impeccable specimen of sculpted perfection. There were only a handful of girls who could compete with Lucy in the butt department. And wild rumors had been swirling ever since the humiliating day when she had presented herself in bondage to the history club. Those rumors would fade with time, but the yearbook photo would remain on the record forever. Her posterior preserved for posterity's sake.

She sat there stunned in the library, wondering how she could ever show her face again. She was so humiliated, but also - ashamed to admit it - aroused. Even hiding out away from the chaos outside, she couldn't help but imagine everyone turning to that page and staring at her naked ass. The more she sat there, the more turned on she became. Her moisture factory kicked into action and pretty soon she was squirming in her seat and rubbing her bare legs together just thinking about it. It was the worst possible time for Luke to show up for his second signing session.

The school library has no truly private areas. There are a couple of reading nooks, but your best bet for privacy is actually right in the middle of the aisle of the tiny reference section. Nobody ever went back there, and it was protected from children passing by the row of hallway windows. That's where Luke found his prize waiting for him.

Being sufficiently motivated, he was unusually punctual for a twelve-year-old boy. He stepped inside the library exactly one hour later looking every bit like the king of the school. Drawn like a magnet, he headed to the back of the room and found his dream girl waiting anxiously for him between two bookshelves. He smiled and gave a her a shy wave "hello". She returned his smile with one of her own.

She had been agonizing over where to let him place his second signature. By my instructions, it had to be somewhere under her dress but also at least a foot away from the last one. That didn't leave too many options. She figured her abdomen was far enough away from her back to count and the least embarrassing remaining spot. Wasting no time, she handed him the marker. Then standing at attention, she closed her eyes tight and lifted her dress before she could lose her nerve.

Luke had, of course, already seen the bare bottom photo in the yearbook and figured out it was Lucy's back side on display. But this time, she treated him to a real live view of her front side. He stared a moment at his dream girl flashing him her panties. He saw the wet spot right where her little contoured mound pushed out the fabric in front. Bending over to sign, he caught a whiff of something unbelievably alluring and started to feel lightheaded.

He dropped to his knees to keep from fainting and placed a hand on her waist to steady himself. His hand came to rest on her side just where her silky-smooth flesh met the orange band encircling her waist. He could feel his heartbeat throbbing in his pants. The incomparable goddess cast a spell over him as he knelt before her. He didn't know it yet, but he was hooked. He was cursed to spend the rest of his life chasing the things she made him feel on the thinly carpeted floor of that library.

Drawing a deep breath of her intoxicating scent into his lungs, he reached up with his other hand and drew the marker across the flawless skin of her abdomen. He had been signing his friends' yearbooks for the past hour. So, this time, with bolder strokes, he managed to write his name more legibly and in cursive.

Her second task complete, Lucy was finally allowed to make herself modest again. Dropping her dress, she opened her eyes to see her smitten knight gazing up at her with puppy love written all over his face. It’s a good thing she didn’t yet realize the power she could wield over men...

Making up her mind about something, she asked for his help. Of course, he immediately agreed. He was willing to face an army of fifth graders for her in that moment. But her request was much more manageable. Her art was on display upstairs and she wanted to see it - to be proud of it. She was proud of it, damnit! She was done cowering in the shadows. And with her defender by her side, she thought she could summon the strength to walk the halls and climb the stairs. She still had that third embarrassing round to deal with. But she was able to push it to the back of her mind for a time.

Walking hand in hand, the new lovebirds exited the library and started down the hall.


Dare Me - Chapter 12 - My Nightmare (Part 8)

Luke sounded like a nice boy. I would like to say their young romance lasted for all eternity and they lived happily ever after. But at that age, attachment is hard to maintain. It was not meant to be. But for that one day, they had each other.

Emboldened to have her adoring companion by her side, she walked confidently despite her panties being completely exposed beneath her scandalously short dress. Even the rumors around the yearbook photo couldn’t penetrate the cushion of distraction that Luke provided her. It only took the briefest glance of her panty-clad rump strutting down the hall to solve the mystery of the unidentified ass in the yearbook.

But as hard as it is to believe, even Lucy flashing her delectable panties to the whole school had competition in the rumor mill that day. A veritable whirlwind of new whispers spread the story around the school as kids sighted the latest power couple holding hands and batting their eyes at each other. Luke and Lucy, sitting in a tree... They were officially a pair.

More than willing to be seen arm in arm with the hottest girl in school, he accompanied her past the stream of jealous onlookers upstairs to the art room. The pictures of the ten finalists had been put on exhibit around the room. There, suppressing her embarrassment as best she could, she showed him the lewd portrait. As in the pencil sketch, she had painted herself standing naked in front of a classroom. She left out no intimate detail which she had made as anatomically accurate as possible by studying her own naked body in front of the full length mirror all Saturday. In the paining, the shy blonde tween was giving a presentation. Her bare feet were turned slightly inward, betraying the embarrassment she had to have been feeling inside and there was a blush on her cheeks. She was clutching a note card at her stomach with the words "My Body" written on the back, indicating the subject of her presentation.

Luke, having already been given a couple of intimate previews of what treasures lay beneath her dress, was now treated to a realistic painting of what she would look like if she were to take everything off, including her panties. He found it very difficult not to stare slack jawed at the painting, especially her partially blooming flower, and was struggling with the tightness in his pants. Talk about evoking an emotional response in the beholder! If only he knew what awaited him! He had no idea Lucy had been ordered to give him a live exhibit of her entire young body soon enough.

They walked around the room, still holding hands and in their own little world, and appraised the other submissions before casting their votes. There were several other good ones, but of course, they both voted for Lucy's. After a while, the bell rang indicating the start of sixth grade lunch period. Lucy flinched when she heard it. She had been enjoying the diversion and actually having a good time with her new beau, but now she was out of time. Her next humiliating task could be ignored no longer. She had already, in a weird way, shared such intimacy with Luke in their short time together. But that was nothing compared to what she was about to share with him. And there was still the unresolved matter of how to manage the rest of the day without the protection of her precious panties.

As most growing boys, lunch was by far his favorite period. As soon as he heard the bell, he eagerly grabbed her hand and joined the other students streaming toward the cafeteria. Lucy was more reluctant. The butterflies in her stomach wouldn't have let her eat even if she had made it to the cafeteria. He didn't understand why she was dragging her feet and slowing them down so much that they fell behind the rest of the kids. But she had her reasons. She had to get her third signature and lose her panties by lunch time. If she didn't come up with something quick, she would fail her dare. She scanned the halls frantically as they walked.

The upstairs hall was empty now. With no better options, she pulled him toward the restrooms. As any boy would, he balked when she tried to lead him into the girls' room. So, with one last nervous look around to make sure they were truly alone, she turned and marched into the boys' side. Luke quickly followed her.

He caught up to her inside the furthest stall. Her face was bright red when she turned to face him. With a quivering voice, she asked if he would give her one last signature. He gulped and nodded. Then, his fantasy became a reality. If you haven’t guessed by now, the only valid place left on her body was her chest. Her trembling hands reached up and unsnapped her halter top. The dress slowly peeled down her body revealing her perfect naked breasts. He had never seen such a beautiful sight. But she did not stop there. She kept lowering her dress until it was down to her knees. Then she stepped out of it completely leaving her in nothing but her orange striped panties.

Her blush spread down her neck onto the little orbs standing proud on her chest. For some unknown reason, maybe so she could make use of her hands without dragging her dress on the ground, she held it out expecting him to hold it for her. When he didn't react or take it immediately, she pulled his arm parallel to the ground with a roll of her eyes and draped it over by herself. Then she held out the marker for him to take. But he was so distracted gazing upon her newly exposed feminine assets that he failed to move at first. Not wanting to delay any longer than necessary, she opened the cap herself and expectantly drew a signature line all the way across her sternum and an X just below her right breast.

When the cute girl thrust out her little naked chest complete with perky upturned boobs invitingly to him, the signal finally broke through to Luke. His reverie broken, he grabbed the marker and eagerly stepped up to make his third mark on her body. In his largest, most elaborate handwriting yet, he etched his black mark of ownership onto her pure white skin as if claiming her as belonging to him. His goofy smile reemerged as he stepped back to fully appreciate his handiwork. Now it was time for her panties.

He failed to predict Lucy's next move. How could he? She had been confounding him all day! Sill blushing, she bit her lip, and moved her hands to her hips. He blinked in surprise and actually gasped when he figured out what the half-naked girl was doing; well, trying to do, at least. She found the act quite hard to follow through with. She only managed to lower her cute little panties by a little over and inch then she lost her nerve and froze.

She stood there on the cusp of stripping as her sense of modesty warred for control inside her, begging her not to proceed. The lowering waistband of her panties had stalled just before revealing the tender cleft of her perfectly shaped pussy lips now glistening with wetness. She had never felt this way before, to be expected to share something so personal and intimate with a real live partner of romantic interest standing so close.

After a brief internal struggle between preserving her last shred of modesty and honoring the dare, her commitment to the dare won out. To the lucky boy's utter astonishment, the girl of his dreams made up her mind and lowered her panties the rest of the way. The stall door made a loud clang as he lost his balance and fell back against it. Her perfect pussy replaced her chest as the new sexiest sight he had ever witnessed. He watched her bend over and pick up her panties, not quite believing that skimpy fabric had just been drawn down her long curvaceous legs, leaving behind nothing but pure naked girl flesh.

Her bare body no longer protected by any sort of cloth, the red-faced naked girl grabbed the marker from his hand and spread her panties against the wall. He devoured her naked form, even in profile from the side, as if he would never be able to get enough of it. Everywhere he looked, he found more skin and curves and parts of her to adore. She wrote across the seat of her panties in cute girly handwriting, "To Luke, Love Lucy" with a trademark happy face and a couple of flirty hearts. Then she turned back toward him, fully baring her sweet pussy once again to his eager gaze and offered her panties to him as a permanent gift.

He didn't know quite how to react. Squeezing her precious offering into his tight fist, he felt a desire to somehow express his gratitude. He probably should have kissed her at that point. Who knows how things might have progressed if he had been so bold? But always the gentleman, and maybe a little out of his depth, he stepped closer until the trembling naked girl's uncertain face was inches from his own and gave her a long chaste hug instead.

Touched by his noble gesture, she melted into his loving embrace. Even stripped bare in the middle of her school, she somehow felt safer in his arms. He wasn't big or particularly strong. Owing to the fact that boys usually develop later, she actually stood slightly taller than him. But he had stood up for her and defended her and obviously wasn't taking advantage of her vulnerable position.

Reluctantly terminating the embrace after a while, he stepped back and proudly held up his newest and greatest possession to read her message. She got embarrassed when she saw him touch the delicate crotch and discover how moist they were, but relieved when he didn't say anything about it. It was truly a generous gift which he did not feel worthy of but would treasure always, nonetheless. As he held them aloft in awe, it made him realize something concerning. How was Lucy going to make it through the rest of the day without them? She would be essentially bottomless and flashing her bare girl parts to everyone! As her protector, he simply couldn't let that happen. He had to do something! But what?

Something you should know about 12-year-old boys, they are prone to be impulsive and don't always think things through. Luke was no exception. As soon as the thought stuck him, he acted without even considering the implications.

"Wait...I have an idea!" he exclaimed, adding, "I'll be right back. Don't go anywhere."

Before she could even say a word in question, her bold knight unbolted the stall door and darted from the bathroom. He took off down the hall on a crusade, determined not to return without something to help his damsel in distress. But in his rush to come to her aid, he had unknowingly put her in much greater peril.

"Where are you going?...LUUUKE, WAIT!" she cried out in alarm, but he was moving with a purpose and already too far down the hall to turn back. She cracked the bathroom door as far as she dared without any clothes on and called out to him. Her anxious words echoed around the bathroom but did not carry well enough down the hall for him to make them out. So, he did not turn back even when she desperately yelled, "PLEASE, LUKE, AT LEAST LEAVE MY DRESS!"





