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Neighbours #1



Neighbours and Friends











Prologue



 



Almost two years ago we left Lizzie and her friends, Susie and Carrie, providing the entertainment for her own fiancé’s stag night. It had been a somewhat unconventional courtship, albeit a very satisfying one, but there was no doubt in anyone’s mind on the day of the wedding that the young married couple were deeply in love with each other. Several of the guests, including the bridesmaids but excluding family members on either side, were also acutely aware that they were also very much in lust too—and not just with each other.             



The unconventional courtship had led to a conventional marriage but it was followed by an unconventional honeymoon as the bridesmaids came too.



After the honeymoon Phil took a couple of weeks to complete all the details of the sale of his property empire and then he and Lizzie moved into their house on the sandy bluff with panoramic views out over the city. Carrie and Susie moved into the house opposite which Phil also owned. In fact he owned all four houses in the small gated community, but for many months the other two houses remained empty. Although Susie and Carrie continued to enjoy highly charged sexual sessions with Phil and Lizzie, they also began to lead their separate lives too.



In fact, Carrie found a nice conventional man and, after an ordinary relationship with him, married him seven months later. As her new paramour was very straight–laced, he was never invited to join in with the fun and games at Phil’s. Indeed, no mention of the couple’s open approach to sex outside of marriage was ever made in his hearing. Susie cried for two days solid after Carrie had left and Lizzie was very concerned for her friend.



Phil finally found the type of tenant he wanted for the other two houses, and soon the two young professional couples had moved in. A few weeks later, Phil and Lizzie were throwing a fancy dress party and this is where we are going to pick up the story.



 











Chapter 1



 



Lizzie put her coffee cup down and looked across at her neighbor, Carol.



“You are coming to the party on Friday night, aren’t you?”



“Of course, Peter and I are looking forward to it.”



“You have got your costumes sorted out, haven’t you?”



“Well… Uh…”



“What’s the problem?”



“Well, you did say themed fancy dress, yeah?”



Lizzie smiled and nodded “That’s right, Bankers and Maids.”



“Lizzie, I’m sorry, but I’m a bit confused by that.”



“It’s simple really… I tell you what, come and look at my costume and then you’ll see what I mean.”



Lizzie grabbed Carol’s hand and literally dragged her mid-twenties neighbor upstairs after her. Once there she turned into the master bedroom that looked out from the bluff over the city.



“Wow. This room is fantastic.”



“That’s why Phil wanted this site.”



Lizzie casually stripped her t-shirt off over her head, without regard to the floor to ceiling windows. Her thin white lace bra accentuated rather than covered her breasts and she equally quickly stripped off her shorts, too. The thin white matching panties clearly displayed the completely clean-shaven pussy mound to her neighbor as she leaned into her dressing room to remove the costume she would be wearing to host the party on the coming Friday night.



Carol’s mouth just dropped open as Lizzie pulled the thin layer of black lace over her body and pulled and pushed the tiny skirt into place. Finally, she turned, faced Carol and struck a pose.



“Ta da! Of course, I’ll be wearing black fishnets and panties and a little apron and cap to go with it, but I think you’ll agree it’s a sexy maid’s outfit?”



“Wow! You look incredible like that. But won’t the bra show through even if it’s black?”



“What bra?” Lizzie looked at her friend and smiled coyly and winked at her. Carol just went red. She continued.



“Susie from over the road will be wearing one just like this in red and usually she’ll not bother wearing the panties either.”



“You’re kidding me!”



“Absolutely not; in fact I expect to lose mine, too, sometime during the evening. They usually get taken home by somebody or other as a souvenir.”



Carol just looked shocked, stunned even, certainly not the type of party she was expecting. She had gone very pale and Lizzie decided to let her down gently.



“Don’t worry; it’s not some kind of orgy, you know. You won’t be tripping over naked bodies in front of the buffet table. Just because Susie, Phil and I, and a few others might have a little bit of sexy fun, it’s only teasing really. Nothing will actually happen at the party. Dear God, it can’t, the Mayor’s coming, you know. Can you imagine what the papers would say?”



Carol relaxed a little.



“Your costume doesn’t have to be as revealing as this one; I just like the feeling of naughtiness it gives me as I move through the crowd. What you wear is up to you, okay?”



“Okay.”



“Now, come on, let’s jump in the hot tub for a half an hour before you have to go home.”



“But I haven’t brought my costume.”



Carol was surprised to see that even as she spoke Lizzie was shimming out of the costume and was now undoing the clasp on the white bra, even though anyone could see in through the huge windows.



“Don’t worry. I’ve got a spare one or two; you’re not much smaller than me so you can wear a white one like mine.”



As Lizzie’s panties hit the floor Carol’s eyes were drawn automatically to Lizzie’s completely bald mound, and she hastily raised them only to find the jiggling mounds of Lizzie’s breasts hanging in front of her eyes instead. Lizzie dived into the dressing room and emerged carrying some scraps of white cloth which, as she began to don one set, resolved themselves into white tie bikinis, quite brief but no briefer than Carol’s own at home. Lizzie looked at Carol expecting her to follow suit and disrobe in the bedroom in front of the large windows.



Carol was frozen at the thought of the potential exposure and Lizzie nodded at the bathroom, much to her relief. Quickly stripping off her own much more demure everyday clothes, she tied the bikini into place and, slipping her shoes back on, rejoined Lizzie in the bedroom. She was completely unaware that Phil’s concealed camera system had filmed every movement from the moment she had entered the house.



Lizzie led her neighbor out onto the deck at the back of the house, grabbing a pile of large white towels on the way which she dropped on one of the white loungers on the deck. Carol helped her pull the cover off the top of the hot tub and Lizzie started the jets working. Just before they climbed in, Lizzie disappeared back into the kitchen for a few seconds and reappeared with a bottle of red wine and two glasses.



The two women stepped into the sunken tub and sank up to their shoulders in the hot water with a mutual sigh of bliss. They sat quietly for a few minutes soaking in the blissful feeling of the bubbles in the warm water and then began to talk about everyday things, small talk really. All the time both women were sipping at their wine and Lizzie had already refilled Carol’s glass which she had nearly emptied again. The combination of the sunshine, the hot water, and the wine on an empty stomach had resulted in lowering Carol’s verbal inhibitions a little and Lizzie was gently steering the conversation where she wanted to go.



“You know, Lizzie, I can’t believe that your husband will let you wear such a costume as that in public without a bra!”



“Well, it’s hardly public; it’s within my own home. But, of course I’ll be wearing a bra, I was just teasing you.” Lizzie giggled and Carol smiled back at her before continuing.



“Still, I mean, you are showing off rather a lot of yourself, anyway. Are you an exhibitionist?”



Lizzie laughed out loud at the question. Carol just looked embarrassed and Lizzie had to recover her poise quickly as Carol’s mouth set into a firm line, a frown to cover her embarrassment.



“No, Carol. Sweetie, I’m not laughing at you, rather at the thought of being called an exhibitionist. No, that’s one thing I most definitely am not. In fact, on Friday night when everyone sees that costume, I’ll be squirming with embarrassment even with a bra on, and looking for a hole to crawl into to hide. But I’ll do it anyway.”



“But why?”



“Because Phil has told me to wear it on Friday night with a bra. If I’m a naughty girl before then, I’ll have to lose the bra.”



Carol quickly took a gulp of her wine and looked at her neighbor in shock.



“Did you just say that? I mean, I can’t believe you just said that.”



“No, Carol, I meant it.”



“I don’t believe you.”



“It’s true. Let me see if I can explain it to you.”



Carol shook her head, still unable to take in the information Lizzie had just told her. Noticing her wine glass was now empty, she reached over for the bottle and emptied the remains of it into her glass.



“Carol, it’s like this. Phil is very, very good to me, and we love each other to distraction. We both need something slightly more than a conventional relationship though. I mean, we are definitely sexually compatible.” Lizzie stopped and gave another of her trademark throaty chuckles. “But, we need more than each other can provide. I have always been drawn to strong-willed men and Phil’s will was the strongest I ever found. He is dominant in the relationship—I mean, sexually.”



“So you are a submissive then?”



Lizzie smiled and nodded.



“Like into bondage and pain?”



“No, not all the way like that. I like a little bondage for variation, you know, and occasionally a little playful spanking, but not the heavy stuff. Don’t you?”



Carol snorted. The wine she had consumed was continuing to lower her inhibitions.



“Peter’s too much the gentleman!”



“You mean he never…”



“I shouldn’t be telling you this, but no. He’s just too nice.”



“You mean he doesn’t order you about a little, just as sex play?”



“God, no. The one time he tried, he told me in a stern voice to take my dress off, and cracked up giggling seconds later as I stood there with it wrapped around my head and arms.”



“No bondage even?”



“He tried to tie my hands to the bedposts one night with silk scarves and spent so long fussing that it wasn’t too tight that I’d gone off the idea before he’d finished.”



“Very vanilla then?”



“Yes, but that’s not wrong. We love each other to distraction.”



“So what Phil and I do is wrong then?”



“No, Lizzie, not at all. It’s just…”



“What?”



“I wish he would be a bit more dominant with me from time to time.”



“So you wouldn’t mind being dominated and being told what to do.”



Carol blushed a really bright red and, as much admitting it to herself as to Lizzie, nodded agreement.



“I’ll have to lend you Phil for an hour one day then.”



The two women burst into peals of laughter.



“I do have this one fantasy that he’ll play along with from time to time though.”



“What’s that then, Carol?”



“Well, sometimes I get him to leave the curtains open and, as we make love, we both imagine that there’s someone in the woods behind our house watching us.”



Carol was blushing again and Lizzie smiled at her discomfort.



“Of course, sweetie, your bedroom is on the back facing the woods, isn’t it? Not like ours on the side facing the city.”



Carol just nodded.



“Well, instead of doing it on the bed and pretending, why not let him do it to you, pressing your naked body against the patio doors onto your balcony instead of on the bed. That’ll move it up a gear, won’t it?”



Carol’s mouth dropped open in shock at the suggestion but Lizzie could see that the thought was taking hold within her. She closed her mouth and licked her lips nervously; her eyes seemed to go warm as the idea penetrated into her inner sensuality.



“I tell you what, why don’t you do that tonight. Say eleven o’clock.”



“Why then?”



“Because I’ll be out there to watch you, silly. That way it’ll be a bit more real than just a mental fantasy for you.”



“You wouldn’t?”



Lizzie had an unmistakable twinkle in her eye now.



“Why not? Peter doesn’t have to know, does he? It’ll be our shared secret, and I bet you’ll enjoy it more knowing someone was actually watching you.”



Carol just started giggling but Lizzie knew the bait was set.



Suddenly the patio door behind Carol opened and the two women heard Phil call from the kitchen.



“What’s the joke and can anyone join in? Do you want another bottle of red out there?”



 











Chapter 2



 



Carol sputtered and blushed beetroot red again as she realized that he might well have heard the last part of the embarrassing conversation she had just had with her neighbor, his wife. Phil appeared on the deck, casually dressed in a sports shirt and shorts carrying another opened bottle of Merlot and a glass and sat at the patio table facing the hot tub.



Lizzie surged upright prior to stepping out of the tub, and Carol realized with a gasp that Lizzie’s plain white bikini had gone very see-through in the water. Her large nipples and the line of her bare slit could clearly be seen through the wet clingy transparent fabric. Unabashed by her evident display, Lizzie stepped up out of the pool and padded across the wood of the deck to her husband where she leaned down to kiss him before snagging the wine bottle and sauntering casually back. Suddenly, Carol realized that not only had Lizzie’s costume gone transparent, but her own borrowed one would be equally transparent, and the towels were several feet away, directly in the direction of Phil.



The blush returned and she scrunched herself down lower into the water as she tried to come to terms with the dilemma she now faced.



“Carol, what’s the matter?” Lizzie asked as she stepped back into the tub and refilled their glasses.



“It’s these costumes!” she hissed back in little more than a whisper.



“Oh, you mean you can’t get out of the pool with Phil there, is that what you mean?”



Carol mutely nodded, her hand shaking as she reached for her full wine glass while Lizzie burst into a peal of laughter that seemed to echo back from the trees behind the house.



“Don’t be silly, sweetie. I’ll get him to move before you have to get out. I didn’t ask you here today to exhibit yourself to my husband.”



Carol closed her eyes in relief and tried to force herself to relax.



“Mind you… it’s an interesting possibility, you know.”



Carol’s eyes flew wide open and she stared at a gently smiling Lizzie in shock. Lizzie shook her head and laughed softly.



“Only teasing, sweetie, only teasing. I love to play sexy games, and getting you embarrassed about showing your body to Phil was just me having a little joke. Phil will go inside when it’s time for you to get out of the tub, I promise.”



Carol’s heart rate returned to normal over the next few minutes and the two of them continued chatting for a while with Phil interjecting comments from his position at the patio table behind Carol. She was unsure just how much of the conversation Phil had heard and didn’t dare turn to look at him in case he had heard too much.



“Phil, would you mind going inside for a minute so that Carol can get out now.”



“Of course, sweetheart. Here let me pass you two the towels,” he said as he got up, sweeping the towels off the chair. In a couple of strides he was standing, towering over the sunken tub looking down at the two women. Lizzie had allowed the jets to stop and apart from ripples caused by the movements of its two occupants the water surface was clear. Phil could look straight down at Carol’s impressive if slightly smaller cleavage and Lizzie knew exactly where he was looking. She surged up again, displaying her charms to both watchers and took the towels from him. Winking at his wife over the head of the still immersed Carol, he turned and walked back across the patio to disappear into the house. Quick as a flash, Carol stood up and grabbed one of the towels before wrapping it tightly around her as she stepped out of the tub.



Although Phil hadn’t got a peek at their neighbor’s charms, Lizzie certainly had and considered they were well up to expectations. As the two women headed off for the double shower stalls in the wet room just off the patio, Lizzie carefully planned out her campaign on the basis of the information she had just garnered. After Carol had dressed and said her goodbyes to Phil, Lizzie showed her to the door and, just as she ushered Carol out of the door, whispered to her.



“Don’t forget, eleven o’clock sharp. We’ll meet for coffee again in the morning and compare notes.”



She shut the door before Carol could respond.



* * * *



Later that evening Peter was still trying, without success, to get to the bottom of whatever the problem was with his wife. Ever since he had arrived home from work she had seemed nervous, agitated, and even skittish, as if something was bothering her. Yet, any attempt to question her or check on her well-being was rebuffed with a quick-fire
 I’m fine
 , a smile and a subject change. Her face was slightly flushed and, when she thought he wasn’t looking at her, her eyes had a faraway look and her breathing was labored. She was wearing a fairly thick blouse but, afterwards, he would always swear that her nipples were making little tents in the fabric all evening. Any attempt at anything more than a little kiss and cuddle were also rebuffed with a
 later
 that contained its usual promise.



Ten o’clock came and, still baffled, he settled down to watch a rerun of one of his favorites on cable for an hour. It was a regular ritual two evenings a week but, as Carol hated the program, she usually disappeared up to bed. This time she suddenly sat down heavily into his lap and kissed him soundly. His hands strayed, first to his wife’s backside where it rested on his lap, and then up her back, before sliding round to settle on and cup her breasts.



He was right, her nipples felt as hard as they ever did, yet he had done nothing as yet. His penis stirred in his shorts as she kissed him urgently on the lips, cradling his head in her hands. Before he could react too much though, she broke off the kiss and looked into his startled eyes. She slowly winked and then looked down at his hands still clenching her breasts.



“Hold that thought, lover. I’m going to grab a shower and I’ll be waiting for you when your program is done.”



With that she leapt off his lap before he could react and retreated rapidly across the room to the hall and blew him a kiss as she left the room. He could hear her as she climbed the stairs just as rapidly.



He was on a promise and, as a result, found it difficult to get into the program he wanted to watch as his mind drifted to other, even more pleasurable things.



* * * *



Upstairs Carol lay on the bed on her back staring at the ceiling. She had never felt so turned on for the entire evening as she had been tonight. She knew without checking that her panties were absolutely soaked through. When she had got home from her eventful afternoon at Lizzie’s, she’d had no intention of going through with Lizzie’s little plan. The more she thought about it, though, the more the idea had appealed to her and, by the time Peter had arrived home, she had almost been ready to rape him on the spot. Almost ready, but something was making her wait. She wasn’t quite sure what, but something was making her wait till eleven.



As she lay there, she thought about going through with it, and realized, as she mentally paged through her nightwear collection that, without touching herself, she was close to orgasm. She glanced at the clock beside the bed, ten twenty-three—too early—and decided to move. She stood up and went to her wardrobe. Unlike next door there was no built-in dressing room. Opening the double doors, she dropped to her knees and pulled the bottom drawer open. Finding the items she wanted she took them out and, closing the doors again, took them through into the bathroom. Ten twenty-nine, time for a shower before the
 performance began
 . Checking around the bedroom for one final time, she walked over to the patio doors and re-opened the curtains and peered out. She could not see anything in the blackness of the trees behind the house and wasn’t sure if Lizzie would yet be in position.



A thought struck her.
 What if Phil was out there too?
 Her heart fluttered and her stomach did a somersault at the possibility that had suddenly come to her. She wavered for a moment between forging ahead and closing the curtains again in irresolute retreat. The sexual tension vibrating within her very sinews made her decision for her and she let go of the drapes and backed a few feet away from the door to give herself a little room to move.



Lizzie hadn’t said anything about any preliminaries to the act tonight but she had decided herself to provide some, always assuming her hidden watcher or watchers were already in position. She breathed deeply a couple of times and then, crossing her arms, grasped the hem of her t-shirt. Taking a further large breath, standing in the middle of the brightly lit room, facing the oblong of darkness, she quickly pulled the t-shirt up, over her head and off. Her plain white bra was hardly what you would call sexy but the brilliant white clearly showed off her tanned skin under the artificial lighting.



She stood there for a moment, her chest heaving, before dropping her hands down to her waist again to work on the snap and zipper of her jeans. As the zipper went down, the opened vee showed the white of her matching conservative panties and, with a smile and a small shrug, she turned around. With her back to the black oblong that was the door, she slowly pulled the tight jeans down without dragging the panties with them. Looking down at herself, she could see that the constant arousal of the evening had excreted so much moisture into the crotch of the panties that they were quite obviously sodden. Not wishing to expose that fact to her voyeuristic neighbor, she quickly decided to finish the disrobing with her back to the outside world.



Her hands rose to the clip on the bra strap and, seconds later, she was shrugging it off, down to the floor. Immediately her thumbs latched into the waistband of her panties, now her only item of clothing, and pushed those off her hips and down far enough for gravity to take over, and the thin cotton fluttered down to her naked feet. She stepped out of the ring of discarded fabric and, taking another gulp of air, turned to face the outside world once more.  She felt the desperate urge to raise her arms, to shield herself from the outside eyes, but forced her arms to remain by her sides. Standing stock-still for a few moments, her chest heaving with her ragged breathing, she allowed her real or imagined watchers to see their fill, and then turned and walked out of sight across the room to the bathroom.



* * * *



Just beyond the edge of the trees at the bottom of the garden, Phil let out an explosive breath as she disappeared from view.



“I told you she would, didn’t I?”



Lizzie smiled at her husband in the darkness.



“She didn’t agree to do that though, did she?”



“No, but I think you were right, Phil. I think she just needs some strong direction and a real little goer will emerge from her chrysalis.”



“Fine, but in the meantime, whilst we are waiting…” He rubbed the hard bulge evident in his dark trousers as he shut off the video camera on its tripod.



“What?” Lizzie asked innocently as she crossed the tiny space that separated them, and dropped gracefully to her knees in the soft soil in front of him, as he leaned back against the tree.



* * * *



After her shower, Carol stayed in the bathroom until almost time, the warm water had reinvigorated her and, as she pulled the baby doll nightie over her head and adjusted it, she could feel her juices begin to flow once more. Unlike her more usual whites and pastels, this baby doll set was pure black and, as she adjusted the ties on the sides of the panties, she debated whether or not to add the finishing touches to her vamp attire—the black thigh highs. Peter loved stockings but she was, in theory, getting ready for bed. Still, the outfit told him otherwise, so she left the safety of the bathroom and, sitting on the side of the bed away from the black hole where the door was, she pulled on a pair. Smoothing them down her legs and putting on a pair of fairly low heels, she looked at herself in the mirror, and she liked what she saw. She hoped her watcher would, too, as well as her husband.



Quickly she moved around the room, bending to pick up her discarded clothing, but always doing so in a way to expose as much leg as possible to the gaping darkness. Finally, the room was ready and she could hear Peter rattling around downstairs as he turned everything off and locked up for the night. Any minute now she would hear him ascend the stairs before entering the room.



She moved to the door and held herself still, standing there with her torso just touching the glass, the cold of the glass immediately stiffening her nipples even further. She spread her feet apart a few more inches and pressed herself more into the door. As the cold of the glass seeped into her stomach, producing butterflies, she could hear him coming up the stairs.



 











Chapter 3



 



Peter stepped through the bedroom door into the unusually well-lit room.



“What the…?”



“Peter, come here, quickly.”



He moved up to a position right behind her.



“What’s the matter?” His voice showed some concern as to his wife’s demeanor but his eyes were drinking in their fill of her delightful body, so enchantingly and unexpectedly gift-wrapped.



“I thought I saw a movement out there.”



“Well, come away then, you are hardly dressed to chase intruders.” His hands reached to either side to draw the drapes closed, but she reached out and laid restraining hands on his arms, catching him at the instant of drawing them.



“Wait, Peter. What if… what if he wanted to watch us, well you know…?”



There, she’d put the fantasy out into the open now, the reason for her being dressed so provocatively, perhaps the reason why she had been so nervous all evening. He could now detect she was wearing her favorite perfume, one that made him go weak at the knees, and he relented and lowered his arms. She returned to pressing her scantily-clad body up against the glass door.



“Hold me, Peter.”



His arms came out and caught on her waist, immediately she dropped her hands to his and pulled them around her, forcing him to wrap his arms around her waist. She sucked her stomach in to accommodate them, forcing her backside back against his approaching crutch in the process, delighted to feel the growing hardness there.



“Do it to me, Peter, strip me naked and do it to me here!” Her voice was breathy and low.



“Fuck me up against the glass where he can see!”



She raised her arms above her head and spread-eagled herself against the glass, her breasts mashed obscenely flat into the scanty black lace that covered them. Knowing now that she was simply acting out her fantasy rather than being worried about some real intruder, he smiled and started playing along.



He pushed his body forward into hers, pushing her even harder into the glass, and lowered his lips to her neck. As he kissed the soft flesh bared by the spaghetti straps of her nightie, he felt her shiver in delicious anticipation.



“Do you think he’s watching now?” he murmured into her ear as his hands parted, dragging the two loose lower halves of the nightie out to the side. Only the single black ribbon just below her breasts kept it together and held the minimal covering of lace over them. His movement had exposed the whole of her panties to anyone outside and she shivered again.



“Do you think he wants to see more of you?”



“Oh, yes…” her voice was thick with passion as his hands reached between the glass and her chest, groping for the ends of the ribbon.



“Do you think he wants me to undo this?”



He pulled slowly, teasingly at the two ends of the ribbon his fingers had finally located. As the bow finally gave way leaving the two halves of the lace nightie simply lying to either side of her flattened cleavage, she moaned in abandoned pleasure. Now he took hold of her shoulders and gently eased her away from the glass. She knew that any moment now he would remove the thin lace covering exposing her breasts to the watchers outside, still, himself, oblivious to their presence. She moaned again and then again as he slowly slipped the two halves of the garment apart, revealing her breasts and drawing it slowly back and down her arms. Suddenly, he pushed her back into the glass and now her naked tits were in complete contact with the cool glass. The two squashed orbs with their bright red centers would indeed be a pleasure for anyone to see, he mused as his hands dropped quickly to her waist.



He held her roughly in place, pinning her body with his own as he swiftly pulled the two ties at her hips, as if he was pulling a ripcord on a parachute. She almost screamed in passion as the two separated halves of fabric slowly fluttered down her stocking-clad legs, leaving her entirely nude except for the stockings.



“Is this what you want?”



He whispered in her ear as he used his own legs to force hers even wider apart and then she felt one of his hands release his hold on her and drop to his fly. The sound of the zip descending echoed in her ears as she panted for breath, illogically sure that it could even be heard by her watcher.



“Yes… Oh, yes!” as she felt his newly freed member pressing against the crack of her bum. Slowly, he used his hand to move the rigid burning flesh lower until it was poised at the entrance to her overheated pussy.



“Now!” she screamed as he began to ease it gently into the wet open folds of her love channel.



He drove upward into her, burying his already rock hard length fully into her with one thrust. She came instantly and her hips churned in ecstasy on his impaling phallus. His body held her in an upright position, her breasts still mashed into the glass, or she would have fallen. After a few seconds he began to smoothly thrust in and out of her, establishing a rhythm that was at the same time familiar and brand new to her.



“Oh, God!… Oh, God!” she was screaming in her passion now and it seemed to both of them that she was cumming continuously. Such intense overwhelming stimulation would not be denied and, before more than another minute had passed, she felt her husband thrust all the way into her one more time and then stop. His thrust was almost so strong that her feet left the ground; in fact, she was on tiptoes as she felt the first stupendous stream of cum hit the walls of her vagina. She came again, there was no stopping it. Finally spent, he pulled out of her and she collapsed into a heap on the carpeted floor, totally drained by the experience. Smiling down at her, he reached over, and this time she did not object as he pulled the drapes firmly closed.



Unseen by either participant, only one of whom even suspected their presence, Lizzie and Phil closed down the camera, dismantled the tripod and made their way hand in hand back to their own yard before disappearing into their house.



 











Chapter 4



 



The following morning Carol, not needed in work that day, took the chance of a lie-in. Before going to sleep the night before, she and Peter had made love again and, indeed, yet again this morning before he left for work. Felling replete and at ease with herself, she laid on top of the bed naked, luxuriating in the memories of the intense experience of the night before. The sudden incessant trill of the phone beside the bed disturbed her reveries. She answered it to a familiar voice.



“Come on, lazy bones, have you forgotten? You’re supposed to be round here to tell me all about it over coffee. Hop to it, sweetie. See you in thirty minutes. I want to hear all about it.”



Lizzie’s voice penetrated her musings and she sat up hurriedly but, before she could reply, her fun-loving neighbor had rung off leaving her staring at a dead phone.



Hurriedly dressing, she threw on the first matching set of underwear she could find—a salmon pink satin set and topped this off with a white blouse and a knee length beige skirt. Flat shoes completed the outfit and she was brushing her hair vigorously before the thought that she was responding to an instruction rather than an invitation crossed her mind.



* * * *



Literally twenty-eight minutes later, she found herself about to ring Lizzie’s front door bell when the door itself opened and Lizzie pulled her into a friendly hug just inside the door.



Even before they had reached the kitchen Lizzie was firing questions at her neighbor.



“Well, did you enjoy it?”



“Well, yes… I think we both did, Peter and me that is.”



“I think we all did!” Lizzie told her with a straight face confirming to Carol that indeed she had been watched. Carol blushed as the reality sunk in.



“We?”



“Okay, of course, I couldn’t exclude Phil now, could I? We especially enjoyed the preliminary show you put on.”



Carol’s blush deepened to a bright red as she now knew that her neighbors had seen everything.



“Come through to the den, there’s something I want you to see.”



Lizzie led Carol into the big TV room and motioned her to a seat facing the huge screen. A deep suspicion began to form in Carol’s mind as Lizzie fussed with the remote control for a minute. Suddenly she was confronted with a huge close-up of herself taken the night before, in the process of removing her t-shirt at the beginning of the evening. The picture was crystal clear and Carol realized that the camera had to be one of the new high definition expensive ones to achieve such clarity.



Lizzie pressed the play button and Carol watched herself as, on screen, she slowly removed her clothing one item at a time before turning to face the hidden camera. Lizzie again pressed the freeze button and looked at her neighbor with a small smile playing across her lips. The huge, almost larger than life, close-up of a naked Carol seemingly staring into the camera was too much for the real Carol. She started to shake her head from side to side and her face was a picture of horror as she put her coffee mug down preparing to bolt from the room.



“Carol, it’s okay!” Lizzie quickly blanked the screen to allow her friend to calm down. “Phil and I thought you might like a souvenir of your little performance last night. I didn’t realize you would be so upset.”



“You mean you’re not going to show it to anyone?”



“You will know before we show it to anyone, that I promise.”



Carol accepted this and, leaning back in the chair, closed her eyes and struggled to control her breathing. The deliberate and precise ambiguity in what Lizzie had said didn’t penetrate for a couple of minutes. Suddenly her eyes flew open and locked onto the gently smiling face of Lizzie.



“What exactly did you mean by that?”



“Are you sure you want to know?”



“Yes! Tell me now!”



“Carol, calm down sweetie, I have no intention of hurting you at all. Neither does Phil, and we are not interested in damaging your marriage or your career.”



The mention of Carol’s work brought another look of horror to her face; she knew that if anyone at work saw that film she wouldn’t be able to show her face there again.



“It’s like this, sweetie, I think you are a submissive, I think you want to be dominated but Peter can’t do that for you. I think Phil and, to a lesser extent, I can. So, we have created a lovely little fiction for you to fulfill the need. From now on you will do what we say or we will show this film to Peter and to your colleagues. It’s a little pretend blackmail for you, to assuage your conscience.”



“What do you mean pretend and fiction?”



“Well, sweetie, you want to be dominated. We want to dominate you. You can deal with that by pretending to have no choice in the matter; if you don’t we’ll send the DVD of your behavior to everyone you know.”



Carol just stared at her, transfixed.



“After all, Carol, the DVD gets much hotter than the little teaser you just saw, doesn’t it, as you well know.”



She surged to her feet and looked down at Lizzie.



“You mean you won’t show that… that piece of… pornography to anyone?



“No, I didn’t say that. I said that you will submit to our demands, and you will do so willingly, and you will pretend to yourself that if you don’t we will send copies to everyone you know.”



Emotions warred across her face. She was angry with Lizzie for what her neighbor was saying. She was ashamed for what she had done last night. On the other hand, she was also aware of how much she had enjoyed it, and she also realized that the arrangement Lizzie was suggesting, however immoral, however wrong, was exciting her deeply.



“I can’t do this.”



“Carol, not only can you do this, but you will do this. Now, sit down!”



Suddenly, Carol realized she was obeying again as she sat back down. She shook her head in disbelief and then gasped as the screen lit up again and she watched as the sequence of her walking away toward her bathroom dissolved very professionally into the one of her standing in front of the glass door dressed in black lace and stockings.



She knew that if any of her friends or colleagues saw it they would not believe it wasn’t her own idea. In fact, the more she thought about the conversation the day before, the more she realized that it actually had been her own idea. Carol bit her lip and tried to get her sluggish brain into gear to resolve this dilemma she now faced, but to no avail.



“I think that you are incorrectly dressed to be seen by your master.”



Lizzie’s words penetrated the fog as she stared as, on screen, Peter came up behind her and she dragged his arms around her and leaned forward into the glass. The image she was presenting was obscene and, since she knew what was going to happen, strangely arousing. Her breathing was becoming ragged.



“What?”



“I said, you are incorrectly attired to meet your master.”



“My master?”



“Phil is now your master and I am now your mistress. Susie from over the road is also your mistress, but that will come later.”



“What do you mean incorrectly attired?”



“You are wearing way too many clothes at this moment, and they are not the right ones, either. Stand up and let me look at you.”



The last sentence had the ring of authority about it and, without conscious thought, Carol found herself on her feet in front of her neighbor.



“I think you should go home and change into the outfit you wore at the window last night and come straight back. Don’t you?”



Carol shook her head violently. If Phil was about to appear she had no intention of being seen in such abbreviated attire, let alone crossing the space between the two houses so exposed.



“Well, we’ll have to do something else then. Take off your blouse.”



On screen Lizzie had again frozen the picture just as Peter was undoing the bow between her breasts. Now, standing in front of the screen, Carol began to nervously pluck at the buttons of her blouse. Realizing, as her hands shakily moved lower down the center line of her chest, that she had surrendered to her neighbor, her head hung in shame and a slow flush suffused her face and neck. That admission of defeat, that single act of submission, caused her to raise her eyes and look directly at the gently smiling woman sitting opposite her. As the last button came undone, she gracefully tugged the blouse clear of the waistband of her skirt and shrugged it off her shoulders. This exposed her pretty pink satin bra to Lizzie, and Carol realized that her nipples were poking huge tents into the fabric as her body betrayed the level of sexual excitement it was feeling.



The flush deepened as, watched by Lizzie looking her over, being appraised in this way by another woman, this was something Carol had never experienced nor wanted to experience. Discarding the blouse onto the convenient coffee table, Lizzie motioned for her to sit down again.



“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?”



Carol did not respond but lowered her eyes.



“Such a pretty bra, tell me do your panties match it?”



Carol numbly nodded, knowing that at any moment she would be told to demonstrate this too, and more, while strangely feeling yet more aroused by the thought. She could feel the moisture from her sopping wet pussy seeping into the crotch panel of those satin panties and realized that, when asked to expose them, the wet patch would be very noticeable.



“Relax, Carol. We’ve got all the time in the world to enjoy ourselves today, haven’t we, Phil?”



Carol whipped her head round and realized that Phil was standing in the doorway to the room, gazing with ill- disguised appreciation at her body.



 











Chapter 5



 



Sitting there, topless except for her bra, Carol was now trapped.



“I…err, think I’d better be going now.”



Phil just smiled at her from his position that clearly blocked the doorway. Carol went to reach for her blouse only to realize it was no longer there, Lizzie had snagged it and had it draped over the arm of her chair, out of Carol’s immediate reach. Lizzie gently waved a DVD at her; the meaning was clear. She sank back into her chair, momentarily defeated.



“You see, Carol, we don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to, but I’m sure one of the things you don’t want to happen is this DVD going to all those places, do you?”



“You said it was pretend!”



“Carol, sweetie, it is, but you still don’t want it to go there, do you?”



Lizzie’s question cut right to the heart of the matter. Carol truly didn’t want anyone to see the DVD but didn’t know how to get out of the web her neighbors were spinning.



“It’s like this, Carol. We won’t ask you to do something you don’t want to do, but right this minute your body is telling you, and telling us, that you don’t want to leave, isn’t it?”



Carol glanced down at her chest as Phil completed his question. Her nipples were now as hard as they had been the night before and, within her panties, she knew her juices were beginning to gush, not leak, into the crotch band. She weakly shook her head, defeated.



“Now, Carol, how do you want to do this? Do you want to stand up and take your clothes off right now?”



Carol shook her head no, refusing to look up at Phil who had taken over the questioning, the directing.



“Okay, Carol, we’ll play it differently. We’ll all watch the movie on the screen, and every time Lizzie stops the action, you will stand up and remove an article of clothing. You have made the choice, now let’s continue.”



The stress on certain words in the sentence turned it into an order. Involuntarily she shivered, wondering what her neighbors really intended.



“You don’t have to be shy with us, Carol. After all, last night you showed us everything you’ve got. You knew at least one of us was going to be there, and you not only went ahead but did more than you were told to—definitely a willing partner in all this. We can see you on the screen here, in all your glory, so why hesitate about showing it to us in the flesh, as it were.”



Carol hung her head, a blush suffusing her face, knowing she should just get up and run from the room and have nothing to do with the devious couple next door, even if they were her landlords. But she stayed there. Something, some compulsion she couldn’t explain was trapping her there, knowing that to stay meant exposing her body, and probably worse. Some part of her, too large to be ignored, wanted it, wanted it badly.



Phil and Lizzie watched the mental struggle going on, the play of emotion across her lowered face obvious, even if her eyes were averted, as their neighbor tried to come to terms with her own submission.



Finally, Carol looked up and the other two were pleased to see she was dry-eyed.



“Okay.”



“So you willingly submit?”



Phil’s question caused Carol to bite her lip but she nodded her acceptance, the movement of her head causing a slight jiggle of her chest, rubbing the erect nipples against the thin fabric. Her breath caught in her throat but she managed to speak after a moment.



“What do you want me to do?”



“What do you want me to do…?”



Suddenly the implication of Phil’s pause crashed in on her and she repeated her question.



“What do you want me to do… Master?”



Phil smiled at her, a big beaming smile that lit his face, but his eyes remained predatory above it and she shivered in anticipation again.



“Stand up.”



Taking a deep breath, she stood as gracefully as she could.



“Tell me, are your panties soaked?”



“Yes.”



“Go and stand in front of Lizzie, and show her the front of your panties to prove it.”



Carol had never even considered having any kind of sexual contact with another woman before. She realized that Phil fully intended to involve Lizzie in these games too, and Lizzie was obviously more than willing by the glint in her eye as Carol slowly crossed the room to stand in front of her. Reaching down she grasped the hem of her skirt, realizing that leaning forward to do so had showed off her cleavage to an appreciative Lizzie. Taking another ragged breath, she straightened up and, in doing so, raised the front hem of the skirt up her shapely thighs. From behind, Phil had a less interesting view than his wife but intended to establish his dominance rather than enjoy the view, at first, that is. The skirt had not gone high enough so, clutching her fingers, she began to bunch up the beige material at her waist.



For Lizzie it was a fabulous sight. Although she had seen virtually all of Carol close up as she got out of the hot tub the day before, and all of her from a distance last night, this was different. The atmosphere in the room was sexually charged and all three participants knew where this would end. Carol’s pink panties came into view, and immediately the darker area of wet material was obvious to Lizzie, as was the overpoweringly alluring smell of Carol’s arousal.



“Definitely soaked, Phil. This girl is really excited, aren’t you, Carol?”



Carol could only nod.



“Let the skirt back down, Carol, and move to stand in front of the screen, there’s a good girl.”



She obeyed, moving almost automaton-like.



“Now, as punishment for being so recalcitrant earlier, I think you need to lose another item of clothing. What do you think, Lizzie?”



“Definitely, Phil, She is way too overdressed at the moment and I think that’s a suitable punishment.”



Carol looked from one to the other in horrified resignation.



“Perhaps the bra?”



“No, Lizzie, I think we’ll let her keep some of her modesty for now. Carol, lose the panties and hand them to me!”



She froze, but only for an instant, realizing that hesitation would only make matters worse, and grateful, too, that she would at least not be topless too soon—well, at least not yet. She slid her hands down to the sides of her skirt and, lifting the hem, hooked her hands into the waistband of her panties. There was nowhere to hide and she slowly began to slip the sodden garment down over her hips, praying that her skirt would keep her covered. Luckily for Carol the skirt wasn’t a tight one so the fabric hung down front and back, covering her from the watching eyes. As soon as the panties had slipped off past her hips and butt, she let go of them and they fluttered to the floor to pool on her feet. By letting go, the skirt had also dropped down into position, allowing her her modesty for a few minutes more.



As gracefully as possible, she stepped out of the ring of fabric and, keeping her knees together and her butt pointing away from her audience, she bent at the waist to pick them up. When she did so she realized they were well and truly sodden and, catching her lower lip in her teeth, crossed the room to hand them to the impassively waiting Phil. He took them from her and gestured for her to sit down again which she did with as much grace and as modestly as she could. She sat there with her knees pressed together and her hands clasping her knees watching as Phil raised her panties to his face and inhaled deeply. Her face was by now flaming as Lizzie pressed the button on the remote and the screen came back to life.



The laces of the bow worn by the on-screen Carol came undone and she watched as her screen self pushed away from the glass to allow Peter to remove the thin black lace. Her eyes were glued to the screen as, after removing the flimsy garment, she had spread-eagled herself against the glass and mashed her breasts into obscene circles. At that moment the screen froze again and Carol jerked her eyes first to Lizzie and then to Phil.



“You are topless on the screen now, Carol.”



The lift of his eyebrow turned the simple statement into first a question and then an implied command. She knew he now expected her to stand and remove the bra leaving her topless in the room, too.



She had to will herself to move her arms and lever her body out of the chair before crossing the room to stand directly in front of the obscene picture of herself. She turned and faced into the room and her hands shook as she raised them.



“We don’t mind you being a little coy, Carol. Turn your back to us whilst you remove it.”



She quickly spun so that she could no longer see their eyes, only to realize that right in front of her face her own larger than life naked breasts were on show in crystal clear detail. Her hands met at the clasp on the bra and she fumbled for a moment at a chore that would normally take her a fraction of a second. She felt the tight straps suddenly release and, reaching higher, slid the shoulder straps down onto her arms. She allowed the loose and now useless piece of fabric to cascade down her chest and arms, inadvertently giving Phil a side view of her breast as she did so. Dropping the pink satin to the floor, she quickly grasped a breast in each hand and turned to face them once more.



For the first time in several minutes Lizzie now spoke.



“That won’t do at all, sweetie. We can’t have false modesty here now, can we?”



In resignation, in acknowledgement of defeat, Carol slowly let go of her own breasts and lowered her arms to her side, exposing her treasures to the watching couple. The pressure of her own hands on her sensitive and extended nipples had produced thrills of excitement within her body, and she knew that even with no further stimulation she was close to orgasm. On tottering legs she returned to her seat and sat primly, knees together again, as Lizzie pressed the button.



On screen, Peter reached to her waist and pulled the ribbons there as her screen self spread her legs wider. As the piece of black fabric fluttered to the floor and the camera zoomed in to focus on the small patch of pubic hair above her slit, the picture again froze. This time Carol didn’t wait to be told. As she saw Lizzie pressing the button from the corner of her eye she almost leapt up from her seat and went and stood in front of the picture of her own vagina.



Her tormentors gave her no instructions so she reached behind her and popped the catch on the waistband of the skirt and drew the zip down slowly. The skirt wasn’t a tight one and the zip was long so, as soon as the zip was fully down, it began to slide. Knowing what was expected of her this time, she made no attempt to cover herself and allowed the beige skirt to fall to the floor without making any attempt to cover herself.



“Very nice. Please sit.”



Carol had expected almost any instruction from Phil, but not that one. Startled she sat on the chair, naked now, but her knees still primly locked together.



The screen began to move again and, from her watcher’s point of view, she could see as Peter extracted his member from its confinement and began to rub it against her butt. Finally, it appeared momentarily between her legs and then disappeared as it penetrated her slit.



Her breathing was ragged and her eyes half closed as, for the first time in her life, she watched herself being made love to.



“Carol, please enjoy the film. I’m afraid we don’t have Peter here but your fingers will make an acceptable substitute.”



Phil’s words seared into her brain and, without conscious thought her legs parted, wider and wider, until the glistening slit at their juncture was fully visible. She was so turned on there was no way to stop herself as one hand unerringly flashed down to her vulnerable pussy, and the other attacked one turgid nipple.



As two of her fingers plunged into the wet depths of her pussy, she screamed and came in a shattering orgasm. The sexual tension had taken her to such a high that she couldn’t come back down. Another one followed, and the two watchers were taken back as she attacked her own body in a sexual frenzy. Suddenly she stiffened into her fifth, or was it sixth, orgasm and then collapsed back into the chair, utterly spent. She had fainted.



 











Chapter 6



 



Carol came round a little while later to find herself lying, still naked, on the top of a soft bed. She turned her head to look around the room and realized she must be in one of Lizzie’s guest rooms. Lizzie bustled in the door carrying some clothes over her arm, not Carol’s, and a glass of clear liquid.



“Here, drink this. You gave us quite a turn there, young lady.”



She reached for the glass and gratefully gulped down ice cold water. Lizzie deposited the clothes on a chair next to the bed and bustled back out, calling over her shoulder.



“Put those on. Come and join us downstairs for a spot of lunch, sweetie.”



At that point Carol remembered her own nudity and wondered for a second how she had got upstairs. Then the whole horror of what had happened burst in her mind. She wanted to scream and cry but, looking down along her naked body, she realized that her body’s intentions differed. Already her own nipples had betrayed her and were stiff and beginning to ache to be touched. She sensed her pussy was reacting similarly, too.



Swinging her legs off the bed, she lifted herself to her feet and padded into the en-suite to use the loo and splash some cold water on her face. Returning to the bedroom, she looked at the clothes Lizzie had brought up and immediately blushed red again, realizing that for her neighbors the fun had indeed only just begun.



* * * *



Fifteen minutes later, a hesitant Carol descended the stairs. The thin black mini skirt she now wore came down to only a couple of inches past her butt cheeks when she stood still. When she walked it was worse as it wafted around at the slightest movement, and on the stairs the bright red lace of her panties was completely visible. The sheer white blouse didn’t so much conceal as enhance the matching bra Lizzie had provided, and the black hold-up stockings were similar to those she had worn the previous night. All in all, she looked every inch what she had become—a submissive slut. She sensed she was about to become a fuck toy, too, and her body was craving that label as much as her mind was rebelling against the thought.



She walked into the kitchen and stopped dead in her tracks. There were four stools along the breakfast bar and now three of them were occupied. She immediately recognized the long-haired slim blonde as Susie from the house on the other side of the road, but had not expected to see her here. In that split second of hesitation, she realized that Lizzie had changed into an outfit that was very similar to her own and that Susie was similarly attired too. A further glance confirmed that neither woman was wearing a bra underneath the sheer blouse, hers were the only breasts so fettered. Lizzie smiled a welcome and indicated the only spare stool. In resignation she moved forward and contemplated how to ascend the high piece of furniture without flashing her knickers at the three people who were watching her, quite intently she realized.



There was no demure way to climb onto the stool so, taking a deep breath, she climbed up. Once perched, she realized that the footrest bar was deliberately higher than she expected, thus raising her knees to a position higher than her butt. She again looked around and realized that the other two women were also sitting similarly. In fact, the other two were sitting with their knees somewhat apart and, with a start, she realized that she could see straight up Susie’s skirt to her crotch. The shadowed area between Susie’s legs appeared to be nude and, as the blonde shifted slightly on her seat, Carol was able to confirm this.



She raised her eyes and realized that all three had been watching her checking out Susie’s crotch and that Susie was smiling broadly at her with a twinkle in her eye. Carol could only blush, something she had been doing a lot of over the previous couple of hours. Lizzie giggled and passed Carol a plate of sandwiches and, as they all sat and ate, the conversation roamed over several different, but innocent, subjects. The other three were obviously good friends and at ease with each other. They tried to bring Carol into the conversation but this was quite difficult.



“Shall we take our coffees through to the sitting room, ladies?” Phil’s tone seemed to Carol to brook no argument as he gathered up the tray of mugs and led them through to the sitting room. The furniture had been slightly rearranged since Carol had last been there. The large couch now faced a single oversized armchair and Phil wasted no time in sitting on the chair leaving the couch to the three ladies. Unsurprisingly, Carol found herself sitting between the other two. Sinking back into the couch, Carol realized that Phil now had a really good view of her legs—well, all three pairs of legs for that matter. Lizzie was sitting half turned facing her and Susie was similarly positioned on the other side.



“So, what do you intend to do to me now?” Carol tried to sound defiant, but her mere presence in the room dressed as she was, undermined her display of boldness.



“Tell me, Carol, did you enjoy yourself last night?” Lizzie’s question completely ignored Carol’s own.



“Yes.”



“So did we, didn’t we, Phil?”



Phil grinned like a Cheshire cat.



“And did you enjoy yourself this morning? Stripping naked in front of us and masturbating yourself until you fainted?”



Carol colored up again, she couldn’t help it.



“So what makes you think you aren’t going to enjoy yourself this afternoon?”



“I’ve never… I’ve never been unfaithful to my husband.”



“Carol, you are wearing more clothes than I am and considerably more than Susie is, isn’t she, Susie?”



Carol turned her head to see Susie nod and it was the blonde that continued.



“And I watched you continually checking me out whilst we had lunch and you liked what you saw, too, didn’t you?”



Carol hung her head; she remembered how fascinated she had been by Susie’s complete disregard for her lack of covering. It was Phil who spoke up next.



“What do you think we are going to do to you now, Carol?”



“I don’t know.”



Phil chuckled.



“We are not going to do anything to you, Carol. We are simply going to ask you to do things for us instead, and you will, won’t you, Carol?”



Remembering the whole conversation about the disk earlier, Carol knew she was lost. She nodded reluctantly, all her bravado dissipated.



“Susie, why don’t you show Carol how we dance here?”



As Susie gracefully unfolded her legs and rose to stand in front of her, Phil pressed a button on a remote and soft but rhythmic music filled the room. Carol watched as the tall blonde girl began to sway her hips from side to side in time with the music. The extremely lightweight skirt exaggerated the movement and Carol was fascinated by just how much the skirt moved. Susie now reached her arms out to the side and suddenly spun round to face Phil. The skirt flew up and then down, giving Carol and, for that matter, the others a fleeting glimpse of her bare pussy. Now her arms rose to entwine above her head, her hips still moving to the beat of the music. Lifting her arms lifted the skirt and Carol could clearly see the bottom section of Susie’s ass checks showing below the hem of the floating mobile skirt. Suddenly, Susie spun round to face her and Lizzie again.



Her arms still held way above her head meant that the girl’s pussy was directly in front of, and at the same level as, Carol’s face and was completely exposed by the maneuver. Carol sucked in a breath as Susie now slowly moved closer toward her until she was quite literally standing with her legs touching Carol’s knees. She could not tear her eyes away from the naked slit in front of her and, in the better light of the sitting room, could clearly see the neatly trimmed blonde hairs just above it.



Lizzie had been carefully watching Carol’s reaction to Susie’s deliberate display and now leaned in closer to her neighbor, gently placing her hand on her cheek. Carol started, surprised by the touch, but didn’t pull away. Lizzie gently began to stroke Carol’s cheek as Susie continued to pirouette in front of her, alternately showing her pussy and her butt to the mesmerized young wife.



“Lizzie, why don’t you dance with your friend?”



Phil’s request penetrated Carol’s fogged brain as Lizzie, as gracefully as Susie before her, rose to her feet. Susie turned to face her, opening her arms to her former housemate. The two wrapped their arms around each other in a close hug and their bodies, side on to Carol and Phil, began to sway from side to side in unison. Their heads leaned inward and the two women began to kiss. As their gentle kiss became deeper, their hands began to slide down the other’s back. The two pairs of hands seemed to pause just above the outward swelling of the other girl’s butt and then swooped down to cup and grasp the ass cheeks. Carol incongruously realized that the music must be on a loop as it seemed to be playing forever, then she gasped as both women, acting on some unseen signal, dropped their hands to the others’ hem and pulled the skirts sharply upward.



Carol already knew Susie was naked under the skirt but, seeing Lizzie run her hands over the naked flesh, sent shivers running up and down her spine. Susie’s hands cupped Lizzie’s cheeks which were clad only in a thin skimpy layer of black lace. Without realizing it, she had been holding her breath and she now let it out in a gasp and began to pant for air. Her own body was continuing to react to the display of sensuality only feet from her face. Susie was considerably taller than Lizzie and the height disparity seemed to heighten the sexual tension. The two women were French kissing now, their tongues occasionally visible as they fenced.



“I think it’s time for our third dancer to strut her stuff now, girls.”



Phil’s comment cut the atmosphere and, as one, the two women turned and each stretched out a hand to Carol. Despite her severe misgivings about this, she allowed herself to be drawn to her feet and positioned between the other two women, facing Lizzie, with Susie right behind her. Lizzie smiled reassuringly at her and, taking Carol’s limp arms, lifted them to wrap around her own neck. Carol felt Lizzie drop her hands to Carol’s waist and began to push her into swaying from side to side with the rhythm. Suddenly, Carol shivered as Susie, directly behind her, stepped closer to her and, holding her hands on top of Lizzie’s, joined the other two. Lizzie stepped closer and, as the two pressed in toward her, Carol could now feel the loins of the two women pressing against her. She gasped as Susie’s hands dropped from her waist to her hips, and Lizzie’s rose to the level of Carol’s breasts, although still to her sides.



She gasped again as Susie’s hands moved lower to the hem line of the absurdly lightweight skirt and jerked it swiftly upward, exposing her bright red panties to Phil’s gaze. Just as suddenly, Lizzie’s hands reached for, and cupped, Carol’s breasts. Her already hard nipples flashed into extreme stiffness, and the way they dug at the lace of the bra was almost painful. Unable to prevent it, Carol shuddered and then stiffened as her first orgasm of the afternoon coursed upward from her throbbing mound and threatening to leave her unable to stand. Understanding what was happening to her, the other two crowded in even closer, using their strength to hold her upright between them.



As she panted for breath, she turned her head to one side and found herself looking straight at Phil’s penis. During the
 performance
 he had undone his fly and released his member from its imprisonment. Now it sat there in plain view, sticking straight up and hard, as he languidly stroked it, watching the three women in front of him. Carol knew she was blushing again but she could not take her eyes of his cock. It was definitely larger than her husband’s, both in girth and length, and she knew that at any moment he would be demanding that she cross the room to him and impale herself on it. Her inner self battled over the impending question as one part of her demanded she stop this now and remain true to her marriage vows. The other part of her was demanding that she did it, that she became their fuck toy immediately.



“Susie, come here, you know what to do.”



Carol’s mouth dropped open in shock as she realized that Phil was more interested in fucking the blonde girl than her at that moment. Susie smiled and disengaged herself from her two neighbors and crossed the room, still with her skirt wrapped obscenely around her waist. She walked up to Phil and then turned and faced the other two women, spreading her legs and bending forward slightly as she did so.



Slap!



The sudden sound echoed round the room and Susie started, but her smile didn’t slip as Phil landed a resounding slap on her naked backside. Another followed, as far as Carol could tell on the other cheek, as she watched open mouthed as the tall leggy blonde straddled Phil and lowered herself toward his waiting dick.



Phil used one hand on his penis and one on Susie to guide her down onto the waiting appendage. Carol was aghast as Susie continued to lower herself completely onto Phil’s lap, easily and eagerly engulfing the entire length as she did so. Suddenly, she realized that Lizzie had not been idle whilst all of her attention had been focused on the couple in the chair. Lizzie had turned her to face the two of them and had moved behind her. As Susie began to raise and lower herself on the impaling dick, both she and Phil were staring intently at Carol. Lizzie stepped up behind Carol, her hands encircling her waist, and began to undo the buttons of the blouse starting at the bottom.



Carol could not take her eyes off the action immediately in front of her. Earlier that day she had watched the video of herself being taken from behind by her husband. Since the action had been back lit and entirely from the front, she hadn’t been able to make out that much detail. She had seen porn close–ups, of course, but nothing had prepared her for actually seeing it happen live in front of her like this. She stared in fascination as Susie continued to literally fuck herself on Phil, whilst Phil’s hands had crept up under Susie’s top to cup and fondle the blonde woman’s breasts. Her attention was centered slightly lower; engrossed in watching the way Phil’s penis pushed and pulled Susie’s outer labia with each stroke. As Lizzie drew the now unbuttoned blouse back and off down her arms, she continued to watch, enthralled. Even as Lizzie’s deft fingers unclipped the bright red lace bra and gently urged Carol to lower her arms to allow the garment to fall away, she was unable to protest.



Lizzie continued to strip her neighbor and, following the skirt, drew the panties down Carol’s shapely legs. At the back of her mind Carol realized that she had been stripped for the titillation of the couple fucking in front of her. Nevertheless, she was very close to the point of another orgasm as she stood there. Lizzie wasn’t touching her now, just standing very close to her as they both watched as Susie worked both herself and Phil up to the point of release.



Susie came first and, as she tensed and screamed out her passion, Carol could see Phil arch his back and lift them both up from the chair as his own spasm started. Carol came at that moment and her own moans echoed around the room, merging with the sounds made by the other participants in the little montage.



Lizzie, an exited observer rather than a participant in the events of the last few minutes, whispered to a shaky Carol.



“Your clothes are still in the den, sweetie. We’ll see you at ten in the morning. Your instructions are in the skirt pocket.”



Carol’s eyes were as big as saucers as she looked back over her shoulder at Lizzie.



 











Chapter 7



 



Exactly one minute before the stated time of ten o’clock, Carol stood on Lizzie and Phil’s porch. If someone had asked her why she was there at that moment she couldn’t have told them why. Nor did she know why she had said nothing to her husband about the goings on the day before or demanded that they leave the area immediately. Instead, she had been happy and chatty and extremely flirty with her husband, and she and Peter had retired early and made love with abandon in a way seldom practiced since their honeymoon—with the drapes drawn, of course. So, instead of ranting and being angry with her neighbors, here she stood clothed as per the instructions she had found in her skirt pocket and almost looking forward to whatever would happen.



Lizzie answered the door after just one ring of the bell and smilingly led her neighbor through into the kitchen where Phil raised his coffee cup in a silent good morning to her.



“Coffee?”



Lizzie bustled around the kitchen preparing a coffee for Carol, and Lizzie’s infectious good humor seemed to infect Carol as she smiled back at her hostess. She felt somewhat overdressed compared to Lizzie this morning. Although Lizzie looked smart in a tight top and fashionably cut jeans, she was definitely casually dressed compared to Carol’s little black dress. Carol took the proffered seat at the breakfast bar and immediately noticed her knees were raised just as at lunch the day before. Phil took no notice though, seemingly engrossed in the paperwork he was reading. Carol and Lizzie chatted for a few minutes before the doorbell rang again and Lizzie quite literally scampered off to answer the door. It was, of course, Susie and Carol realized immediately that Susie’s dress mimicked her own, although in red rather than black. She surmised that Susie’s underwear would match her own too.



As soon as Susie arrived, Phil seemed to come to life and immediately took charge.



“Shall we move through to the patio then, ladies, and make a start?”



Carol was confused but the other two gently guided her over to the patio doors to the outside. She stepped through and her mouth dropped open. There was now a rattan suite on the patio, full of oversized cushions. That was not what had caught her attention, though. It was the strange items on stands surrounding the suite. Never having seen such things before, it took a couple of moments for Carol to identify them. They were a set of studio lights and reflectors; the camera lying on the table that Phil now picked up completed the picture for her. She suddenly remembered that Phil had indeed been a professional photographer and the set-up instantly communicated to her that he fully intended to take several shots of her.



Carol’s hands flew to her cheeks in shock and she began to shuffle backward, her head slowly shaking from side to side.



“I can’t… I can’t do this.”



Lizzie was right behind her and Carol was therefore unable to retreat any further.



“Of course you can, Carol, what is different about today than yesterday?” Susie asked her.



“The camera for one.”



“Then what about the night before?” Phil asked, and Carol was left with the distinct impression that both of the other young women present had modeled for Phil before as Susie walked over and sat amongst the cushions, looking totally at ease.



“How many orgasms did you have yesterday, Carol?”



Lizzie’s question from behind her made her jump slightly.



“I don’t know, two or three I think.”



“Nine, Carol. We counted them, didn’t we, Phil?”



Phil nodded.



“And all without anyone else touching you in any way sexually.”



Carol could only blush and bite her lip.



“We simply suggested to you that you pretend that we were blackmailing you. Your clothes came off, your fingers went up your pussy and you came and came until you passed out. I think your submissive side took over and I know you can’t say you didn’t enjoy it, can you?”



Carol didn’t respond; she could see where this was going and deep down she already knew that she would be going along with it.



“So are you going to pretend again today, Carol? Just so that you go along with Phil’s instructions.”



She hung her head.



“Carol, Lizzie asked you a question?”



Phil’s voice had a power to it that caused her lift her face and look at him. Taking a deep breath, she nodded. Instantly Phil smiled and Carol felt Lizzie pat her comfortingly on her shoulder.



“Good girl, we knew you’d see sense. Now, please sit on that chair facing Susie.”



Carol followed Phil’s instructions and, as she and Susie sat there facing each other, Phil and Lizzie busied themselves around the two girls switching on and adjusting the lights until everything met Phil’s approval. She noticed that there were no lights positioned directly behind the couch where Susie sat, so correctly surmised that Phil would be taking pictures of whoever was on the couch rather than more generally.



“Now, Carol, Susie already knows the drill.” Phil confirmed Carol’s earlier guess that Susie had modeled for Phil before.



“So I want you to watch as I put Susie through her paces and then we’ll try the same sequence with you. Okay?”



Carol gulped and nodded and Phil turned all his attention to Susie whilst Lizzie stood behind Carol and watched as well.



“Okay. Susie, I want you to smile for me. Good. Now cross your legs left over right and keep smiling. Good. You are doing great. Now slide your top leg up the other one until the foot reaches your knee. Slowly. Good girl. Now bring your right hand down to grasp that ankle. Excellent.”



Carol immediately noted the almost hypnotic way Phil was telling his model what to do and couldn’t help feeling drawn into the process as the willing model was manipulated. The current position had caused the skirt to fall back and expose a length of thigh almost to the stocking top, the lace of which was just about visible in the shadowed area just beneath the hem of the dress.



“Now, with the other hand just ease the skirt up a little, let’s see some more leg. Good. Higher. Higher still. Good.”



Without hesitation the leggy blonde had lifted her skirt up until bare flesh was exposed as well as the lace of the top of the hold-up stocking. Carol bit her lip again, she had to admit that Susie looked incredibly sexy and the thought that in a few minutes she might be doing the same was causing her body to react.



“Good, now stand up and turn and face the couch please, Susie. Good. Now bend over and place both hands on the cushions for me. Good. Bend at the waist not at the knees. Excellent.  Now slowly bend your elbows allowing your head to descend further. Good. Keep going. Elbows on the cushions, please. Good. Now straighten up but stay there.”



Carol had watched as the long stocking-clad legs of the blonde woman had come further and further into view as the posture dragged the skirt higher and higher. She could not help but notice the way the dress material tautened across Susie’s cheeks and heightened the sensuousness of the pose.



“Now bring your hands over your shoulder and loosen the catch on the dress. Good. Lower the zip slightly. Excellent. Adjust your grip and slowly draw the zip all the way down please. Good.”



As the zip travelled smoothly but unhurriedly down, a Vee of exposed delicate flesh was exposed below the line of Susie’s bobbed hair. Finally the zip was at the bottom and Susie’s hands returned to her shoulders in preparation for what Carol assumed would be the instruction to lose the dress. The open Vee at the back was only bisected by the tiny black back strap of Susie’s bra and Carol felt her own nipples hardening as her body began to demand the scene in front of her continue.



Lizzie’s hands now reached out to her neighbor’s shoulders and began to gently massage the tight muscle groups there. Carol initially tensed up under the feather-light touch but quickly relaxed as Lizzie continued to work on her shoulders, making no overtly sexual move on her.



Distracted by Lizzie, Carol hadn’t seen Susie drop the dress from her shoulders and turn round to face the camera with the dress loosely bunched around her waist and her bra encased breasts pointing directly at Phil. It was apparent to all of the watchers that Susie was really enjoying this as her nipples were tenting out the thin lace of her bra while her hands worked at freeing the dress from her hips. Suddenly, gravity won and the dress dropped cleanly and freely to the ground to form a puddle of discarded fabric around her feet. The tall blonde, clad only in her matching lacy black underwear, stood there panting heavily as Phil finished taking several more shots of her posing like that.



“Swap places with Carol now, please, Susie; I think she’s seen enough to learn a little about what to do, don’t you?”



Susie smiled and crossed the intervening short space and held out her hands to Carol and helped her to her feet. Trembling with a combination of trepidation and, surprisingly, arousal, Carol crossed to the couch and sat down. Immediately she saw that Susie had sat down on her own seat and that Lizzie had leaned forward to watch Carol over Susie’s shoulder. Both girls were watching intently as Carol’s eyes registered shock at the fact that Lizzie’s hand had slipped into Susie’s bra and was casually but sensuously massaging her naked breast.



 











Chapter 8



 



“Are you ready, Carol? Good. Then let’s get started, shall we. Please stretch your legs out in front of you. Smile, please, Carol, unless told otherwise you must always smile. Good. Now cross your legs at the ankle. Excellent.”



Carol found that it was much harder to do than to watch. She was really struggling to keep a smile on her face and, for the twentieth time that morning, was asking herself what she was doing here. It was fairly obvious that she would shortly end up naked again, in front of her neighbors. Still she tried, her smile widening as Phil began to encourage her more.



“Good, now sit back into the couch and relax. Slide the top leg up the bottom leg just as Susie did. Good. Keep it going, now stop at the knee. Excellent. Bring your hand across to hold your ankle. Keep smiling. Good. You’re doing very well, just a couple more and then you can relax for a moment.”



The hypnotic effect of his voice was real and Carol had quickly begun to ignore the incessant click of the camera shutter. Less easy to ignore was the way Lizzie was continuing to manipulate Susie’s breasts in the chair facing her.



“Now, sit forward a little, please. Good. Another shot and that’s it. Good girl, you can relax for a moment.”



Phil, with the ease of long practice, took the full memory card out of the camera and inserted its replacement, handing the full one to Lizzie who left Susie alone and disappeared into the house with it, probably to load it onto a computer and check the contents. Susie smiled at Carol and winked at her, not in the slightest bit embarrassed about the way she had just been fondled by another woman in front of Carol. There again, Carol had watched Phil fuck her the day before so the girl almost certainly had nothing to feel embarrassed about.



“Okay, Carol, ready to go again? Good, now this time I want you to sit back into the pile of cushions. Good, but sorry, that’s not quite right. Susie, you know exactly what I want, don’t you? Would you just go and rearrange the cushions for Carol, please.”



“Sure.”



The tall blonde girl uncrossed her legs and walked around behind the couch with the feline grace only the very tall girls could manage.



“Sit forward a little bit, please.”



Although Carol knew that Susie was behind her, she jumped a little when the blonde girl whispered in her ear. She did as requested and felt Susie rearranging the cushions on the rattan frame behind her. She didn’t dare turn her head to watch as Phil continued to click the camera shutter in front of her. Suddenly, she realized that the scantily-clad Susie was in frame, too, and the pictures Phil was taking would look very suggestive to anybody seeing them. That thought, together with the sudden thought that someone might see the photographs, brought a crimson glow to Carol’s face as she contemplated the unthinkable.



“Stay there, please, Susie, you make a really good backdrop for Carol.”



Susie was now standing upright behind the couch and Carol cast a furtive glance out of the corner of her eye to see that she was casually leaning on the back of the couch slightly to one side of her. The studio lighting system was preventing the sunlight from casting any natural shadows.



“Carol, lift your chin a little and look at me. Good. Now rest your hand on your knee—sorry, sweetie, I should have said the left one. That’s better. Now lay the right hand down on the cushion beside you and smile at the camera. Good. Hold that pose. Susie, if you would be so kind, please undo the catch on Carol’s dress as I don’t want her to move. Good.”



Carol drew in a deep breath as she felt Susie’s feather-light touch undo the hook and eye at the top of the zip and then very slowly draw the zip itself down. Her arm was moving inside a channel she had deliberately created within the pile of cushions behind Carol. Finally the truth dawned on the young wife; the three devious people around her were playing a game, playing her just like a violin. The problem was, as she felt Susie’s fingertips gently caressing her skin on their way down her back, she couldn’t help realizing she was beginning to enjoy being played as much as the players enjoyed playing.



In the meantime, Lizzie had returned to the deck and was now standing watching Carol and Susie from a position just to one side of Phil.



“Susie, just slip the shoulder straps of Carol’s dress off, please.”



Carol sucked her breath in but held still as Susie followed Phil’s instructions. Suddenly, the fabric cascaded down her arms and torso to pool on top of her arms just above her waist.



“Carol, just stand up and let the dress fall away and sit down again, please.”



Trying to hide her nervousness, Carol did exactly as requested and sat down again very quickly as soon as possible so as to conceal the tremors in her legs.



“Good, now, Susie, lean forward and gently massage Carol’s shoulders, please. She seems very tense. Carol, please smile, that’s a good girl, you’re actually doing very well.”



“Much better than mine or Susie’s first time.” Lizzie interjected, speaking for the first time in several minutes.



“Definitely.” Susie echoed the sentiment from directly behind Carol’s ear.



Susie’s hands now came over the back of the couch and proceeded to massage Carol’s shoulders in slow circular movements. Her touch was so gentle yet so assured that Carol immediately began to relax, the tension flooding her body from sitting her in her neighbor’s yard in her underwear began draining away. Instinctively, and also under the deliberate pressure of Susie’s skilful fingers, she found herself sinking into the soft cushions piled on the couch. After three or four minutes, Carol’s rather fixed smile was replaced by a much dreamier one. Lizzie whispered something into Phil’s ear and he nodded. Lizzie approached and went around behind the couch and whispered something to Susie. Carol could not see quite what was going on but, from the shuffling going on behind her, was aware that something was.



Suddenly, Susie stopped massaging one shoulder for a few seconds before resuming and then repeating the process on the other side. A moment later Lizzie reappeared in Carol’s peripheral vision walking away back to her husband’s side. She was carrying two scraps of lace and Carol suddenly realized they were Susie’s bra and panties and she was now being given a sensuous shoulder massage by a naked woman.



Her breathing quickened as she contemplated her new situation. Having decided to ring the doorbell on time this morning and enter this house, she had known that she and probably others would be naked and involved in some form of sexual interchange, if not intercourse, fairly soon afterwards. She had not bargained on Phil using a camera, but it was already too late. As all these thoughts flashed through her brain, she suddenly became aware that Susie had modified the massage she had been giving Carol. Actually, not modified the technique, but moved her hands. Instead of massaging her shoulders, they were now tracing circles on the front of her shoulders and dipping down onto the gentle swell of her breasts.



With each circle the gentle feminine hands moved closer and closer to the edge of Carol’s black bra, and the closer they got the more Carol became aroused and the more obvious this fact was to the observers. Phil had long since ceased to give either girl instructions and Susie was quite determined to achieve her goal. As her fingers began to brush against the stiff lace edging of Carol’s underwear, Carol began to move under the stimulation being applied. She didn’t exactly writhe, but her torso was beginning to rise and fall with the circling hands.



On the next upsweep of the hands, Susie very easily snagged the shoulder straps and pushed them sideways off Carol’s shoulders before resuming her movements. Two revolutions later, her hands darted like tiny birds and pushed them further down Carol’s unresisting arms. Carol’s eyes closed as she realized that Susie’s actions had loosened the material of the concealing cups and allowed Susie’s fingers to penetrate ever nearer to her sensitive buds. Her nipples were now standing up as hard as they had been the day before. Carol was thoroughly aware that before much longer the amount of juice flowing from her aroused pussy would overwhelm the absorbency of the crotch band of her panties.



Susie kept up the movements for a couple of minutes more, every third or fourth circle of her fingers diverting and catching the thin bra straps and pushing them down further. Finally, there was no alternative, and Susie’s hands left their targets and dropped behind Carol’s back in the channel deliberately left between two of the oversized cushions. The snap of her bra catch being undone echoed like thunder in Carol’s ears and she was sure the other two must have heard it. The loosened fabric simply lay on top of her breasts and she wondered whether Susie would remove it or if Phil would ask her to do so.



Susie’s hands returned to their circling motion, but now the constraining fabric of the bra was no longer a hindrance. Her actions become bolder and Carol closed her eyes as the moving hands finally dove under the fabric and brushed across her so sensitive nipples. She couldn’t stifle the cry that left her lips, nor prevent her back from arching, as those sensate buds finally received the stimulation they had been crying out for.



Susie’s hands now continued their progress, catching the loose cups of the bra and pushing them down to reveal Carol’s chest to the camera lens. Unresisting, Carol allowed Susie to extract her arms from the loose shoulder straps and remove the bra completely. In doing so, Susie had to lean over one shoulder and, for the first time in her life, Carol felt another woman’s naked breast press against her. The soft flesh mass pressing against her with that little hard nub in the middle, brought another low moan from her lips and then she realized that Susie was no longer touching her. Startled, she opened her eyes and watched as the naked blonde moved gracefully around the couch to sit next to her. She turned her face to look directly into Susie’s almost involuntarily, and Susie immediately took the opportunity to lean in and softly kiss her. Carol’s eyes widened in shock as the naked woman continued to kiss her, her soft lips playing with Carol’s own.



A hand that Carol belatedly realized could only be Susie’s, now cupped her breast and the fingers began to roll and tweak the nipple. The sheer overload to her senses was too much for Carol and her back arched yet again, pressing the delicate nub of flesh into Susie’s knowing fingers. In an attempt to pant for breath, even knowing it was futile with Susie’s lips pressed to hers, Carol opened her mouth. Immediately Susie responded by gently licking at the inside of Carol’s lips with the tip of her tongue and Carol moaned into the kiss.



Carol sank further down into the cushions and Susie was now leaning completely over her. One of Susie’s hands was fondling Carol’s breast whilst the other was fluttering down across her stomach toward the waistband of the extremely brief black panties. Without conscious thought, Carol’s legs began to spread apart to allow Susie access to that final treasure. In fact, Carol wasn’t thinking at all, just allowing her body to luxuriate in the waves of feeling spreading from the expert ministrations of Susie’s tongue and fingers. When Susie’s hand finally cupped her mound, Carol could hold it in no longer and she crashed into a stupendous orgasm right there on her neighbor’s deck.



She was only vaguely aware when Lizzie again stepped forward and, this time, with Susie’s help, stripped the panties down and off Carol’s lithe legs. The naked brunette now lay there with her legs spread wide apart as Susie’s fingers began to minister to her clit without hindrance. Within a couple of minutes she crested the wave again as Susie squeezed the tiny nub of flesh of her clit between two fingers whilst expertly rolling her nipple around her mouth.



When Carol came round from this second orgasm, she realized that Susie had changed positions yet again and was now crouched between her legs, and the delightful sensations coursing through her pussy and clit were down to the fact that Susie was now eating her with great skill, certainly more skill than her own husband.



“No, no.” Carol panted out an objection that her own body was in the process of denying.



She looked over Susie’s naked back in supplication at Phil and Lizzie but realized that something there had changed. Lizzie was now the one holding and pointing the camera at the action on the couch. Phil was much closer to the action than he had been. In fact, he was kneeling directly behind Susie and was doing something below Carol’s eyelevel. Suddenly, Susie grunted into Carol’s pussy and began to move backward and forward in a steady rhythm. Finally the penny dropped for Carol. Not only was Susie continuing to expertly eat her out, but Phil was fucking Susie from behind, doggie style, whilst she did so.



Lizzie continued to snap away as the ménage continued to play out. As Phil’s thrusts became harder and faster, it became more difficult for Susie to continue to eat Carol with the same degree of expertise. Her body was being thrust back and forth by Phil’s movements between her own legs. In the end she resulted to burying three fingers of one hand right up Carol’s slit and allowed Phil’s momentum to saw them in and out of Carol in the same rhythm as his penis was doing in her own. Susie’s other hand was alternatively caressing and pinching Carol’s clit and the animalistic sounds coming from both women and the grunts coming from Phil were echoing around the yard.



Afterwards, Carol thought she had cum four times under Susie’s hands but was never able to be sure if she had miscounted and missed one or two. She was surprised when, after it was all over and Phil’s sperm was leaking out of an exhausted Susie lying on the deck panting for breath, Lizzie announced that her servitude was done for the day.



“We’re going to be busy preparing for the party tomorrow, Carol. You are very welcome to come and help, indeed your help would be appreciated. In no way, though, are you to feel obligated to come and help. There’ll be no time for fun and games, though, I’m afraid.”



 











Chapter 9



 



By the time, Peter in his business suit and Carol in her starched white shirt and black pleated mini skirt, rang the bell the following evening, the party was already in full swing. Although Carol knew what Lizzie’s and Susie’s costumes were going to be like, she hadn’t told her husband and Peter’s eyes came out on stalks when Lizzie answered the door in her abbreviated costume.



“Peter, Carol, come in, make yourselves at home.”



A very smart looking Phil waved cheerfully over the heads of his guests from the far side of the room as Lizzie led the two of them into the house. To Carol’s eye it was quickly obvious that there were many more men than women and that most of the women were similarly attired to her, which was a relief.



There was no doubting who the center of attention was, though, as there was a group of men huddled around a tall leggy blonde, Susie. The crowd parted and both Peter and Carol were able to see why. Susie’s costume, or should I say lack of it, was the cause of her being so surrounded. The costume matched Lizzie’s but, on her taller frame, appeared even smaller, even shorter. There were a couple of inches of bare thigh visible above the fishnet stockings, but the absolute center of attention was somewhat higher. Exactly as Lizzie had promised, Susie was braless under the thin transparent lace of the top and her breasts were clearly visible through it.



As the young couple circulated around the room they spotted only a few other people they recognized. Most of the guests were older than they were—well, certainly the men were. Carol eventually realized that although most of the men present were on the wrong side of forty, this was not the case among the women. Without exception, these were on the lower side of thirty, with most much nearer to her own age of twenty-four; they were also all slim, toned and pretty.



Given the events of the previous few days, Carol began to have her suspicions about the event. After an hour of pleasant conversation, Carol began to relax. It was feeling exactly like an ordinary cocktail party and, as her suspicions subsided, she began to enjoy herself. The one person who was obviously enjoying herself, though, was Susie. She positively fizzed with excitement, the sparkle in her eye was evident to all and the crowd around her constantly changed as the men present sought the chance to talk to her.



Peter had drifted off to talk to a group of fellow anglers and Carol soon found she, too, had plenty of people ready to engage her in conversation. Lizzie came up to her and whispered in her ear.



“There’s someone in here that I want you to meet.”



* * * *



Realizing Peter was fully engrossed in his conversation near the bar, Carol allowed herself to be led away into the dining room. The crowd was a little thinner here and she realized one of the men was standing near the window watching Lizzie and herself cross the room with an intensity that unnerved her. At these kinds of events men would often undress her with their eyes, but this guy was really taking it to extremes. Seemingly oblivious, Lizzie led her straight up to him and it was then obvious to Carol that this was the guy Lizzie wanted her to meet.



“Carol, let me introduce you, this is Joe Brown, our Mayor.”



“Pleased to meet you, Carol. Lizzie has told me
 so
 much about you.”



As he took her hand she expected him to shake it but instead he held it, almost daintily like a flower, before raising it to his lips and brushing the back of her hand with them.



Carol could not prevent a slow blush suffusing her cheeks as he kept hold of her hand and looked straight into her eyes with a penetrating stare. She realized belatedly that he had stressed specific words in his greeting which implied he knew about the previous two days. Her blush deepened and she felt very much like the rabbit caught in the headlights.



“I am so looking forward to talking to you later but I suspect that our hostess here has other plans, don’t you, Lizzie darling? Is it time for my little speech?”



Lizzie smiled and nodded and linked her arm in his on one side. Joe released her hand and as he and Lizzie began to move through the room, Carol found herself caught up on his other side and, almost unwillingly, dragged arm in arm on his other side toward the main reception room.



As soon as the three appeared in the doorway, one pot-bellied balding man flanked by two pretty women, someone began to tap a spoon against a glass and call for silence. People from the other rooms began to drift in, too. Peter raised an eyebrow at Carol, still standing there flanking Joe, unable to extricate herself without causing a scene. She pantomimed a shrug back at him and stood passively waiting.



“Ladies and gentlemen, I give you our Mayor elect, Joe Brown.”



With a start, Carol remembered that the mayoral elections were only four weeks away. She had never been politically active so hadn’t remembered the elections were so close until reminded just now.



As the gentle applause died down, the man at her side began to speak.



“Thank you, one and all, thank you. As you know the election is only four weeks away now and, with Chas’s unfortunate heart attack six weeks ago, the position of Deputy Mayor has been unfilled. I have to tell you that Chas, whilst he is recovering, for which we all give thanks,” he paused to lift his eyes to the ceiling in pious supplication, “he will unfortunately be unable to continue with his duties. It is, therefore, beholden to me to select a new running mate for this election. Now this city hasn’t had a Republican Mayor for over fifty years and we will not have one this time either.”



Several gentle chuckles sounded around the room and Carol suddenly realized this was more than a cocktail party—it was a political gathering.



“That does not mean we do not have to work hard to win this election, boys, and we will, won’t we?”



This time the applause reverberated around the room.



“As you know, God willing, we win this time around it will be my fifth term and I will be required to step down in two years’ time. Therefore, it is doubly important that our new Deputy Mayor elect is a man of fine breeding, quick mind and unimpeachable reputation as he will more than likely be my successor. “



Again he paused for applause and, on cue, his audience provided it.



“It, therefore, gives me great pleasure to introduce to you the new Deputy Mayor elect and, God willing, future Mayor of our fair city. Our host tonight. Mr. Phil Taylor.”



The thunderous round of applause this time almost hurt Carol’s eardrums and she joined in as Joe released hers and Lizzie’s arms to clap himself. There were few surprised faces around the room; in fact, the only one she could see was Peter’s. Obviously this had been an orchestrated event and only the neighbors were in the dark.



As people made their way over to congratulate a grinning Phil, Carol managed to step a few feet away from the Mayor. Suddenly, she realized that Lizzie was there next to her.



“Carol, remember the last few days? I want you to do something for me. In about ten minutes I want you to slip away and go upstairs. I want you to hide in my dressing room but leave the door ajar so you can see out. There is something you need to see and hear. Okay?”



“What do you mean?” Carol hissed to her neighbor.



“Just do as you are told, there’s a good girl.”



With that Lizzie was gone, gently easing her way through the crowd to stand at her husband’s side.



 











Chapter 10



 



Carol stood in the dressing room waiting for something to happen. For about the tenth time in the last few minutes she wondered just why she was there. Was it curiosity? Or was it fear of Lizzie revealing her sexual antics of the last couple of days.



Finally, after what seemed an eternity of agonized waiting, she heard a movement out in the main room. She looked through the crack of the door and spotted Lizzie moving around the bedroom, closing the drapes. Given Lizzie’s proclivity for showing her body, she was very surprised to see Lizzie doing this. She was about to step out and say something when Lizzie spun round and held a finger to her lips. Her neighbor then gave a quick glance around, smoothed down her skirt and, putting a warm smile on her face, waited for someone to come through the door. Carol heard two other people enter the room but from her vantage point couldn’t quite distinguish who they were. Finally, they stepped into view and Carol realized they were the Mayor Joe, with his arm wrapped possessively around Susie’s waist.



“Are you sure we won’t be disturbed, young lady?”



As Lizzie nodded in response to his question, Joe untangled his arm from Susie and his face lit up with an evil grin. He moved past Lizzie and sat himself down on the foot of the bed.



“I might as well get myself comfortable now, hadn’t I?”



The two women stood on either side of him, a few feet away from him and from each other.



“So, tell me Lizzie, are you happy with the deal that Phil agreed with me?”



“Of course, Joe, Phil and I agreed everything up front.”



“Everything?”



“Yes, everything”



“Does that include you, too?”



Joe’s question to Susie resulted in a huge grin splitting the blonde’s face, just visible from Carol’s hiding place. She nodded in agreement and Joe leaned back on the bed in a semi reclining position.



“Well, in that case am I going to see the show I was promised?”



The two women nodded.



“Why don’t you start by handing me your panties then, girls?”



Carol had to fight to prevent an involuntary gasp from giving away her presence, watching almost breathlessly as the two other women reached up under their already short skirts and pulled down their panties. Stepping gracefully out of them, they moved toward the semi recumbent Mayor and solemnly handed them to him.



Joe lifted Lizzie’s panties up to his nose and sniffed delicately, bringing a blush to the back of Lizzie’s neck—all that Carol could see from her vantage point. He repeated the process with the tiny scrap of lace that the blonde had handed to him, bringing a girlish giggle from Susie.



“Well, my beauties, you know what Phil promised me and you can’t be missing from downstairs too often, can you?”



With that the two women smiled at each other—well, Carol assumed from her rear view that Lizzie returned the smile that Susie gave her—and the two moved into close proximity facing each other. As they entwined their arms around each other and began to kiss, the penny dropped for Carol. In order to assure his selection as Deputy Mayor, Phil had obviously promised a lesbian show for Joe between his wife and her friend. As the two girls necked and French kissed each other, their hands began to move. From her vantage point, Carol could only see what Susie was doing behind Lizzie and could only surmise that she was returning the favor to her friend.



Susie’s hands were roaming down Lizzie’s back, simultaneously holding and caressing her friend and hostess. As the two girls continued to kiss and caress each other, Carol watched as the devious Mayor calmly put both pairs of panties into his pocket. Finally, they broke the kiss and the two young women moved their position slightly. Lizzie was standing facing Joe at the foot of the bed and Susie was standing behind her with her hands resting on Lizzie’s hips. Despite being slightly behind the action and, therefore, unable to see exactly what was happening, from the anticipatory gleam in Joe’s eyes it was clear that Susie was about to display her friend’s charms for his benefit.



Lizzie simply held her arms loosely to her sides as Susie’s hands travelled up to Lizzie’s breasts before disappearing into the space between the two women. The sound of the zip on the back of Lizzie’s maid’s costume being drawn down was quite loud in Carol’s ears, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the spectacle in front of her.



Slowly, to prolong the viewer’s pleasure, Susie brought her hands up to Lizzie’s shoulders and just as slowly brushed the lace fabric away and down. The garment fell away exposing Lizzie’s lacy bra and, as gravity took over, the outfit fell to the floor. Joe’s eyes were riveted to Lizzie’s fully shaven pussy as Susie continued to strip her friend by unclipping the bra. The flimsy lace could not hold against gravity either as the blonde pushed the straps off the shoulders and thus, within moments, Lizzie was totally naked in front of the Mayor.



The fact that her body was on display didn’t faze the young brunette in any way, nor did the flickering fingers of Susie’s hands as the blonde began to play with her friend. One hand caressed and pinched at a nipple while the other snaked down toward that waiting slit as Lizzie shifted her legs apart to accommodate her.



Although Carol could only see a three quarter rear view, she knew exactly when Susie’s probing finger tips reached Lizzie’s sensitive clit, as the brunette gave out a low moan and her legs slid wider apart. Suddenly, Joe made a gesture to the watching Susie and she stopped manipulating the willing body in front of her. She stepped around her naked friend and it was now Lizzie’s turn to display the blonde. Again Carol heard the sound of a zip being drawn down but this time, as the brief maid’s costume cascaded to the floor, the braless Susie was revealed in all her naked glory.



Just as her friend had, Susie spread her legs to allow Lizzie’s probing fingers to reach each and every part of her treasures. Carol was spellbound within the dressing room only feet from the action as, under Lizzie’s expert ministrations, Susie worked her way up to the peak of an orgasm, something Joe’s intervention had denied Lizzie. Susie was not going to be denied and Carol was treated to the erotic sight of the leggy blonde shuddering her way to climax as Lizzie’s fingers manipulated her in front of the balding watcher.



As Susie came down from her high, Joe moved around so he was sitting on the side of the bed rather than the foot, on the same side as the hidden voyeur, Carol. He patted the end of the bed he had just vacated and the two naked women moved slowly to the bed. At his silent direction, the two sank down onto the bed, only inches away from the watching Mayor, lying on their sides facing each other with their arms entwined. They began to kiss again and, as their hands began to roam over each other’s bodies again, Joe reached out one hand and began to gently caress the point of Lizzie’s hip, the nearest naked flesh to him. This carried on for several minutes before Susie became impatient.



The blonde woman rolled Lizzie onto her back, her jutting naked hip actually touching the still sitting Joe and, after kissing her for a few seconds, she began to trail kisses down across the recumbent body. As she passed between Lizzie’s nipples, she brought her thumbs and fingers up to tweak and savagely pull on the outstanding nubs. Lizzie moaned in passion and her back arched. Susie continued trailing kisses down across Lizzie’s navel and, as she approached her obvious goal, Lizzie spread her legs in surrender.



With Lizzie’s stupendous rack right in front of him, unattended and undefended, Joe reached out with one hand and began to roughly maul the nearest breast. Meanwhile, Susie had slipped off the bed to kneel at the gap between Lizzie’s widespread legs and Carol had a clear view as she began to eat out her friend expertly. Carol blushed furiously in the hiding place of the darkened dressing room as her body remembered exactly how good it had felt when the blonde had done the same thing to her on the patio the day before.



Her breathing was getting labored and she was trying to pant quietly lest she gave her presence away, fully aware of how damp her panties were getting watching the lascivious sight in front of her.



Joe began to talk to Lizzie as Susie’s tongue brought her to the point of orgasm.



“So, are things set up for the retreat?”



“Almost,” Lizzie gasped.



“Almost?”



“We’ve nearly got it all set up.”



“Only nearly? That’s not good enough.”



He had to pause before Lizzie could answer, as the brunette thrashed to orgasm under Susie.



He continued to roughly massage Lizzie’s breast as she came down from the peak of her orgasm and tweaked it painfully to get her attention. Despite bringing her friend to orgasm Susie kept going, her lithe tongue flickering between the entry to Lizzie’s pussy and circling round the protruding nub of her un-hooded clit. From her vantage point, Carol could see everything Susie was doing in clear close-up detail.



“Phil is asking Peter and Andrew to go with him on the fishing trip tonight.”



Lizzie could only gasp out short sentences as she struggled for breath under the double assault. Joe tweaked her nipple again.



“Go on.”



“Once we have got the husbands out of the way it’ll be easy.”



Carol gasped, she realized that her devious neighbors were paying a higher price for his selection as Deputy Mayor. But why was he taking her and Rebecca’s husbands out of the way?



“So, there are no problems with the accommodation for the weekend then?”



“No… Oh, God! Susie please don’t stop!”



“And the entertainment?”



“Well, there is a little fly in the ointment.”



“What?”



“Rebecca’s mother is seriously ill. That’s why she’s not here tonight.”



“The retreat is six weeks away.”



“I know, but I can’t work on her at the moment.”



“Why not?”



Again the devious Mayor had to wait as Lizzie climbed the slope to another orgasm. When she came back down again, Susie paused in her work to allow Lizzie to continue in a more measured way.



“Her mother lives upstate and she has spent the last three weekends flying up there to be with her. She’s not expected out of hospital for at least two months and Rebecca will be up there every weekend.”



“Meaning she won’t be there for the retreat?”



“No, there’s nothing I can do.”



“So there will only be the three of you here, then?”



Carol stared out at the trio on the bed in disbelief, surely they couldn’t mean…



“Well, of course, I’ll be here and so will Susie.”



“What about Carol, that delectably prim neighbor of yours?”



Carol’s gasp was audible in the room as she heard Lizzie confirm her own availability.



 











Chapter 11



 



“Why don’t we ask the lady herself?” Joe suddenly asked.



There was nowhere for Carol to hide as the realization struck home that all three participants in the bedroom drama she had been watching had known about her presence all along, and that the little conversation Joe had just started had been entirely for her benefit.



Carol just stood there, frozen in shock as she watched the pot-bellied older man lever himself off the bed and approach the dressing room door. Suddenly he was there and, throwing the door open, he stepped aside to invite her out into the room. Caught, unable to explain her presence satisfactorily to this man, she continued to stand there as if rooted to the spot.



“Come on, sweetie.” Lizzie was there standing in the doorway, holding out her hand to the unresisting Carol.



As Carol was led by naked Lizzie into the well-lit bedroom, she kept her eyes down to avoid looking at the Mayor. Instead, she found herself looking down at the perfect round globes of her neighbor’s ass. She didn’t want to look there so she tried to look to one side instead, only to see the blonde well-trimmed pussy of Susie walking toward her. Finally, Lizzie stopped and Carol realized she was facing the end of the bed with a naked neighbor on each side. Joe came and sat on the end of the bed facing her; with her head still down she was looking at his chest. Nevertheless, her eyes had taken in the bulge his manhood was making in his trousers. She didn’t trust herself to speak so just stood there, subserviently, waiting for someone else to break the silence.



“So, we have a little peeping Tom here? Or is it a peeping Thomasina?”



Joe chuckled at his own wit whilst Carol blushed redder than ever.



“Look at me, girl.”



Carol looked up and her eyes betrayed there was no fight left in her.



“You were right, Lizzie; this neighbor of yours is a real submissive, isn’t she? Look at her, no indignation, no bluster, and no fight. Perfect for our needs I think.”



“Oh, yes, she’ll do exactly what I tell her to, won’t you, Carol?”



Lizzie’s question burned into Carol’s psyche, and she gulped before abjectly nodding.



“You see, the perfect little submissive who has been enjoying her slut training over the last couple of days, haven’t you, Carol?”



Carol nodded again, biting her lip, unable to form any satisfactory answer to the questions being asked of her and unable to understand why.



“Has Phil had her yet?”



“No, not yet, next week I think. The only man who’s had her since she got married is her husband.” Lizzie laughed wickedly. “As far as we know, anyway.”



“Have you had her, Lizzie?”



“No, but Susie has and we’ve all seen her delicious little body.”



They were continuing to talk about her as if she wasn’t there. She wanted to run, so desperately wanted to turn and run out of the room, but her legs wouldn’t move. She felt rooted to the spot, unable to comprehend what was happening, what was about to happen to her.



“Is her body as good as it appears to be through those impossibly prim clothes?”



“Definitely.”



“So why didn’t she wear something as sexy as you two tonight?”



“I don’t think she dared. Did you, Carol?”



Again, in answer, she simply shook her head no.



“Well, take the blouse off and let me see.”



As Joe said this Carol’s head came up and her mouth dropped open, releasing the lip she had been biting. Her head flicked from side to side looking for an escape route but only spotting the other two women stepping close to her. The moment was there when flight might have been possible and then it was gone. One hand on each side grasped her arms, holding them down by her sides. One hand from each naked woman reached up to the top button on her stiff blouse and, as they skilfully flicked the first button through its button hole, the moment was gone.



The neck of the blouse parted slightly as that button came undone, and still more as the next and then the third followed it. The two women paused at that moment and drew the two halves of the blouse apart, displaying Carol’s neck and the start of her cleavage to the grinning man sitting on the end of the bed. Her entire neck and face were suffused with blood as she blushed at the thought of the two naked women stripping her in front of him.



Their hands travelled lower, now meeting between her breasts to under the button there, their palms resting on the swell of her breasts, gently rubbing them as they did so. Carol’s breathing was becoming ragged as the subservient woman realized they fully intended to strip her naked for their, and Joe’s, entertainment.



Again she looked wildly around for an escape route but there was no obvious one available. She knew that if she screamed someone in the house would come running—in fact, several of the men in the house would come running. But if she did that how could she explain what she was doing hiding in Lizzie’s bedroom whilst the three people with her got it on.



The moment for flight was gone now as the last button popped open and the two women began to tug the tails of the blouse out from her skirt waistband. Still she could not find it within herself to resist as they pulled the blouse free and slowly lowered it away from her shoulders and down her arms. The white bra she wore was quite demure but, as it was unpadded, it failed to prevent the other three people in the room noticing her prominent aroused nipples poking into the fabric. She was actually shaking as the two women completed the removal of her blouse; now any chance of flight was gone, gone for good.



“Tell me, dear, is that trembling from fear or from desire?”



She looked at him, her eyes wide as saucers, pleading with him to end the torment but unable to form an answer to his question.



“As something has got your tongue, I suggest we continue the process. I think the skirt next, ladies, or do you think the bra?”



“It’s fear.”



The words tumbled out of her mouth as she attempted to postpone the probably inevitable moment when her bra would be removed and her tits revealed.



“There is nothing to be afraid of here, Carol, other than fear itself. I think it’s actually a combination of both. I think you are afraid of just how high your desire is. Remove her skirt, please, ladies.”



The two naked women continued the process of reducing Carol to their level and still maintained a hold on her arms as they undid the zip on the tight skirt and pulled it down over her hips to form a circle on top of her feet. Her black hold-up stockings contrasted nicely with the matching white bra and panty set she was wearing. She blushed yet again as she realized that the crotch band of the panties was almost certainly wet, the spreading stain indicating her arousal, as if her nipples hadn’t already.



“Very nice. Lizzie, you were right, sweetheart, she definitely has got a good body on her. Are you ready to continue, Carol? Take her bra off. I think it’s time I feasted my eyes on her pair as well as you two’s.”



Carol stared straight at him, willing him to stop, to tell the girls to stop. She definitely didn’t want to be topless in this room, knowing it would go further still. Her mouth opened and closed but no sound came out. Suddenly she felt the release of pressure that told her her two friends had undone the clip, and she still couldn’t muster up any resistance as they slowly, teasingly, drew the straps off her shoulders and down her arms. A second later the bra fell away and her breasts were on show.



Unable to raise her hands to cover herself due to the gentle pressure on her arms exerted by the women on either side, she could only stand there as his eyes drank in the beauty of her chest. Her breath grew ever more ragged and the perfectly shaped tits heaved with her exertion as she tried to suck air into her lungs.



At a signal from him that she almost missed, the two women gracefully dropped to their knees on both sides and a hand snagged the waistband of her panties at each hip.



“No…”



She tried to protest but there was no conviction in her voice as the panties were gradually drawn down over her hips. She panted for air as the top of her neatly trimmed dark bush came into view above the opaque cotton. More and more of it showed itself to the appreciative audience and then, suddenly, the tautness of the fabric let go and gravity assisted the two hands pulling the panties down her legs. Her slit, shaven below the trimmed bush, was now clearly visible to Joe, despite her vain attempt to keep her legs pressed firmly together. The pressure her own thighs exerted was enough to squeeze a tiny bead of moisture from her pulsing slit and she closed her eyes in shame at this extreme evidence of her own arousal.



Still she did not resist as the two women lifted one leg in turn and removed the tangle of clothing that pooled on top of her heels. Finally she stood there, exactly as they did, clad only in stockings and heels, still wondering how she had got herself into this situation. There was no resistance either as Susie and Lizzie led her forward the two or three steps to stand directly in front of Joe, her legs brushing against his knees as he surveyed the prize so presented to him.



“Very nice indeed. May I?”



The question meant nothing to her but she suddenly realized the meaning as his hand snaked out to cup her breast. The touch of his fingers was electrifying. No man had touched her that way in the entire time of her marriage and now, this man, much older than her, was fondling her breast. Her legs swayed, only the two women to either side providing support prevented her from collapsing to the floor at his feet.



His other hand came forward and she continued to stand there passively as he fondled both breasts. When his fingers hooked around her nipples, squeezing them against his thumbs, she gasped. When he pulled on them she took a further involuntary step forward into the space he had now made for her by parting his legs. One hand dropped to her other treasure and she still just stood there as one finger lightly traced a path up and down her moist slit.



Susie now leaned in to take the unattended nipple into her hot wet mouth and, as she gently clenched her teeth on the sensitive bud of flesh, Carol’s head rolled back and a low moan escaped her throat. The orgasm that swept through her was strong and all three other participants could feel the tremors in her body as she literally shook with pleasure. Again, it was the support of the other two that kept her on feet.



 











Chapter 12



 



Carol finally recovered from the orgasm to find that rather than her ordeal being over, it was still ongoing. Susie still had her teeth clamped over one nipple and Lizzie had the other. Joe in front of her was still gently probing her pussy with the fingers of one hand whilst his other had extracted his manhood from his trousers and was massaging it in front of her. She could not help but look. It was an impressive member indeed, certainly larger than her husband’s and probably larger than Phil’s which she had seen the day before.



“Turn her round, girls.”



The intensely pleasurable pressure on her nipples released as the two women obeyed Joe’s command. She felt herself being turned around so that her butt was now pointing at that upright stick and her eyes widened as she realized they were going to guide her backward onto it. Tonight had been a series of firsts but this was the biggest one of all, literally. She was about to feel another man’s penis inside of her, the first since some time before she had met Peter.



“No… No… I can’t do this.”



The words tumbled out of her mouth as the insistent pressure of his hands on her hips guided her backward toward that moment of destiny. Lizzie and Susie were now in front of her holding her arms, taking her weight as she inexorably lowered toward the waiting organ. Suddenly, one of Joe’s hands left her hip and she felt it flutter past her buttocks. At that moment she realized he was positioning himself to aim for the descending slit.



“No… No…  Please not this…”



Her words were falling on deaf ears, her own as well as theirs. Her body was now completing the ultimate betrayal of her mind, her voice was saying no but her body failed to resist in any way. It wanted this even if she didn’t.



Suddenly she felt the touch of the red hot end of his cock at the entrance to her gaping pussy slit. The downward pressure never stopped and, without wishing to, she let out a quiet moan of supplication as she felt her pussy betray her by spreading to accommodate the invading girth. As the bulbous end slipped inside her, the sensations overwhelmed her and, without thinking about it, she sat down onto him in a swift movement. Her pussy engulfed his shaft and the muscles near the entrance to her tunnel convulsed around it. She had never been filled so full before and her body was quickly adjusting to its new-found situation. Her eyes wide, she stared at the two women in front of her. Susie bent to kiss her cheek and Lizzie kissed her on the lips. Her breathing, which had settled again, became ragged and she knew it would not take very much more over stimulation of her perspiring body for another orgasm to overtake her. She both denied and desired that fact.



As a result, when Joe’s hands which had returned to her hips began an insistent pressure for her to lift her body to start the process of riding him for their mutual pleasure, she did not resist. Within a couple of moments, she had established a rhythm as she raised and lowered herself on his rigid member, literally fucking herself on him. Satisfied that she was doing exactly as he wanted, his arms now encircled her and his hands began again to play with her stimulated breasts and nipples.



She was quickly panting her way to another orgasm and her eyes were fixed on the spectacle in front of her. Without instruction, the other two women involved in the little tableau had turned to each other and their hands were roaming freely across each other’s bodies. She had watched the two make love to each other before from the safety of the dressing room. Now she could see the whole action much more closely and there was no need to hide her interest and keep quiet.



Joe waited patiently. Both of the other two girls knew from personal experience that the old man had huge stamina to go with his somewhat oversized penis. As a result, he happily let the woman riding him build to yet another orgasm before he began to talk again.



“You see, Carol, Phil made a bargain with me. As you are involved, I think you should hear all the details, don’t you?”



Carol nodded, not trusting herself to speak, not wanting to break the rhythm that she was concentrating on maintaining, not wanting to stop.



“In order for me to endorse his nomination for Deputy Mayor, he promised me that Susie here and his lovely wife would both service me several times. Are you with me so far?”



“Yes…”



This time she found the voice to speak.



“This they have done willingly and I must say extremely well. But I needed more than just the occasional good fuck. I needed a victory retreat.”



“Uh…Uh”



“You see, two weeks after me and my team are re-elected, and by the way we are definitely going to be re-elected, my team and I will be going on a victory retreat for the weekend. No wives, of course—well, except one.”



“I’m cumming…”



Joe waited for her to come back down again before continuing.



“That’s right, my dear. You see, Lizzie and Susie and you—unfortunately not your other neighbor, not this time—are going to be the guests of honor at that retreat.”



“What…?”



“That’s right, Carol, that weekend your husbands are going on a fishing trip provided by Phil and, once they are out of the way, this little enclave of yours will become the venue for the retreat.”



“Uh…”



All the while he was talking to her she was continuing to fuck herself up and down his penis. In front of them the other two women were now in a sixty-nine position on the floor slurping loudly on each other’s pussies as they too climbed the heights. Carol was partially leaning forward now in order to not miss any of the action taking place in front of her face. Every word he said was burning into her brain but she was unable to stop herself, she desperately needed to feel him cum inside of her, despite that being territory reserved for her husband.



“That’s right, sweetie, the only people on my team who won’t be here are those who are so pussy-whipped that they can’t get away from their wives and, of course, Phil who is so conveniently providing the distraction by removing your husband from the picture.”



Suddenly Joe’s hands were tugging at her hip urging her to go faster and faster. She shrieked out her passion as she finally felt him erupt inside her, driving the full length of his penis into her and ejaculating deep inside her excited, stretched pussy, very close to the entrance to her womb. Her own orgasm pulsed through her and she finally slumped back against him, unresisting.



The mutual orgasm of the couple on the bed was enough to push the other two into their own, and all four stayed still for a minute gathering their breath.



“Move now, please, Carol. I don’t want a wet patch on the front of these trousers, do I?”



He was all business again, the machine Politician he had been downstairs, no longer the passionate animal that had partaken of her flesh. As the other two women moved out of the way, Carol literally rolled forwards onto her hands and knees on the floor as Joe swung his legs clear and stood up. Tucking himself back into his shorts, and adjusting his trousers, he meticulously checked himself over in the mirror before heading for the door briskly.



“Lizzie will give you more details, dear, be ready in six weeks.”



With that parting shot he was gone and Carol was left sobbing on the floor.



“You can’t stay there, Carol, we have to rejoin the party.”



Carol looked up as Lizzie’s voice spoke her name. She realized the other two were already struggling back into their costumes and remembered that the lecherous Mayor had half hitched the pair’s panties leaving them commando for the evening. She quickly looked around for her own clothes and sighed with relief when she realized they were all there. He hadn’t pinched her panties as well as the other two pairs.



In a daze, she put her underwear back on, forgetting that in doing so any juices that leaked from her would fill the crotch of her already damp panties. As she pulled her skirt up and fished for the blouse, she could see that Lizzie was touching up her hair-do and makeup and that Susie had already disappeared.



“I’ll give you a couple of minutes to finish up and then see you downstairs, sweetie. There’ll be a nice stiff drink waiting for you. I think you’ll need one. Don’t worry about your husband. Phil knows what he’s doing and will have taken him out to look at the fishing gear he keeps in the garage. Peter doesn’t need to know a thing now, does he?”



 











Chapter 13



 



Five minutes later Carol, still shaky, still unable to come to terms with what she had just been through, was standing near the foot of the stairs already halfway through the large whiskey and soda that an understanding Lizzie had thrust into her hand.



The last person that she actually wanted to see at that moment was probably Joe, the next last was probably her own husband, but that was who was pushing past the others in the room to talk to her. He had a big smile on his face and was obviously bursting to tell her something, just as she was bursting
 not
 to tell him something.



“Guess what, Carol?”



“No, what, sweetie?”



“Phil’s entered in a soft mouth bass competition in six weeks’ time. He’s asked Andrew and me to go with him and crew. You know, speedboat and fishing and all that. Isn’t that great?”



“Isn’t it dangerous?”



“No, it’s lake fishing not sea fishing, silly. It’s safe as houses.”



“Have we got anything on that weekend?”



“No, nothing.”



His reply left Carol searching for any reason to be able to say he couldn’t go. The trouble was, the only reason she could have given she couldn’t give without creating a scandal and bringing her own marriage crashing down. Suddenly, she was acutely aware of another man’s semen leaking from her well-fucked pussy into her panties as she stood there talking to her husband. Looking past him, she could see Lizzie and Phil on the other side of the room conversing in low tones. All the while Phil was watching her with a knowing leer and a predatory glint in his eye. The expression said it all, me next. She shuddered but Peter didn’t notice; he was so excited about this damned fishing trip. He was like a little boy, desperate to open his presents at Christmas, unaware someone else would be opening his most important toy of all.



“I’m just going over with Phil to talk to Andrew as they couldn’t come tonight. You’ll be alright here on your own for a few minutes, won’t you, Carol?”



With that he disappeared, leaving her standing there in a room full of men, all of whom seemed to her to know exactly what she had just been doing. Panicked, she decided to grab some air and, nursing her drink, she headed through the kitchen toward the patio doors to the deck outside. She stepped out into the low light given off by the garden lighting Phil had switched on for the occasion and stood quietly for a minute looking up at the stars, breathing deeply.



“Did you enjoy the experience then—Carol, isn’t it?”



She jumped; she hadn’t heard anyone come out to join her. She looked round and only dimly recognized the man who had spoken. He seemed to realize this and introduced himself.



“I’m Norm, I’m Joe’s election agent, and we did meet earlier. Why don’t we move around the corner here where its cooler, I think there’s more of a breeze when you get off the deck?” Another strong man was taking charge of her and she couldn’t quite pluck up the effort to resist him as he gently led her down the steps from the deck and around the corner to the side of the house. Here there were no garden lights but the area was lit by the city lights from below the bluff.



There was nobody in sight and she realized she was alone with this man, someone who was very important to Joe, the man who had just fucked her. A man who could make big trouble for Phil and who, in turn, had the evidence to destroy her marriage. He gently took the glass from her unresisting hand and, in the low reflected light, she could see he was smiling at her.



“That’s better, girlie, isn’t it? I think there’s only one thing you need in your hand right now and it’s not made of glass, is it?”



“I can’t do this…”



The rising note of panic in her voice only made him laugh.



“After what you just did sweetie, I don’t think there is anything you can’t do now, is there?”



He took her hand in his and placed it on the bulge in his crotch and she felt the penis twitch under her hand in response to its presence.



“Now, be a good girl and do what all the bad girls do, sweetie pie.”



“What…?”



She tried again.



“What do you want me to do?”



“On your knees, sweetheart, I’m sure something will come to you if you do. Now, on your knees, I said.”



There was an edge of command to his voice that reverberated around her brain even though it had been delivered in a quiet almost conversational tone. She sank to her knees in despair.



“Good girl, now you know what to do.”



Without fully understanding why she was doing this, she reached out both hands to his crotch and lowered his fly. Reaching into the opening, she reluctantly freed his rapidly hardening penis from its confinement within his boxers and cradled it with both hands as it poked out. There was enough light to see that it was not as big as the Mayor’s, about the same size as Peter’s, but this one was circumcised.



Reluctantly she bent her head forward toward it. As the bulbous end floated under her nose she almost gagged on the smells coming off it. She only performed this act for her husband as a special treat and always only after he had showered. This man quite obviously hadn’t showered since this morning, if then. Stale sweat wafted past her nostrils as well as the unmistakable smell of stale urine. She almost gagged when she realized she could also smell stale cum. The man had been either blown or fucked before today.



“Come on, get on with it. Your husband will be returning to the party soon.”



That thought more than any other goaded her into action. Without further thought, although with a small shudder of revulsion, she opened her mouth and engulfed the head of the smelly object into her warm wet mouth. He sighed and began to rock his hips backward and forward, alternately fucking more and then less of his length into her mouth.



Her cheeks hollowed as she tried to use her tongue to bathe the end of his dick with her saliva but he wasn’t interested in the niceties at all, all he wanted to do was fuck her mouth. So that was precisely what he did. Before long his thrusts had the tip of his penis touching the top of her throat and she was struggling to breathe as the uncouth man increased his tempo.



Obviously, the situation of power was getting to him and he cradled her head in his hands as he continued to fuck her mouth. Carol was grunting each time the penis hit the entrance to her throat and breathing was reduced to simple gulps of air on the out stroke. Her lungs burned but her torture at his hands was nearly over. Suddenly, the end swelled up and her eyes widened in panic as she realized he intended to cum in her mouth, something she denied even her husband. Then she realized it was too late as his first blast sent strings of gooey sperm flying down her throat. She began to choke as he held her head in place depositing his entire load within her mouth.



Finally, the ordeal was over and he pulled his rapidly deflating cock out of her mouth and leaned down, holding her mouth closed with one hand.



“Swallow it.”



He commanded and weakly she did so, more as a defense mechanism as the idea of puking sperm all down her clothes didn’t appeal to her very much, especially having to explain it to her loving husband.



Just as Joe had done not twenty-five minutes earlier, Norm tucked himself back into his trousers and prepared to depart.



He leaned down and patted her cheek.



“Not bad for an amateur. Not bad at all, but in six weeks’ time you are going to have to do much better.”



With that he left, leaving her to slump from her knees to a sitting position, groping for her drink to wash the taste out of her mouth, although nothing would remove the stench of the man from beneath her nose.



This was the position that Lizzie found her in a few minutes later after she had obviously questioned the election agent about Carol’s whereabouts.



“Come on, sweetie, we need to get you back inside. Phil will be back with Peter soon and you can’t let him see you like this, can you?”



Wearily Carol climbed to her feet and leaned on Lizzie for support. For the first time in her life she had performed a sex act and could honestly say she hadn’t enjoyed it. Then the realization of his parting words struck home.



“Lizzie?”



“Yes, Carol?”



“What did he mean ‘see me at the retreat’?”



“Because Joe will be there as will his team.”



“How big is his team?”



“About thirty if you count all the Commissioners and the Chief of Police.”



“You mean they’ll all be there? You mean they’ll all expect to fuck each of us?”



“Well, not all of them, of course. As Joe said some of their wives won’t let them attend and one or two are so old now that they couldn’t anyway, even if they wanted to. On top of that the three junior members of the team won’t be invited—too young and not likely to be able to keep their mouths shut.”



“So just how many will be there?”



“About half I think.”



“You mean there will be fifteen men and only three women.”



“Yep. That’s about right. A real good weekend gang bang fest. Should be a real lot of fun, honey, a lot of fun.”
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!



 



Purchase on Amazon: 
 
myBook.to/TuesdayNights




 















Back To Work



 


[image: ]



Purchase on Amazon: 
 
myBook.to/BackToWork




 



With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Michelle hadn't intended to get involved with her neighbor. Each conversation had pushed her boundaries. Working freelance from home had given them both far too much time to explore those boundaries. With her husband away for the week, Kris seemed to be offering her a little fun. Nothing more, just some fun. Only… Kris was dominant and wouldn't take no for an answer, something her husband was too nice to be. Did she really want nice all the time though? One thing was sure, by the time her husband came home from his week long trip, Michelle would know the answer.
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job.Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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