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Chapter 24



 



“Stand beside Rebecca, please. Thank you.”



Carol, following Phil’s instructions, moved over and stood next to her other neighbor. She had not had the chance to get to know Rebecca well since they’d moved, but knew that Phil intended for them to get to know each other very well indeed.



“Carol, you see, Rebecca, is already dressed exactly as a slut should be, aren’t you, Carol?”



“Yes.”



Carol was surprised when she didn’t hesitate to reply to the nastily phrased question.



“What are you wearing under that dress, Carol?”



“Just my stockings and garter belt.”



Rebecca’s head swiveled in shock to look at her, her eyes wide.



“And if Lizzie hadn’t told you to wear the dress what would you have been wearing when you rang the doorbell?”



“Just the stockings, high heels and garter belt. Nothing else.”



Rebecca’s mouth formed a perfect O as she took in this information. Carol could just see her face out of the corner of her eye as she faced Phil calmly. After all, there was nothing she could do to stop this line of questioning.



“In fact, when someone delivered a parcel to your door the other day was that all you were wearing?”



“Yes.”



“Did you hide behind the door?”



“No. I threw the door wide open as I answered it, exactly as instructed.”



Carol was desperate to ensure that Rebecca knew that she, too, was acting under duress.



“How many orgasms have you achieved in the last three days, not counting in the evening with your husband, of course?”



“I don’t know for sure, I’ve lost count. At least twenty, or possibly more.”



“You see, Rebecca, there are real rewards for what you are voluntarily doing. Carol, you enjoyed every single one of those orgasms, didn’t you?”



Carol hesitated for a moment; she knew her face was coloring up as she blushed but knew there was no point in denying it. Slowly she nodded.



“I can’t hear you, Carol?”



“Yes! Damn it!”



“Did you expect more of the same today?”



“Yes!”



Lizzie smiled at the two women and lifted herself off the chair, moving round to stand behind the pair. Carol felt her neighbor’s hand lightly touch her buttock and begin to massage and caress it with small circular movements. She both sensed and heard Rebecca jump and surmised that Lizzie’s other hand was doing the same thing to her.



“Whatever is the matter, Rebecca?”



The other woman hung her head for a moment, blushing furiously.



“Speak up, dear.”



“I… I… um… just wasn’t expecting that at that moment.”



“But you know that you are going to touch and be touched as part of the deal, don’t you?”



“Um… Yes.”



“And we did discuss that this would be by other women as well as by men?”



“Yes.”



“And you did enter this agreement voluntarily, didn’t you?”



“… um… Yes.”



“So is there a problem?”



Rebecca took a deep breath and shook her head from side to side.



“No… no problem.”



“Good. I think you still need a lot of training before you will be an acceptable slut. Don’t you agree, Lizzie?”



Lizzie spoke up for the first time for a while.



“Definitely. Carol is enjoying this, I can tell, but Rebecca here is merely tolerating it.”



It was Carol’s turn to blush at the backhand compliment Lizzie had just paid her. Still, she had to admit that the gentle manipulation of her ass was having a stimulating effect on her. As Lizzie stopped and returned to sit, this time on the couch next to her husband, Carol felt a twinge of disappointment. She was fairly certain something else would take its place very quickly.



“Rebecca, please stand behind Carol.”



Reluctantly, the redhead did as she was told. She was about the same height as Carol without heels and, as Carol’s heels were an inch or so higher, she was that much shorter than Carol.



“Wrap your arms around Carol’s waist.”



Carol felt a tentative touch as the other woman slowly brought her arms around and did as she was told. This necessitated her standing rather closer to Carol than she had been, and now Carol could feel her body touching hers in several places. Rebecca’s head was perforce next to Carol’s in this position and Carol heard Rebecca whisper.



“Sorry.”



Realizing the other woman was fairly distressed by events this morning, Carol dropped her hands to cup Rebecca’s at her waist and grasped them reassuringly.



“No worries, honest.”



She tried to whisper back to enhance the reassurance but Phil frowned at her and she realized that he didn’t want her to address Rebecca directly. She nodded an apology in his direction and was rewarded with a wink. Obviously he wasn’t going to hold it against her.



“Now, Carol. Which do you think is the next thing Rebecca should do? Should she remove your dress or should she kiss your neck and shoulder?”



Carol heard Rebecca’s sharp intake of breath next to her ear and took a second or two to think about her answer. Obviously, Phil fully intended for the two women to undress each other over the course of the morning and anything else would be merely a delay. Nevertheless, she knew that as soon as she was naked, it would be Rebecca’s turn to be stripped so she decided to give her neighbor a little more time to adjust.



“I think the kiss.”



Phil nodded at her choice and his hand reached down to begin caressing Lizzie’s leg just above the knee.



“Very well, Rebecca, pray continue.”



The redhead lowered her lips to Carol’s shoulder and planted a perfunctory kiss. Despite the obvious lack of passion in the kiss, Carol could not suppress a shudder at the implication of things to come implicit in the kiss.



“Put some passion into it, Rebecca. Think about how you like to be kissed there and do it like that.”



Carol bit her lip and gave Rebecca’s hands at her waist a comforting squeeze and then cocked her head to the other side, stretching her neck, offering it to the redhead. After a pause of a few seconds, and just as Phil stirred preparatory to telling her again, Rebecca dropped her lips to the proffered neck and began to kiss and nuzzle the soft skin there. Her lips were just as soft as Susie’s or Lizzie’s and Carol could feel the pleasure spreading down her body at the sensation. She closed her eyes as Rebecca began to suck a little at the soft flesh and then suddenly her eyes flew open again.



“No hickies!” she hissed urgently, and Rebecca stopped exerting the pressure which would have resulted in bruising. Lizzie giggled and Phil smiled at the look on Carol’s face. Rebecca went back to kissing Carol’s bare shoulder with a rain of quick fleeting kisses that induced another shudder. Carol watched, almost fascinated, as Phil’s hand began to creep upward under Lizzie’s skirt and Lizzie shifted her legs apart to allow him unobstructed access.



“Enough for now!”



Rebecca stopped and Carol was surprised to find herself feeling disappointed.



“Swap places and, Carol, you return the favor.”



Carol felt Rebecca let go of her grip around her waist and, turning, faced her neighbor for the first time in several minutes. The redhead was biting her lip and looking scared. Carol smiled gently and mouthed
 it’s ok
 to her before stepping around the other woman to stand close behind her. Rebecca could now see what Phil was doing to Lizzie, who was now stretching like a cat as Phil’s hand began to work on the soft skin high in the upper reaches under the skirt. Reaching around her, Carol clasped her arms around Rebecca’s waist, feeling the woman start at the contact. Rebecca brought her own hands down onto Carol’s just as Carol had done when their positions had been reversed and stood passively waiting for Carol to start. Carol lowered her lips to the exposed skin just above the collar of Rebecca’s jacket and began to kiss in much the same way as Rebecca had.



“Carol, that’s not going to work, is it. You need a larger area of skin to work on, don’t you?”



She felt Rebecca tense up at Phil’s words but, before she could say anything, he continued.



“Remove the jacket from her, Carol.”



An inadvertent gasp from Lizzie punctured the tension, making it obvious that Phil’s hand’s quest to reach the juncture of her legs had paid off and his nimble fingers had found their goal.



“Now, please.”



 











Chapter 25



 



Carol gave Rebecca’s hands a reassuring squeeze and Rebecca allowed her hands to drop clear of Carol’s, in turn allowing them to move upward to the buttons on the jacket. Knowing full well from her own experiences that Phil would want this to go as slowly as possible, Carol reached slowly for the top one of the three buttons holding the jacket closed. Teasingly, she played with the button and the button hole, all the time keeping her eyes fixed on Phil. A couple of times Rebecca tensed in her arms but relaxed again. Finally Phil gave an almost imperceptible nod and she slipped the button out of its hole and dropped her hands to the next one down. This process was repeated once, and then twice, until the jacket hung open.



In front of them Lizzie was shamelessly writhing on the couch as Phil’s hand continued to work its magic underneath the skirt. The skirt itself had risen higher but not quite enough to expose Phil’s manipulation of his wife’s private parts. Carol moved her hands back up to Rebecca’s shoulders, swaying her body back from its position of contact with the other woman’s back to allow room for her to extract the jacket or let it fall.



Phil nodded slightly once more, and Carol took hold of the jacket shoulders, drawing them out, back and down. Rebecca bit her lip and Carol could see the tension in the other woman’s body as she drew the jacket down over Rebecca’s arms. Finally, the jacket fell free and Rebecca stood there in a highly feminine short sleeved blouse looking suddenly very vulnerable.



“How do you feel, Rebecca?”



Phil’s question made the brunette start.



“Um…”



“Come on, girl, speak up, you can’t be shy in this situation, you know.”



Rebecca instantly colored up and Carol realized that the poor woman was on the verge of breaking down. Phil was taking exactly the wrong approach with her and, if he continued, this could get very bad indeed.



“Phil.”



He looked at Carol in surprise and raised an eyebrow at her?



“Give me five minutes alone to talk with her, please. I’ll use the downstairs cloak.”



Phil thought about it for a minute before finally nodding agreement.



As Carol took Rebecca’s hand and led the obviously upset woman toward the concealing door of the downstairs cloakroom, Phil fired off one further command just to remind them who was in charge.



“Lose the pantyhose in there, please, Rebecca.”



Carol gratefully shut the door before he could say anything else to further inflame the poor woman who now stood leaning on the washstand, her knuckles white from the tension with which she was gripping the porcelain.



“Rebecca…”



“You’re as bad as them!”



“No, Rebecca, that’s not true. They trapped you one way, me another. Believe it or not, I was in exactly the same position as you were only a week or so ago. At least you get something out of this; I don’t.”



“What do you mean?”



“You get the guarantee for the money to pay your mother’s medical bills; I don’t. They are just blackmailing me.”



“Surely not?”



“I’ll tell you more details soon but they have enough on me now to keep this going for ever.”



Rebecca turned and looked at her, realizing that Carol was as trapped as she was, and seeing her for the first time as an ally rather than as one of her tormentors. Wordlessly, Carol held out her arms and Rebecca hugged her.



“Now do you feel better?”



Rebecca nodded.



“Well, we’re going to have to go back out there and this time there must be no hesitations. Okay?”



Rebecca nodded again.



“You know how this is going to end up, don’t you?”



“Yes. They want you to seduce me and watch as it happens.”



“I have to say, Rebecca, that I doubt they will merely watch.”



“I know.”



Carol reached behind her for the door handle.



“Wait a minute.”



Carol turned as Rebecca spoke to find the other woman was suddenly reaching up under her skirt, wrestling off her pantyhose in line with Phil’s instructions.



As Rebecca finished the process and slipped her shoes back on, Carol smiled at her and was rewarded with a nervous thin one back. The little pep talk had worked; Rebecca was much more self-assured as the two women walked back to where Phil and Lizzie awaited them.



* * * *



When the two women returned, Phil and Lizzie were now sitting apart with Lizzie, in particular, looking flushed as if they’d been making out while the other two women were missing. One of them had fetched some cold soft drinks from the kitchen and both women took the proffered glasses. After a couple of minutes of idle chat it was Phil that brought their minds back to business.



“Well, ladies, where were we? Do you remember?”



Rebecca looked at Carol who shrugged and then held out her hand. Carol took her back to the open space facing the couch and moved to stand behind her, wrapping both her arms around the brunette’s waist.



“Will this do?”



Her voice sounded all innocence but she was sure Phil noticed the twinkle in her eye. For the first time, Carol realized the seduction of her pretty neighbor was starting to turn her on too. Giving Rebecca a reassuring hug, Carol slowly loosened her grip around the other woman’s waist until her fingers met the button band on the front of the blouse. Slowly, deliberately teasing her voyeuristic neighbors, she slid her hands upward along its length, through the valley between Rebecca’s breasts, until she reached the top button. She felt Rebecca draw in a ragged breath as she pushed the small round piece of plastic through its slot, allowing her hands to drift down toward the next one, just above the swell of the cleavage.



“It’s okay. Remember.”



She whispered into Rebecca’s ear as she deftly slipped the next button and then the third through its hole. The blouse was now open down to the fullest part of the bust and Rebecca’s cleavage was coming into view between the open sides of the blouse. Carol felt Rebecca shudder as the slow denouement continued and, as the fourth button came undone, Carol looked down over her shoulder to see that from her unique vantage point, almost the whole of Rebecca’s bra-clad breast had come into view. The bra was a pretty one, very lacy and thin and Carol saw immediately that it enhanced far more than it concealed. There was also a clear indication on the one breast she could see clearly that Rebecca was experiencing at least some stimulation from the situation.



The fifth button came undone, and now the blouse gaped open to below the line of the bra. There were only three buttons left and Carol quickly undid these, leaving the blouse wide open from neck to waist. Wrapping her arms around the other woman’s waist, Carol whispered in Rebecca’s ear that she was about to remove the blouse. Rebecca shivered and tried a wan smile in Phil’s direction.



Carol’s hands parted and, as they withdrew to the sides, they slowly pulled the opening of the blouse wider and wider. Her hands began to travel upward as well as outward as they removed the blouse from Rebecca’s breasts and, finally, she was drawing it back, down and off the other young neighbor’s shoulders. The cuffs didn’t nag on Rebecca’s hands and, when Carol had drawn the garment clear, she discarded it by tossing it onto the chair. Lizzie smiled at Rebecca and softly clapped her hands in appreciation; Phil simply smiled and nodded for Carol to continue with the slow disrobing. He did, however, reach down to his crutch and adjust the definite bulge that betrayed his growing excitement. Knowing better from her own experiences of the previous few days, Carol didn’t hesitate any longer. Her hands dropped to the small of Rebecca’s back and grasped the catch at the top of the zip on the skirt.



Rebecca simply stood there passively as Carol undid the catch and slid the zip down before slowly tugging the skirt down Rebecca’s hips and off. The young woman was wearing a half-slip so, for the moment, her panties remained covered. Again, Carol stepped up close behind her, wrapping her arms around the trembling woman’s waist in an attempt to reassure her. Looking down over the now naked shoulder—naked except for the bra strap, that is—she could see that both of Rebecca’s nipples were hard, protruding into the thin lacy fabric of the unpadded bra cups. By the direct way Phil and Lizzie were staring at Rebecca’s chest, they too had spotted the telltale signal. She stood still for a moment, conscious of her own heartbeat, as she realized she too was becoming more and more excited by the situation. Lizzie broke the silence.



“I think Rebecca would be more comfortable if Carol wasn’t so well covered. She wouldn’t feel so alone then, would she, Phil?”



Phil chuckled and looked straight at Carol.



“I’m not sure, I think she’d rather get this over with, myself. What do you think, Carol?”



“Mm… up to you, I suppose.”



“I think you might be right, Lizzie. I think it’s time for Carol to lose the dress then.”



Carol unwrapped her arms from around Rebecca’s waist and reached down to grasp the hem of the dress, but Lizzie stopped her before she could raise it.



“No, Carol. I think Rebecca should do the honors, don’t you?”



Carol froze for a moment before straightening up again and looking straight at the wife of her chief tormentor.



“Come round in front of Rebecca, please, Carol. Now turn, face her and put your hands on her shoulders for balance.”



Following the instructions, Carol did so and, with her back to the couple, looked straight into Rebecca’s eyes. Her young neighbor had resigned herself to being stripped naked in front of the others but was now being asked to become an active participant, not simply a passive one. She was biting her lip and staring straight back at Carol with very big eyes.



“It’s okay, sweetheart. Remember, I told you I wasn’t allowed underwear today.”



Carol tried to reassure Rebecca, telling her that she was nude under the thin dress and, additionally, remind her it wasn’t entirely of her own volition, all in one go. Phil chuckled from behind her but she didn’t dare look round at him. Rebecca finally began to move slowly, stooping down to allow her nervous fingers to grasp the hem of Carol’s dress. As she straightened up, the dress rose smoothly along Carol’s thighs until Rebecca was standing upright again. Carol smiled at her and lifted her arms up above her head in an obvious signal for Rebecca to complete the manoeuver. Nodding between her raised arms, Carol smiled at her neighbor and Rebecca finally moved. With a single simple swift motion, Rebecca pulled the loose fitting dress up and over Carol’s head, off the extended arms and dropped it to the floor leaving her naked except for the ubiquitous hold-up stockings. Rebecca looked Carol straight in the eyes for the moment and then, inevitably, her gaze dropped to her chest. Carol knew her own nipples were sticking straight out at the other woman and that Rebecca would not be able to miss this obvious sign of either arousal or chill, and it was by no means cold or draughty in the room.



“Tell me, Rebecca, do you think your neighbor is pretty?”



Phil’s mocking words cut through the air and Rebecca blushed furiously.



“Yes… she’s… very pretty.”



“Good. Now I think it’s time for her to repay the compliment, don’t you. Mind you, you can’t until you’ve finished undressing her, can you, Carol?”



“Is that what you want me to do?”



“Definitely, go back behind her. I want to see if she looks as good naked as you do, Carol. I think we all do.”



Rebecca gulped as the now nude Carol walked around behind her and put both hands on her waist to drop the slip to the floor.



“No, Carol, I think bra first, it’s only fair.”



“Fair for whom?”



Rebecca’s question cracked through the room and Phil roared with laughter at the young woman’s first real display of spirit since this had begun. Crudely he reached down to his groin and adjusted the bulge there.



“Fair to me, of course.”



He motioned for Carol to go on and she raised her hands to the catch on the back of Rebecca’s bra. The woman shuddered under the touch but made no move to interfere or escape as Carol deftly flicked the hook and eye open. There were sharp intakes of breath from the couple watching as the suddenly looser fabric betrayed Carol’s hidden action. Rebecca surprised Carol by raising her hands to her own shoulders and flicking the straps there off and, as she lowered her arms, she allowed the bra to hit the floor, fully exposing her breasts to the avid eyes of the watchers. Although not as big as Carol’s, let alone Lizzie’s, they were nevertheless a reasonable size on her frame, and the image she projected as she stood there in her half-slip was truly breathtaking. Phil motioned for Carol to continue and she quickly dropped her hands to Rebecca’s waist, pulling the half-slip down to puddle around her slim ankles.



“Which would you prefer, Rebecca. Do you want Carol to remove your panties or would you rather I did it?”



Phil was again mocking her but Rebecca seemed steelier than before.



“I’d rather do it myself,” she said and proceeded to slip her fingertips into the waistband of the briefs that matched the bra, swiftly pulling them down to join the slip on the floor. She straightened up and stepped daintily out of both.



“So what happens now, then, Phil, are you going to fuck me or are you going to get your naked slave here to do it for you?”



Phil laughed uproariously at Rebecca’s continued display of aggression.



 











Chapter 26



 



Rebecca stood in front of Carol naked but no longer browbeaten. Her body was fit and toned and she was proud of her figure. Facing Phil, the two naked women waited for him to make the next move or to tell them what to do, which amounted to the same thing.



“Carol, stand beside her if you will. Thank you.”



Carol could not help glancing sideways at her neighbor as she arranged herself for inspection in this way. Rebecca had a lot to be proud of, that was for sure. Now naked, Rebecca seemed more sure of herself, more confident even, the trembling nervous woman of a few minutes earlier replaced by someone far stronger. For Carol this realization puzzled her until she remembered how she would have reacted to these same circumstances a mere week to ten days ago. The idea of standing calmly, naked, alongside another naked woman in front of her neighbors who were frankly admiring them would have seemed impossible for her.



Phil broke her mood of introspection as he suddenly stood up, followed by Lizzie.



“Let’s go, shall we, Carol, will you lead the way, please. We’ll go up to the studio, I think.”



She saw Rebecca tense and then relax at the mention of the room in the attic and correctly surmised that Rebecca knew about the room even if she had never been up there. Carol climbed the first set of stairs, acutely aware that three pairs of eyes were watching her butt swaying from side to side in the process. Consciously she put a bit more effort into the action of her own accord and, at the top, turned and looked back down. Phil had obviously motioned Rebecca to wait as the other three were congregated around the foot of the stairs. He then gestured for Rebecca to follow her up, and Carol watched as the brunette climbed slowly up the stairs. She too was putting that little bit extra into the sway of her hips, and Carol was almost mesmerized by the way her breasts bounced as she ascended up to her level. Lizzie and Phil soon followed and again the naked neighbor led the way to the bottom of the stairs into the attic space, whereupon the performance was repeated.



At the top of the stairs, Rebecca’s head swiveled from side to side trying to take in the huge expanse of floor and the various sets that filled it. Unhesitatingly, her gaze was drawn to the bed and, as its obvious connotations sank in, Rebecca could be seen biting her lip once more. Carol reached out, squeezing her hand in an attempt at reassurance, which resulted in a brief but genuine smile of gratitude.



“Right, ladies, shall we get started?”



Carol and Rebecca looked at him as Lizzie continued past them into the studio and began switching on the lights that ominously surrounded the bed.



“Your clothing for this shoot is on the rail there, ladies. Carol, you know the drill. Please help Rebecca, you both have five minutes.”



Left with no other choice, Carol led her naked friend over to the clothes rail Phil had indicated, still bizarrely holding her hand as if to conform them both.



There were two hangers on the rail and each held a similar outfit, one baby pink, and the other powder blue. Both were baby doll nightie and transparent panty sets; a simple drawstring tie on each nightie would hold them closed below the bust. On one hanger, the pink one, hung a pair of hold-up white stockings, very similar to the ones Carol was already wearing, her only clothing, as it happened. There was a pair of white heels on the floor underneath each of the hangers too.



“I guess that means you’re in pink and I’m in blue,” Carol said indicating the stockings which were obviously not meant for her. Rebecca nodded and asked urgently,



“Where is the dressing room?”



“I’m afraid there isn’t one, we have to change right here.”



Carol’s confirmation of the obvious brought another bit lip from Rebecca but she reached for the hanger and, removing the panties from it, slowly pulled them up her legs. Carol followed suit and within a couple of minutes the two turned to face the watching Phil and Lizzie, ready for whatever he wanted next. Phil was holding his large digital camera in his hand and, from the way he was looking at the screen on the back with Lizzie peering at it around his shoulder, had obviously taken several shots of them preparing.



“Move over to the bed, please, ladies.”



As Carol and Rebecca moved toward the bed, Lizzie passed them both heading toward the dressing rail smiling broadly. She winked at the two women as she passed. When they reached the bed and turned to face Phil, Carol could see Lizzie was busy, obviously preparing their clothing for the next shoot.
 Going to be a busy day by the looks of it
 , Carol thought.



“Okay, ladies, please climb up onto the bed, one from each side. Kneel facing each other and sit back with your legs folded under you. Excellent. Thank you.”



Carol was watching Rebecca closely; it was obvious from the translucent clothing and their proximity to each other that Phil was planning some kind of
 action
 scene. Probably more than making out and undressing each other. She knew Phil was aware of her relative lack of experience with such things but, by the look on Rebecca’s face, she had also worked it out and wasn’t looking forward to it.



“Tell us, Rebecca, have you ever made love to another woman?”



The mocking tone in Phil’s voice, coupled with the look of panic Rebecca flashed at him, answered the question as much as the negative shake of her head.



“What, not even made out with another woman?”



The slow flush spread as the pretty woman blushed under Phil’s verbal probing. This time she nodded.



“So, you do know what it feels like to kiss another woman then?”



Rebecca nodded again.



“Well, I suppose that’s our starting point then, isn’t it, ladies? Please move closer to the middle of the bed both of you, so that your knees are touching. Good, but we don’t really want the prim and proper look, do we? Move your knees about a foot apart, both of you. Excellent.”



Carol tried to smile reassuringly at Rebecca but the return grimace showed Carol that Rebecca thought it was a come-on. Phil had moved to the foot of the bed, framing them both against the netting backdrop.



“Now, Carol, reach out your left hand and gently stroke Rebecca’s right cheek. Good. Rebecca, don’t flinch away, please. Carol is only doing as she’s told, aren’t you, Carol?”



Carol nodded. Rebecca gulped but stayed still as Carol slowly stroked the soft skin of her cheek.



“Now, Rebecca, please return the gesture to Carol using your left hand.”



Rebecca’s touch on her cheek was feathery light and, under the studio conditions, Carol quickly realized that the delicate touch was having a physical effect on her.



“Now, slowly sit up so that you are kneeling facing each other, almost touching each other from knee to lips. Come on, we haven’t got all day.”



As she obeyed the instruction Carol noticed that Lizzie had rejoined her husband and was now standing watching. The next costume change was obviously ready but the actual clothing rail was tantalizingly out of view, and she didn’t dare turn her head to look.



She suddenly realized that Rebecca’s face was only inches from hers and that the other woman was nervously licking her lips, waiting for the command. Carol winked at her and, without waiting for the command, leaned in closer and kissed her full on the lips, her hand sliding round from its position on Rebecca’s cheek to cup the back of her neck, preventing her from pulling away. Rebecca closed her eyes in resignation.



The kiss was gentle and Carol kept her own lips closed but could feel that Rebecca’s were open in shock. Hearing no command to back off from Phil, Carol decided to press on, the sudden opportunity to play the aggressor rather than the submissive working like magic on her already heightened arousal. She opened her own lips without breaking the kiss and simultaneously tightened her grip on the back of Rebecca’s neck. As the pretty brunette gasped in shock, Carol’s tongue darted out and flicked across Rebecca’s lips.



“Very good, Carol, please keep going. You are both doing well. Don’t worry, Carol, her nipples are getting almost as hard as yours.”



Phil laughed and Rebecca’s eyes flew back open in shock, almost as if she had been unaware of her own body’s natural reaction to the situation.



“Close your eyes and return the kiss, Rebecca.”



Carol watched as Rebecca’s eyes slowly closed and her lips began to move slowly against Carol’s.



“Good girl, you are doing so well.”



The click of the camera shutter echoed around the room as slowly Carol deepened the kiss, and now, as Rebecca’s lips opened under hers, she began to use her tongue more ardently. Rebecca’s breathing slowly deepened to match Carol’s, her arm coming up without command from Phil to encircle Carol’s neck and hold her there in order to prolong the sensation of the kiss.



Finally, Carol broke away and the other woman’s eyes fluttered open, looking straight at her.



“Bring your other hand into play, please, Carol. Touch her tit, please.”



Bringing her right hand up, Carol stared into Rebecca’s eyes as she gently cupped the firm mound with its rock hard point through the thin transparent pink lace. Rebecca sighed, making no move to pull away as Carol increased the pressure, feeling the swollen nub of the nipple literally digging into the palm of her hand. She began to make small circling motions with her hand without decreasing the pressure she was exerting on Rebecca’s breast. Literally caught against the soft lace fabric, the nipple could not move freely with her hand and occasionally it would literally snap back against the motion.



Every time it did this Rebecca’s entire body quivered and Carol realized that, despite her apparent nervousness, her neighbor was becoming more and more aroused by the sensations of her body being manipulated. Carol released the hand that had been holding the back of Rebecca’s neck and was rewarded by Rebecca increasing rather than decreasing the pressure between their lips. Carol’s hand dropped down to land gently on the exposed thigh of the other woman.



Rebecca jumped at the contact but did not attempt to pull away from it, nor did her lips release their lock with Carol’s. Both of Carol’s hands were now circling on Rebecca’s body, one on her lace-encased breast, one on her exposed thigh. Rebecca moaned in passion into Carol’s mouth and Carol instantly realized that Phil had heard it too, as he gave another command.



“Your turn, Rebecca. Strip her and play with her.”



Rebecca broke the kiss and pulled her face a couple of inches away from Carol and opened her eyes. Carol could clearly see the lust there and knew that Rebecca really wanted this now, her inhibitions overpowered. Aware that her now sex-crazed neighbor was fully under Phil’s control, she allowed her own arms to fall backward, giving Rebecca full access to her own aroused body.



Quickly Rebecca seized the ribbon that tied the two halves of the baby doll together just underneath Carol’s breasts and pulled. The slick nylon gave way immediately, and the two sides of the baby doll now lay barely covering Carol’s breasts, the entire deep valley in between exposed to the lens of Phil’s camera as he had moved behind Rebecca to capture the moment. Even that paltry covering didn’t last as Rebecca unerringly reached to Carol’s shoulders and pushed the thin spaghetti straps down and off, allowing the lace to feather down Carol’s arms and off, exposing her chest to all of the occupants in the room.



Without further instructions, the woman now lowered her head to engulf one of Carol’s turgid nipples in her warm wet mouth and, at the same time, her finger and thumb rose to tweak the other sensitive bud. Carol moaned aloud, and then again as the delightful torture pushed her closer to the incipient orgasm.



Letting go of the nipple, Rebecca dropped both hands to Carol’s hips and the two laces there were rapidly undone too and, as Rebecca pulled the scrap of transparent lace away, Carol was again naked except for her stockings for the second time this morning.



“I think you need to return the favor.”



There was a hoarseness to Phil’s voice that betrayed his excitement as he positioned himself behind Carol to allow his camera to witness the next disrobement. Carol reached out to Rebecca as the other woman allowed her hands to fall to her sides. She reached out to the two ribbons on the pink nightie with hands that were suddenly trembling, realizing the trembling was betraying her own desire, the desire to make love to the woman in front of her—something she wouldn’t have even dreamed about ten days earlier.



Within thirty seconds Rebecca was in the same unclothed state as she was. They looked at each other and then, acting without any signal from Phil, put their arms around each other’s neck and began to passionately kiss as they slowly dropped sideways onto the bed, their bodes stretching out alongside each other. This didn’t last long as Carol adroitly rolled Rebecca onto her back without breaking the kiss. Her legs straddled the other woman and, with the shutter clicks now coming from behind, her Carol realized the position complete exposed her pussy to the camera lens. Her very, very wet pussy.



Breaking the kiss, Carol began to lower herself slowly along the length of her neighbor’s body, trailing a line of wet kisses down her neck, and then through her cleavage onto the flat expanse of her stomach. Rebecca’s back arched as Carol began to nuzzle at her belly button and, as Carol continued lower, she tried to spread her legs apart only to find them blocked by Carol’s.



Realizing the problem, Carol scooted lower on the bed, still crouching with her own legs spread lewdly apart, allowing Rebecca to open hers. The trimmed pussy hair now tickled Carol’s nose as her lips finally made contact with the wet pulsating pussy slit. Rebecca screamed out her passion as Carol’s tongue flicked across the exposed outer labia, and her whole body shook in the bower of an orgasm. Carol had hardly started yet and, after allowing the shudders to subside, she began to thrust her tongue up into the open cavity that was her neighbor’s pussy.



Lizzie watched the two women writhing on the bed for several minutes as Carol gave Rebecca one orgasm after another before walking up to her husband and whispering in his ear. Phil smiled and nodded.



“Swap places, ladies. It’s not fair for Rebecca to have all the fun.”



The two women did as they were told and, just as when the position had been reversed, the first touch of Rebecca’s nervous tongue on Carol’s twat produced a shattering orgasm. Rebecca continued to suck, lick and bite at Carol’s pussy and took no notice of Phil behind her, which proved to be her undoing. Phil had quietly released his throbbing cock from its confines, having handed the camera to Lizzie who continued to take pictures of the lewd scene in front of the pair.



Rebecca’s ass was almost at the edge of the bed although her spread knees kept it at exactly the right height for Phil. The first thing that Rebecca felt was the bell end of his cock pushing apart the outer folds of her labia. Her eyes widened in shock but it was too late as, with a smooth thrust, Phil plunged it all the way into her slick channel.



“No…”



Her voice held little in the way of conviction, and her head dropped back down to nuzzle at Carol’s drenched pussy as Phil began to thrust and pound his hardened rod in and out of her pussy.



Carol wasn’t initially aware of what was going on until Rebecca’s movements became more rhythmical, her face alternately pushing into and pulling away from her love channel. Finally the penny dropped and she knew she was again having her pussy eaten by a woman who was also being fucked. She lifted her head to see Phil pounding into Rebecca whilst Lizzie continued to photograph the event. The sheer eroticism of the sight was enough to push her into yet another orgasm and, as her head fell back onto the bed, Rebecca too groaned as Phil shot his load deep inside her willing pussy.



 











Chapter 27



 



“Right, ladies, time to get changed and then we’ll break for lunch.”



Lizzie’s bright voice cut through the fog that surrounded Carol as she lay there panting, trying to recover from the recent exertions. A spent Phil slowly pulled out of Rebecca and she in turn climbed off the bed allowing an equally spent Carol to move.



On shaky legs the two women walked across to the clothing rail, finding two peignoirs in thin transparent black lace with only a single silk belt fastening and a pair of black stockings and a garter belt each.



Five minutes later, dressed, if you could call it that, they turned to face a recovered Phil. Lizzie was nowhere to be seen. He smiled at them.



“Carry your shoes down this first flight of steps, please, girls. I don’t want anyone falling and hurting themselves. Put your shoes on on the landing and join us in the kitchen for lunch. You look ravishing by the way, or is it ravished? Or both?”



With a soft chuckle he turned and headed for the stairs leaving the two scantily-clad women to follow.



* * * *



Lunch turned out to be micro-waved pizza and the four sat around the breakfast bar with both Carol and Rebecca realizing the morning’s activities had left them ravenous. Luckily Phil had already mixed the wine with lemonade so the ice-cold drinks both gulped down didn’t have too much effect on them; he wanted them compliant, not drunk.



The phone rang and Lizzie shot off to answer it in the other room. A couple of minutes later the two women heard  cars pulling up in front of Phil’s house and looked at each other with concern.



They were right to be concerned as Lizzie opened the door to admit six men. Carol instantly recognized four of them as the students who had gang-banged her on the patio the previous week and noticed the other two were carrying video equipment. Rebecca just squalled and tried to hide herself as much as was possible by wrapping her arms around herself.



“Andy and Mike here are going to be our cameramen for the afternoon. Please stand up, ladies, and say hello to your co-stars for the film we are going to shoot.”



The two peignoir-clothed women stood nervously, both keenly aware of just how little the thin lace covered and concealed their bodies.



“That’s not a nice way to greet someone, Rebecca, lower your arms.”



The woman bit her lip and closed her eyes but complied. The four students whistled appreciatively at the sight in front of them.



“Carol, you of course already know them and they know you very well so I don’t think you are going to need the peignoir anymore. Why don’t you let Andy remove it for you?”



When Carol didn’t move: “Go on, Carol, go up to him and ask him to strip his slut!”



Taking a deep breath, Carol approached the grinning cameraman that Phil had introduced as Andy.



“Andy, will you please…” for a moment her nerve failed, but she continued before Phil could prompt her further.



“Andy, will you please undress me.”



Andy laughed and Phil came up behind her.



“That wasn’t what I told you to say, was it? Say what I told you to say, and loud enough for everyone to hear you! Now!”



“Andy, will you please strip your… slut”



“It will be my pleasure… slut!”



Carol, red-faced from embarrassment, stood still as Andy chuckled and the other men watched and laughed.



“We want to see more of that sexy body, slut!”



The blond headed student’s comment made Carol blushed even harder as Andy reached for the silken belt around her middle, the only thing holding the peignoir closed.



For once Phil didn’t step in to protect her by shushing the guys. Carol closed her eyes as the belt came undone; she couldn’t watch Andy’s face as he exposed her body to his, let alone anyone else’s, probing eyes. He grabbed the edges of the black lace and literally threw them open, exposing the entire front of her body to their ravishing eyes. Her nipples, already hard from the situation, now, on contact with the cooler air, visibly grew to their longest extent.



“Shit! Look at the nipples on the tits of the slut! She’s gagging for it!”



“Yeah! I bet her cunt’s real wet, too! Open your legs, baby, and let’s see!”



“Come on, man, show us the slut’s ass! We want to fuck it!”



Carol bit her lip and kept her eyes closed, ashamed to be on the receiving end of such comments, ashamed at her body’s reaction to them, too. She could feel her own juices beginning to trickle down onto the tops of her thighs. She hung her head and opened her eyes in time to watch Andy bring his hand around and casually flick first one, and then the other, nipple with his finger. She gasped as the electrical shock of the contact passed through her body, part from pain, but more from pleasure. His hand moved lower.



“Open your legs, slut! A slut knows better than to stand there with her legs closed. Spread ‘em, slut!”



Carol complied as his hand closed over her mound and his fingers sank into her tellingly obvious wetness.



“She’s well wet, boys. She’s hot to trot, this slut is. Hot to trot!”



Andy removed his fingers to a roar of applause from the students and pushed the peignoir off her shoulders to land on the floor behind her. Carol stayed still, trying to control her breathing; she had almost cum when Andy had so casually thrust two of his fingers into her like that.



“Rebecca, your turn. Go to Mike, same rules.”



Phil’s order startled a gasp out of the other neighbor and Carol turned her head slightly to watch as her compatriot walked over to the other cameraman.



“Mike, will you please strip your slut!”



There was no hesitation in her voice and Phil chuckled.



“Hey, this slut is hotter than the first one?”



“Show us her tits, man. And her ass and cunt!”



“I bet the slut’s fucking gagging for it!”



“She’ll soon be gagging on it if I have my way. Jeez, what a slut!”



Carol could see the remarks were getting to Rebecca a little and she wanted to reach out to her friend—actually, after this morning, lover—and comfort her but didn’t dare move, knowing the gesture would be misconstrued by at least some of the people present.



Mike stood passively waiting.



“Rebecca…”



She took the final two steps that placed her directly in front of the cameraman.



“Turn around, sweetie, let’s show them your hot body.”



It was the first time Mike had spoken and Carol watched as her neighbor turned around and stood meekly in front of the man who was about to expose her to the lewd gaze of the other men.



Carol realized that Andy was still manipulating her body even though all eyes were glued on Rebecca. Andy’s hands were sweeping gently all over her, caressing her breasts, pinching her nipples, circling on her ass and, just occasionally, touching her mound. Her body was in a state of arousal and he was not going to let her calm or cool down. She licked her lips as she watched Mike slowly undo the silken belt of the peignoir which instantly loosened its grip on the brunette’s body.



Carol felt for her friend. All of this had happened over the course of several days to her; Rebecca was getting the whole experience in just one day. She assumed that as soon as the cameraman had finished stripping her neighbor, the four students would be enjoying gang-banging the pair of them whilst the others watched.



“Wow, look at that pussy gape! I told you she was gagging for it!”



The belt was now completely undone and the peignoir hung open, exposing Rebecca from her cleavage all the way down to her pussy and beyond to her stocking-clad legs. All eyes, including Carol’s, were stopping at the crotch level though as they all stared at the naked puffy lips of Rebecca’s obviously aroused pussy. Already mindful of the commands given to Carol she was standing with her feet apart.



Mike wasted no more time as the peignoir was stripped from Rebecca’s body and thrown to the ground. She made no attempt to cover her nakedness as Mike began to manipulate her flesh in the same way as Andy had Carol’s.



After a couple of minutes of this forced fondling, Carol could see Rebecca was getting as close to the point of an orgasm as she herself was. The raucous students had fallen silent and the only sound in the room was the harsh panting breathing of the two excited women.



“Ladies, come here, please.”



Phil broke the spell and, as Andy’s and Mike’s hands dropped away, the two women moved to stand in front of Phil.



“Turn and face the other way. Spread your legs apart. Good. Now cross your wrists behind your back. Excellent.”



The men were watching with anticipation, knowing grins on their faces as Phil and Lizzie stepped up behind their unsuspecting victims.



There are a couple of sharp metal clicks and the sound of metal ratchets being closed. Carol started in horror, realizing that Lizzie had just stepped behind her and handcuffed her. Phil had just done the same to a stunned Rebecca.



“Oh…”



Phil chuckled from behind them.



“We are going to play a little game, ladies.”



Carol sucked in a breath, not aware she had been holding it. The sight of the rapid heave and fall of her breasts was having an effect on the watching men as well.



“You know how to play hide and go seek, don’t you, ladies?”



Carol gulped and, glancing over, caught Rebecca’s eye. They both nodded nervously.



“Well, this is very similar. You two are going to go and hide and, after a short while, we are going to take turns to seek.”



Carol could see the expression on Rebecca’s face mirroring the horror she herself felt.



“Anywhere within the estate is good, but you may not enter any of the houses or garages. When Lizzie blows a whistle, a pair of the guys, each accompanied by a cameraman, will attempt to find one of you. Understand?”



They nodded.



“Ten minutes later I will blow the whistle again and the two hunters will swap for two more. However, if a hunter catches one of you, he may do with you as he wishes and the cameraman will signal me with his whistle. The hunt won’t restart until that guy is finished with his prize. I suggest, if you are caught, you will want to change hiding position at that point. All clear?”



Again they nodded. Carol could see Rebecca’s mouth working as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t get the words out.



“Oh… one more thing. Each time you are caught, the guy catching you will also sign his initials on your butt with one of these.”



Phil was holding up a marker pen; the type with permanent ink. The girl’s eyes got bigger.



“At the end of the game you will return here. The one with the most signatures will clean the other one’s ass with this.”



He held up a small sachet of solvent.



“That will remove the ink completely, but there is only enough for one of you so you really need to hide well. Now, get going, you have five minutes and then the first pair of hunters will be released and the fun and games will begin.”



Lizzie and Phil stood to one side, the two women looked at each other and made for the patio door leading from the kitchen. Once outside Carol began to look around thoughtfully. Rebecca, on the other hand, made straight for the side of the property, moving as fast as she could, even though her hands were shackled behind her. As she disappeared round the side of the house, Carol slowly climbed down the stairs at the end of the deck and began to move toward the trees at the bottom of the garden as quickly as she dare, knowing full well that if she tripped in these heels she would be stuck and unable to regain her feet easily.



Carol began to breathe a little easier once she was under the trees, and continued in a straight line until she was sure no one at the house could see her anymore. Mentally she tossed a coin, left or right. She knew they would expect her to go to the left into the trees behind her own garden so she went to the right. Suddenly a piercing whistle sounded from the deck and she knew the hunt was on.



 











Chapter 28



 



Rebecca, meantime, had headed round the side of the house and across the road heading for Susie’s house rather than her own. Just as with Carol, she had surmised they would expect her to hide in her own yard, in more familiar surroundings. Trotting up the side of the house, she found Susie’s backyard to contain more in the way of hiding places than her own would have. As she too heard the shrill sound of the whistle, she crouched down behind a large hydrangea in the corner of the garden where the side and bottom fences met.



Rebecca tried to slow her breathing and, as the minutes passed, she began to replay the events of the day in her mind.



She had started the day, a normal monogamous wife, but was now hiding in someone else’s garden, naked and handcuffed, having exhibited her body to several strangers, been made love to by another woman and was being hunted for sex. On top of that, it had all happened in front of various cameras. The problem was, she found the whole process, the whole experience had left her excited—no, more than excited, highly aroused.



Rebecca closed her eyes as she remembered the moment when Mike had ripped the peignoir off her body, leaving her nakedness on view to the group of students, as well as the others present, knowing that one, or probably more, of them would be screwing her within minutes. She had not expected this twist but knew deep down that it would still happen.



She couldn’t contain herself, remembering exactly how she had felt, how the mini orgasm had coursed through her nerves. She moaned softly as the process began again.



“Got ya!”



She squealed and turned at the sound, eyes flying wide open as she looked up into the blond student’s face creasing into a predatory grin, with Mike just visible with the camera, hovering over the student’s shoulder.



“We can do this the easy way or the hard way, sweetie. You can stay there and I’ll fuck you on the bare earth or you can come out here on the nice soft grass and I’ll fuck you into the lawn, sweet cheeks. Your choice—what’s it going to be?”



Rebecca gulped and realized there was a certain logic to the question. Knowing that moving was in itself an act of submission to the inevitability that this young guy was going to fuck her, she stood and moved from behind the shrub.



“Good girl, right choice. I’ll fuck your mouth and your pussy. If you’d stayed there I would have done your ass.”



He laughed. Rebecca flushed deep red as the young man advanced on her and reached out his hand to grab her left breast. There was no gentleness to it, no tenderness, just a straight grab. She gasped, not so much from the pain—he wasn’t that rough—but in anticipation. Her juices were pouring out of her inflamed slit and she could feel them dribbling down the inside of her thighs.



Just then the whistle blew from the direction of Phil’s house. Instantly Mike reached for his own whistle and blew it hard. They all listened for a moment but there was no answering blast from anywhere else. Obviously the other hunter hadn’t found Carol.



Rebecca shivered as she realized she was going to not only be fucked by this guy in front of a camera, but he was also going to sign her ass, leaving her trailing behind Carol in a race she didn’t dare lose.



Both hands were now firmly cupping her breasts and her erect nipples were, of their own accord, attempting to burrow into the soft flesh of his palms.



“Kneel. I want to feel your lips wrapped around my cock!”



Rebecca knelt; she sometimes allowed this for her husband as a special treat, but not often, and certainly not outside or in someone else’s garden. She closed her eyes for a moment as she felt her pussy spasm—she had never been ordered to do this before either. The thought that at any moment a stranger’s prick was going to be using her mouth at his command caused her to shiver noticeably.



“Open wide, slut!”



She opened her eyes to see his long rigid tool moving toward her lips. She opened her mouth wondering how she was going to be able to carry out a blow job without the use of her hands. Glancing past his shoulder she could see Mike still angling the camera at her to catch every moment. She shivered again, her pussy pulsing as it tried to control her reactions. The purple head of the student’s cock pressed against her lips and then between them, filling the space above her tongue completely. She struggled to breathe through her nose as he began to roughly saw it in and out of her mouth.



On each stroke he tried to push it further into her mouth, obviously attempting to enter her throat, something that was impossible given their relative positions. She gagged and tears were squeezed out of her eyes as she tried desperately to accommodate the onslaught. Suddenly she realized she wasn’t just trying to survive it; she was trying as hard as possible to make it pleasurable for him too.



After a couple of minutes he pulled the instrument of torture from her mouth and she knelt there panting, desperately trying to catch her breath. Before she could completely recover from the oral assault, he had moved around behind her and gently pushed her forward. There was nothing she could do to prevent herself overbalancing and she landed face down on the soft grass.



“Gently, fella, you know the rules.”



Mike spoke for the first time; the student spoke quietly in response.



“Sorry, Rebecca, you got me going. I hope I didn’t hurt you but I have to have you.”



Rebecca turned her head to one side so she could at least breathe as he manipulated her body into the position he wanted it in. He grabbed her waist and pulled her slowly backward until her spread knees were underneath her, raising her ass into the air. Her eyes widened in shock when she realized he intended to take her from behind as he dropped to his own knees between her obscenely parted legs.



“Huh!”



She grunted as she felt the end of his cock push against, and then between, her parted labia before driving itself home in one surge. He withdrew the bulk of his length before thrusting it all the way back inside of her.



“Huh!”



Each time he thrust he elicited a groan from her, their volume increasing steadily with each thrust as she moved closer and closer to her own release. Even the uncomfortable pressure of the grass against the side of her face did nothing to lessen the way her nerve endings were responding to the brutal fucking she was getting.



Suddenly she screamed as his prong drove all the way home for the umpteenth time. Her body shook and convulsed in ecstasy and her pussy contracted around his dick in a spasm that he could not ignore either. Deep within her, his end swelled and a torrent of sperm flooded the entrance to her womb. As he withdrew his rapidly dying erection, she collapsed weakly onto her stomach, gasping for air.



Rebecca realized from the odd sensation on the right cheek of her ass that he was signing his initials and the shame of her situation came flooding back.



“You had better find a good hiding place, sweetie. The next hunters will be out shortly.”



The comment from Mike brought her back to reality and she watched in horror as the two men made their way around the side of the house, leaving her helpless on her belly on the lawn. Desperately she tried to work out how to get to her feet. Rolling onto her side she quickly managed to use her knee and elbow to lever herself into a sitting position but was then stumped.



Finally, with strength and flexibility she didn’t know she possessed, she drew her legs under herself and pushed up into a kneeling position and finally to her feet. When the whistle blew she realized several minutes had passed and that the next one to come hunting for her would find her easily. She stumbled toward the patio behind the house looking for a hiding place there. She just made it onto the patio as Andy and one of the other students came round the corner.



“Look what we have here; she’s so hot she couldn’t be bothered to hide!”



Rebecca dropped her head in resignation.



* * * *



This time Carol had her own problems. She had been given a respite by the fact that the guy hunting her hadn’t found her and she had then had several minutes break to check her hiding place whilst Rebecca was being screwed.



The real problem for Carol was Mike’s adept use of technology. His camera had an infra-red backup system and, unknown to Carol, he had easily been able to spot the heat of her body. Suddenly, she heard a noise to one side of her and, looking round, saw Mike pointing his camera straight at her. Stifling a gasp, she began to edge around the tree she was hiding behind, intending to put the bulk of it between herself and her pursuers before moving away.



“Boo!”



The gentle whisper in her ear made her jump.



“Ah!”



She turned her head to see the grinning face of the colored student less than three inches from her.



“What have we here?”



Quickly he moved behind her and sandwiched her body between the tree and his own. The hard bark was harsh against her belly and breasts. Her cuffed hands were right at his crotch level and he pushed his raging erection into them. Reflexively, her hands grasped his tool through his pants, realizing that her naked vulnerable availability had given him such hardness.



“Where do you want it, slut? Up against the tree like this?”



He pushed himself harder against her as he asked her.



“Please, no. The bark, it’ll hurt.”



“On your knees, slut.” He released the pressure and she quickly turned and dropped to her knees in the soft loam and leaf litter of the ground beneath the tree.



She waited for the inevitable and was therefore surprised when he, too, dropped to his knees in front of her, pulling his fly open and letting his hard cock stand in front of her. She looked up at him quizzically, unsure of how she could do what he obviously wanted, given her hands were secured behind her.



“Don’t worry, sugar, I’ll help you.”



The student reached for her shoulders and gently forced her forward and down until her closed mouth was resting on the tip of his dick. She allowed her lips to part slightly and then her tongue poked out to flick across his end. Her lips opened wider and he pressed her down further, forcing his cock into her warm wet mouth. He groaned in pleasure and just held her there for a second.



There was a blast of a whistle from the deck which Mike immediately replied to; almost as an echo, Carol heard another one as well, and realized Rebecca had been caught, too.



Without her hands to provide a purchase on the ground or on his legs it was very difficult for Carol to perform the required service. It was hard for her to lift her face up and back down on his erect shaft and, realizing this, the guy placed his hands under the front of her shoulders and began to raise and lower her himself. Although the position was awkward for both of them, she strove to make up for the difficulty by constantly changing the pressure within her oral cavity and by moving her tongue whenever possible. She was aware it was working when she started to taste his pre-cum beginning to leak from his end into the warmth of her mouth.



With her head fully occupied and his arms restricting her vision, Carol took a minute to notice that Mike had moved around to stand to the side of her, obviously zooming the camera in for a close-up. As a result, she was completely taken by surprise when she felt another pair of hands on her hips.



“I’m glad you caught her. This bitch evaded me and now it’s time for payback.”



Carol’s eyes opened wide and she gasped as she felt another prick beginning to nestle between her outspread thighs and touch the outer lips of her already wet pussy. With the first guy’s dick buried in her mouth it was impossible for her to protest as she felt the second one slide slowly into her sex.



* * * *



The student was right next to Rebecca, grabbing her arm before she could move more than a couple of steps. One hand clasped her arm behind her back just below the elbow, effectively immobilizing her. The other reached around and firmly cupped her right breast. Despite herself she gasped at the contact, fully aware her erect nipple burrowing into his palm betrayed her continued sexual arousal.



In acknowledgement of absolute surrender, she stopped struggling and trying to get away. His hand let go of her arm and moved down to caress her ass, his other hand still mauling her breast.



“That’s a good girl. Now let’s move over to the patio table, shall we.”



Being steered by one tit and one cheek was an experience Rebecca had never expected, nor wanted, but, literally, this is how he led her over to the small circular patio table. In resignation she raised her face to the sky and a slight movement in one of the upstairs windows caught her attention and she focused on that window. Rebecca was absolutely mortified to see Susie standing there looking down, watching her naked neighbor as the guy holding her now positioned her body next to the table where he wanted her.



The smile on the beautiful blonde’s face brought a flush to Rebecca’s face as she looked away, the man bending her forward so that her torso lay on the table, and stood behind her. She realized that he intended to take her from behind in this position and tensed her body to accept another penis in her already used pussy.



“You’ll like this, sweetie.”



The sound of his zip being drawn down sounded loud in her ear and she turned her face to one side only to see Andy moving closer with the camera.



“Spread nice and wide.”



She felt violated as he crudely insisted she spread her legs, allowing him easy access to her intimate treasure, but she knew that this was actually part of the excitement for her at this moment. A second later she felt the hot end of his rigid cock pressing against the outer lips of her slit and her mouth opened in surprise at the sheer size of it.



“Oh, God!”



She couldn’t help the utterance as he slowly and deliberately pushed the large organ into the channel of her sex. She felt full, fuller than ever before, but the lubrication from the earlier fuck enabled him to penetrate easily.



“Oh, my God! I think I’m gonna cum…”



The words were torn from her as he pushed home to its fullest extent and held it there for a second before slowly sliding almost all the way back out. Despite herself, her hips bucked to draw him back in and, as it slid back into her, her whole body shuddered as she fulfilled her own prophecy.



“Hot, damn. She is hot!”



The slow sensuous fuck continued as he slowly increased the pace. Rebecca came once more, becoming more and more oblivious to her surroundings. Suddenly she realized she was no longer alone with the two men, the one fucking her and the cameraman. A pair of long bare female legs was standing next to Andy. From her prone position it was difficult to see who was there, but she slowly allowed her head to turn, following the rise of the subtle curves up from the knees to the thighs where they disappeared into a pair of very brief shorts.



“I’ll take over that for you, Andy. I can see you need to get some relief yourself.”



Susie’s voice penetrated Rebecca’s consciousness and her eyes flew wide at the implications of her neighbor’s clothed presence.



Sure enough, Andy moved round to her head and she heard the sound of another zip being drawn down.



“Open wide, Rebecca.”



* * * *



Carol was in even more trouble than her neighbor. The first guy, the student who had captured her in the first place, was close to cumming in her mouth. The guy who had sneaked up behind her was close to cumming in her cunt. She could see that Mike had lowered his zip and was stroking his own erection with one hand whilst holding the camera on the action with the other. There was obviously going to be a hand-off of the camera to whoever finished first.



Despite her misgivings, Carol could not prevent her body enjoying the sensations the two rigid cocks were giving her. The thought that a third would follow soon after no longer phased her as her natural reactions forced her body higher and higher toward ecstasy.



“Look at her go, man. She’s gonna cum!”



Cum she did. Hard. Carol couldn’t scream out her pleasure with the hard dick buried in her mouth but without it she would have. The shuddering induced in her body by the orgasm pushed the guy buried in her pussy to overload and she felt several large spurts of jism coat the inside of her slick channel. It was almost enough to set her off again, but the concentration needed to keep her balance as the cock in her mouth began to swell prior to blasting its load into her oral cavity, kept her just below the peak.



The guy behind her pulled out and, as he did so, the guy in front of her tensed up and shot his load into her mouth. He, too, pulled out quickly and at least managed to push her into an upright kneeling position before he collapsed, spent, in front of her.



“Let me have the camera, Mike. Then you can have her.”



Mike handed the camera over and moved around behind her. Carol was in no position to object and, in fact, didn’t want to. He was the most considerate of the three lovers and slid one arm around her to hold her upright whilst positioning himself behind her, between her still splayed legs. She pushed her butt at him to try to ensure he could manage penetration despite her arms being trapped between them. Somehow he managed and began to saw his dick in and out of her.



* * * *



Twenty minutes later Rebecca and Carol were led over to the deck area behind Phil’s house. The cameramen had released the handcuffs and the two disheveled naked beauties watched as Phil and Lizzie came out onto the deck and applauded them.



“Well done, ladies.”



Phil smiled at them as they climbed the stairs onto the deck, obviously freshly fucked and covered in dirt and leaves, in Carol’s case, and grass, in Rebecca’s.



“Now, turn around and let’s count the signatures you have both so diligently collected.”



His laugh covered their embarrassment as they turned to face out over the garden to reveal the signatures on their ass cheeks.



“Oh, Rebecca, you have three. That’s not too good, is it? Not too bad, either.”



Rebecca bit her lip but Carol could see the humiliation was getting to her neighbor.



“And, Carol, you have three as well. I declare it a draw. You can turn around now.”



The two women turned to face their chief tormentor.



“What do you think, Lizzie? We only have enough cleaner for one and there wasn’t a winner.”



Lizzie smiled up at him and walked over to, and behind, the two naked women.”



“That’s a difficult one, sweetheart. Perhaps we should let them shower first and then we can decide. I’m sure they both feel as grubby and dirty as they look.”



She whispered something in Carol’s ear and turned, leading the way over to the patio deck.



“Come along, girls. You have a captive audience now instead of the other way round.”



The two submissive neighbors looked at each other and shrugged. The look on Carol’s face warned Rebecca that it wasn’t quite over yet.



 











Chapter 29



 



Carol knew they had a large double shower off the mud room the couple had for use when they came in from the hot tub and she rightly assumed that this is where the next
 action
 was going to take place. The instructions Lizzie had whispered in her ear were short and precise.



Resignedly, she led Rebecca through the mud room into the shower room which consisted of a small tiled floor and two shower cubicles. Carol hadn’t noticed that the middle partition was dismountable before, but it was gone now leaving one large shower stall with two separate heads. The two cameramen followed and leaned back against the walls, bringing the cameras up to their shoulders. The four students and Phil crowded into the doorway, jostling for position to get a good view. Rebecca just looked at Carol.



“I gather they want to watch.” Carol remarked.



“You mean they want to watch us shower?”



“No, Rebecca, I think they want to watch as I wash you and then you wash me!”



“Oh, my God!”



Despite having been naked in front of all of these men since lunch, and despite having been screwed by three of them, Rebecca was obviously struggling with the idea implicit in Carol’s words as the two stripped off their heels and ruined stockings.



“You mean?… You are going to… Oh, my God!”



Carol, having turned the water on, turned to face the other brunette.



“Just like before, sweetie. Just like before.”



She moved closer to her neighbor and, reaching out one hand, and pushed her hair back behind her ear on that side. Her other hand snaked out and took Rebecca’s and moved toward the shower enclosure. Rebecca took a step forward and, with a shrug of resignation, stepped with Carol under the shower.



“Which do you want? Front or back first?”



“I think I’d better do your back first, sweetie. Don’t you?”



Rebecca nodded before turning and grasping the rail presenting her smooth, if somewhat grubby, back to her neighbor, allowing the water to cascade down her lithe body.



Carol reached for the shower gel and squeezed a generous dollop into her hand. Replacing the bottle, she transferred half to her other hand and, leaning forward, placed both hands on Rebecca’s shoulders.



Despite her resignation, Rebecca shivered at the touch.



“It’s okay. Relax and enjoy it.”



Carol slowly began to lather up Rebecca’s shoulders before slowly working her circling hands lower down the smooth convex curve of her neighbor’s back. As her hands continued to work their massaging movement, she began to appreciate the smoothness of the skin beneath her fingertips. Rebecca arched her back and allowed a small sigh to escape her.



“You are very good at that. It really feels so nice!”



Rebecca’s softly voiced comment took Carol by surprise as she worked her way down the other woman’s back toward the out-swelling of her ass. Carol cocked her head to one side and peered at her shower companion—Rebecca had her eyes closed and a slight smile played on her lips. She continued the massaging movement of her hands, lower and lower, until they were now massaging the womanly curves of Rebecca’s ass. Rebecca shuddered and stuck her read end out at Carol, signaling her to increase the pressure.



“You really want this, don’t you?”



“I’m ashamed to admit it but, God, yes! Even if they’re watching us still. Are they?”



Carol leaned forward and breathed her answer into Rebecca’s ear.



“Yes, all of seven guys and the two video cameras.”



Again, the young woman she had pinned between her own naked body and the wall of the shower moaned and shuddered. Carol’s hands began to dip lower onto the rounded globes whose owner seemed unwilling, or unable to keep still. A low moan escaped Rebecca’s lips as Carol increased the pressure and began to knead them. After a moment Carol stopped and crouched down to provide herself with both a better grip and a better view. Sensing this Rebecca spread her legs to accommodate her better, exposing her gaping slit to her shower tormentor. Carol had, however, focused on something else. As she slowly worked the shower gel into a lather on her friend’s cheeks, the shower washed it away. She allowed the water to run clear for a couple of seconds and realized something had changed. The supposedly indelible ink had washed away, leaving her neighbor’s ass clean and smooth.



Carol turned in confusion and caught Phil’s eye, but he merely smiled and held a finger to his lips.



Quickly she resumed her ministrations to Rebecca, this time working her way down one leg and back up the other before repeating the process in the opposite direction, always stopping just short of the waiting pussy. Each time her hands came up to just below Rebecca’s slit, the woman’s entire body trembled and another low guttural moan escaped her lips to betray her arousal. She spread her legs even wider to allow access for Carol, but she had other ideas.



She stood up again and pressed her own wet body into Rebecca’s back, placing her hands on the other woman’s lips and allowing the spray from the shower to fall onto her face as she nuzzled her neighbor’s shoulder.



“Turn around and face me if you want satisfaction.”



She breathed into Rebecca’s ear and felt the other woman shudder once more as her words unleashed the passion tightly coiled within her. Carol leaned back and allowed Rebecca the room to turn around. As soon as she had, she pushed her back against the wall and pressed her wet nakedness with her own, her arms pinioning Rebecca’s to the wall, her breasts mashing into her neighbor’s, and their lower bodies fused at the hip. One of Carol’s legs inserted itself between Rebecca’s, forcing the slightly taller woman to spread her legs further apart exposing her wet slit to Carol’s thigh. Rebecca didn’t resist as Carol lifted her arms above her head and held them in one hand against the wall. Her other hand, now freed, slipped down over the silky skin, slick with the water continuing to spray over both of them. Finally it reached the target and, as her fingers gently brushed over Rebecca’s mound, the tormented woman tensed and screamed as she came, without Carol even touching her clit, or her pussy itself, more than fleetingly.



“That was pretty hot, ladies. But I think you should return the favor, don’t you, Rebecca?”



Phil’s laconic comment caught Rebecca by surprise and her eyes flew open; throughout the time in the shower she had shut their audience out by keeping them shut. Now, forcibly reminded, she caught her bottom lip in her teeth but brought her hands down and grabbed Carol by the shoulders. They looked deep into each other’s eyes and Rebecca brought her mouth close to Carol’s and planted a light kiss on her lips.



“Shall we?” she whispered, eyes sparkling with mischief.



“Back first, please, sweetie.”



Carol replied and the two switched places, turning to face the wall, although she kept her face turned toward the watching men and her eyes open. She could see the naked lust and frank appreciation in each pair of eyes watching them. As Rebecca began to sensuously wash her back, Carol’s own heat increased at the thought of being taken like this by another woman in front of these men.



Rebecca’s hands were not as gentle as Carol’s had been, nor was she as slow. Within seconds her hands were massaging Carol’s buttocks. Carol gasped. The more literal assault on her body was increasing her arousal and her breathing deepened as she felt Rebecca’s fingers spread her ass cheeks apart. Suddenly Rebecca stopped and pressed her front into Carol’s back squashing Carol in to the wall.



“You slut! You knew the ink was going to wash off you, didn’t you?” she breathed into Carol’s ear.



“No. I hoped it would, just as it had off you.”



“You mean it’s gone from my ass too?”



“Yes!”



The last reply was almost forced from Carol as a gasp as her neighbor began to writhe and squirm against her. Carol could feel Rebecca’s turgid nipples as they scraped small side to side paths across her back. The bony protrusions of Rebecca’s hips danced enticingly across Carol’s ass cheeks. Carol panted.



“Spread em, you slut!”



The hard and fast tactics Rebecca was using, together with being called a slut, was driving Carol closer and closer to the requested, or was it
 required,
 orgasm. Meekly she spread her legs.



“What do you want me to do to your body, slut?” Rebecca hissed in her ear.



“Make me cum, please…”



“What do you want me to do to you to make you come in front of your audience, slut?”



Rebecca had obviously realized that Carol was getting turned on by being treated this way, by being dominated and humiliated. Carol’s breathing turned into a pant and she began to rhythmically thrust her buttocks back against Rebecca’s pinioning body.



“Touch me…”



“Touch you where, slut?”



“Touch my… oh, God!… touch my pussy.”



“You want me to finger your cunt, slut?”



“Yes!”



“You want me to thrust my fingers deep into your slit? You want me to play with your clit, slut? Is that what you want?”



“Oh, God!… Yes”



Carol was almost shouting now, her ass moving in humping motions, trying to get Rebecca to give her what she wanted. She was still watching her audience as she pleaded with another woman to bring her to orgasm. They were entranced, engrossed in the spectacle before them.



“Turn around, slut.”



Carol turned to face Rebecca and the other woman looked her straight in the eyes as one hand dropped to Carol’s exposed mound. Without being told, Carol spread her legs apart, exposing her vulnerable pussy to Rebecca’s onslaught.



“You want me to finger duck your cunt, slut?”



“Yes…”



Rebecca’s hand drove straight at its target. Carol felt an electric shock as they grazed against her outer labia and then three fingers pushed into her as far as the second knuckle. She screamed in ecstasy as the sensations began to uncontrollably boil through her entire body, centered on her vagina. Rebecca’s thumb began to press in a circling motion on the area immediately surrounding her clit. Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was in reality only seconds, she began to withdraw her fingers only to ram them back into her helplessly writhing victim.



“Oh, God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”



Finally, the orgasm subsided and Carol, no longer able to support her own weight, sank down to the floor of the shower unit, where she was joined by an equally exhausted Rebecca. After a minute or so they both turned and looked out into the bathroom itself. Only Phil now stood in the doorway, the others having silently disappeared.



“Well done, ladies. That was sensational. Put your robes on and come into the kitchen.”



He turned and left the two of them alone. Wearily they rose and grabbed the indicated toweling robes, belting them securely around their waists before trooping out into the kitchen.



“You bastard. You said that was indelible ink!”



Phil laughed at Carol’s outburst.



“Think about it, darling. If I’d used indelible ink your husbands would have been asking questions. If I’d said it was washable, you wouldn’t have tried to hide so well which made the game so much more interesting. Now grab a coffee, Lizzie needs to talk to you. Don’t worry, the
 action
 is over for the day.”



 











Chapter 30



 



The sound of a car horn interrupted her reverie as Carol finished her coffee the following morning, still trying to come to terms with the events of the previous day. Glancing at the clock told her she was slightly late, and she quickly grabbed her purse before barreling out of the front door to find Lizzie sitting in the car in front of her drive with Susie in the front passenger seat. She was relieved to see Rebecca hurrying down her own drive opposite and the two women piled into the back of Lizzie’s expensive Mercedes at almost the same time.



“Let’s go, ladies. It’s fun time today. We are going
 shopping
 !”



Lizzie was obvious happy about today, the two women in the back less so as they were somewhat more apprehensive about the details of the shopping trip Lizzie was taking them on.



The electric gates on the estate road parted noiselessly, allowing them through. Carol glanced nervously at Rebecca and assessed the way she was dressed. In fact, the three women with Lizzie were dressed almost identically in style, if not in color. Carol was wearing a print sundress with spaghetti straps which was fashionably short without being as obscene as most of the items Phil and Lizzie had made her wear.  Underneath she was wearing nude hold-ups and a thin white semi-transparent thong.  Both Susie and Rebecca were wearing similar dresses and she was sure that they would be wearing very similar underwear, albeit on Lizzie’s instructions, in different colors.



“So, ladies, I thought we’d go to the swimwear shop first at the Brentside Mall, okay?”



“Okay,” the three chorused together and Rebecca and Carol glanced at each other.



It was several minutes’ drive to the chosen mall and the two women in the back were nervous around each other following the events of the previous day.



“So, how did you enjoy Phil’s version of hide and seek?” Susie asked from the front.



“Erm… different.”



Carol’s answer trailed off into silence as Susie laughed.



“Caught me by surprise when he pulled that one on Carrie and me last year.”



“Oh?”



“Yeah, you got off lightly. Phil had ten guys searching for us and they made sure they all caught us.”



“But why did you have to help them?”



Rebecca burst into the conversation. Susie chuckled and turned in her seat to face both of them.



“Orders, of course. Phil told me to take the camera if you were caught in my garden.”



Both Carol’s and Rebecca’s faces mirrored their disbelief. It was Lizzie who intervened.



“It’s true, girls. Susie is as much subject to Phil’s will as you two are. She was ensnared at the same time I was, but he married me, leaving Susie as the only
 forced
 player in our games.”



“You mean… ?”



“Yep. I do as I’m told just as much as you two do. The only difference is I’ve had much longer to learn to enjoy it. Now, don’t say you didn’t enjoy the shower yesterday?”



Rebecca blushed; Carol knew her own face was just as red.



“How do you know about the shower?”



“I watched the film of it this morning.” Susie visibly shivered. “It was hot! I came just watching the two of you. Had to have another shower of my own.”



“Now, come on, you two, relax. We’ve got a lot of things to do today. Let’s get the bikinis sorted first.”



Lizzie intervened again as she pulled in, in front of the strip mall, where there was an empty space right outside the swimwear shop.



* * * *



“Lizzie, darling, how nice to see you again!”



“Victor, sweetie, you too!”



The obviously old acquaintances air kissed and Lizzie turned to introduce the others.



“This is Susie, Carol and Rebecca. We want to find a set of matching bikinis. Not white, but pale colors. Each one a different color but the same style. Tie-ons. And, of course, we want the ones with the removable gusset pieces.”



“Naughty girls. Planning a party?”



“Like you wouldn’t believe, Victor baby. Now we’ll use the family changing room if that’s okay with you? We want your
 personal
 attention.”



“Of course, darling. I’ll go and grab some stock while you go and get naked and I’ll fit them all for you.”



“Three of each one, Victor.” Lizzie called after him as the camp shop manager bustled off into the depths of the store.



Lizzie led the way toward the fitting rooms with Susie close behind, the other two tagging along at the rear. When they reached their destination, Lizzie opened a side door just outside the cubicles and ushered the three others into a room much larger than a standard fitting room. There were about six chairs and several sets of wall hooks for clothing. Designed for use by a family, it was reserved for family parties. But not today.



Susie went straight over to the far corner and reached behind herself to unzip her dress. Lizzie made for the other corner and made the same motions. Aware that the other two hadn’t moved she looked back at them as she shrugged her own dress off her shoulders.



“Come on, we haven’t got all day. Victor will be here to fit the bikinis in a minute and you had better be ready for him.”



“But…”



Lizzie giggled. “Don’t worry, he’s gay.”



Susie had hung her dress on a peg and was stripping her black transparent thong down her legs. Lizzie pushed her dress off to puddle on the floor around her heels and began to push her red thong off her hips. Confronted with their two naked neighbors, Carol and Rebecca could only follow suit. Susie was sitting facing them, not bothering to close her legs, showing the neat patch of blonde curls between them. Lizzie was sitting more modestly, but in her case it was her magnificent rack that would, and did, draw their eyes. Quickly the two women stripped off their dresses and panties and sat down along the side walls. Only just in time, as there was a knock on the door.



“Naked or not, I’m coming in.”



Victor bustled through the door, mercifully closing it behind him, although he didn’t lock it. He had an armful of the smallest bikinis Rebecca had ever seen. Carol had both seen and worn one when Lizzie had lent her one of the white ones. Obviously Lizzie wasn’t just a regular patron of the establishment.



“Okay, ladies. Who’s first?”



“I am.”



Susie stood and walked into the center of the room, apparently unmoved by being naked in front of the fussy store manager. Her erect nipples betrayed her actual state, though. Carol glanced down at herself and realized hers, too, were erect, either from the exposure to the cool air or from the situation. She felt her pussy start to lubricate and was aware it wasn’t from cold air. As she glanced up she saw Lizzie was watching her with a smile on her face. The female half of the couple who now controlled her, winked and turned her attention back to Victor, who was fussily circling Susie standing passively as he measured her.



“I think for you it has to be the rose color—your blonde coloring here and here.”



He touched her head and then deliberately and slowly trailed his fingertips through her blonde pubic hair. Susie bit her lip and her hips twitched but she stood still and allowed him his liberties.



“And, of course, we want to accentuate the brown of these.” Both of Victor’s hands came up and he tweaked Susie’s nipples quite hard. She gasped.



“Fine.”



Susie continued to stand still as Victor took the rose colored bikini from the pile he had unceremoniously dumped on one of the low tables, and proceeded to carefully tie the two parts into place around Susie’s body. The touching didn’t stop throughout the procedure. Finally, he stepped back from the now heavily breathing blonde.



“Now, what do you think, ladies? Isn’t she just stunning, absolutely divine?”



Susie unselfconsciously modeled the bikini for the others until Lizzie finally spoke up.



“Perfect, Victor, absolutely perfect. I’m sure our guests will adore it. Now, my turn, what color for me?”



Susie returned to her chair and Lizzie stepped nonchalantly forward.



“Definitely the pale green for you. When you take the gusset out you want your admirers to see these, don’t you?”



This time Victor wound a couple of his fingers into Lizzie’s trimmed bush and pulled slightly. Lizzie jerked and gasped. As Victor moved around behind her he raised his fingers to his nose and delicately sniffed.



“Such lovely aroma, sweetie. Is all that just for me?”



“Of course it is, Victor. You know what you do to me.”



Victor reached around from behind her and cupped her large breasts, hefting them before tweaking the nipples even harder than he had Susie’s. Lizzie ground her rump back into him, obviously making connection with the bulge in his trousers that gave away the fact that he was at least bi and not merely gay.



Again the watching women were treated to the sight of Victor not only dressing one of them, but continuing to play with the body presented to him in this fashion. The bottoms didn’t quite fit Lizzie to his complete satisfaction and he remedied this by inserting his hand down the front of them, the gasp and shudder from Lizzie betraying the fact that he was doing more than adjusting the fabric.



“Satisfied, darling?”



“I will be if you keep doing that. Don’t stop for a moment.”



The thin stretch fabric covered but did not conceal the way his fingers were moving inside the scanty triangle of cloth that covered Lizzie’s pussy. The three women were treated to the sight of him finger fucking her to orgasm as her hips ground back into him, unable to keep herself still. Finally, as her tremors subsided, he removed his hand and brought his fingers up to her mouth, where she eagerly sucked them clean of her own juices.



“Right, which of you two naked lovelies is next, then?”



Neither of them moved. He crooked his finger at Rebecca as a suddenly weak-legged Lizzie sank down into her chair.



Knowing she had no choice, Rebecca stood and stepped into the middle of the floor.



“Hands above your head, sweetie. I need to get a good look at you. All of you.”



Rebecca complied.



“Open your legs wider darling, I need to see how it will fit down there.”



Again she complied, shuffling her feet to a position about shoulder width apart. She was facing Carol and looking right at her as Victor moved around behind his living mannequin. His hands mapped the smooth curves of her ass and then moved to rest gently on her hips.



“This is a real beauty you have bought me today, Lizzie darling. She is beautiful enough to model for me. So sexy.”



With that his hand dipped down, Carol’s eyes following the movement as he very deliberately inserted one finger into Rebecca’s slit.



“Baby blue for this little beauty, I think. Don’t you agree, sweetie?”



He was sawing his finger in and out of Rebecca’s slit, his thumb mashing against her hooded clitoris, and his other hand stroking her breasts as he spoke to her. Rebecca had closed her eyes and allowed her head to sink back as the physical sensations began to send spasms through her overheated body. Almost casually, but with an air of mastery, Victor continued to minister to her until she, too, crashed into a scintillating orgasm.



She swayed on her weakened legs as Victor deftly draped the tiny triangles of light blue fabric over her gasping body and tied the strings into position.



“Perfect, Victor, just perfect.”



Lizzie was obviously happy with the third choice, and Rebecca gratefully made her way over to her chair to recover as Victor turned to the last naked woman, and held out his hand for Carol to join him in the middle of the room.



Carol could clearly see the outline of his hard prick in the thin trousers he wore and, as he took her hand, he pulled her in close to him.



“Last but not least, I think the lemon for this living doll, don’t you think?”



As he said this he was dry humping against her mound, his rigid dick spearing into her soft flesh at each apogee.



“Arms up high, sweetie, let’s have a good look at you,” he said, finally stepping back from her. Despite herself, she was breathing heavily as, just as with the others, he tweaked and pinched and prodded at the intimate parts of her body. However, he didn’t follow through with this, and Carol was glad when he didn’t continue to manipulate her to the same heights as the previous two. Instead, he quickly attached the bikini to her and stepped back for Lizzie to approve. She, in turn, stepped forward and turned Carol one way and then the other for inspection and finally whispered in her ear.



“It’s his turn, sweetie. Drop to your knees and do what comes naturally to you. Whatever you do, don’t clean up afterward.”



“What?”



It was too late. Lizzie stepped away, playfully swatting Carol on the butt as she did so, leaving the horrified woman staring straight at Victor who was now rubbing his crotch suggestively. Knowing there was no other course open to her, she sighed and dropped to her knees in front of the fussy middle-aged man.



“What a trooper, baby. I’ve got your reward right here.”



The sheer corniness of the line made Carol giggle as he opened his fly and extended his rampant cock toward her lips as he stepped in close. She opened her mouth and engulfed the end without protest and began to suck willingly enough on the hot member he thrust into her oral cavity. Not content with her setting and maintaining a rhythm, he wrapped both hands around the back of her head and took full control. Soon the tip of his thrusting dick was hitting the back of her mouth, right at the entrance of her throat, as his hands pulled her forward to meet each thrust.



Carol was struggling not to gag, but his previous actions had obviously excited Victor to the point where he wasn’t going to last long. Carol felt his penis expand and tense up just before he came and steeled herself to swallow what was about to be delivered into her mouth, but Victor had other ideas. One hand had undone the knot on the halter neck of her bikini and, in the ensuing action, it had fallen to below her protruding breasts. Now he pulled out his near to bursting dick from her mouth and angled it down at her breasts, proceeding to pump several strings of thick ropey cum onto her exposed tits.



Carol sat back on her heels as Victor tucked himself back into his trousers and then leaned down, playfully ruffling her hair.



“Off with the bikinis, ladies, I need to finish the sale.”



The other three stripped off the bikinis and handed them to Victor. When Carol didn’t move, he simply squatted down and undid the knots before unceremoniously removing the loose fabric from her body.



He grabbed the untried items and, before any of them could start getting dressed, opened the door wide. Rebecca and Carol quickly tried to cover up as he called out on exiting.



“Usual souvenirs, please, darlings. Chop, chop, I’ve got a business to run.”



Anything else he had to say was lost as he pulled the door closed behind him.



“Dresses on, ladies. Leave your panties on the hooks; they’re his souvenirs, you see. Carol, don’t clean that off. Let it dry on you. It’s such a wicked look.”



Lizzie and Susie quickly pulled on their dresses but made no move to collect their thongs from the hooks on the wall. Resignedly, Rebecca and, finally, Carol followed suit before Lizzie led the way up to the checkout where she calmly paid for the twelve fifty dollar bikinis she had just bought. Carol’s dress stuck to the clammy thick goo that coated her breasts but she could do nothing about it on Lizzie’s instructions.



“Come on, ladies. Shoe shop next.”



Carol and Rebecca simply looked at each other, both embarrassed by what they had just witnessed and coming to the realization that the day had only just begun. Carol shuddered at the thought of what going into the shoe shop and being fitted for heels would entail, given her current state of dress. Rebecca matched her as she realized the same cause for concern.



 











Chapter 31



 



Entry into the shoe shop resulted in a similar display of simulated affection as Lizzie greeted the manager.



“Tony, darling, the girls and I would like some nice heels, about three and a half inches, strappy, and in black and white, and maybe that nice Palin red, if you’ve got any.”



“I’m sure we can accommodate you, Lizzie. Have we ever let you down?” He turned to the others.



“And your sizes, ladies?”



Before Rebecca or Carol could answer, Susie chirped up.



“You’ll have to measure us, we want them fitted, sweetheart.”



He beamed at them. With them all wearing short dresses, you could see his eyes light up as he was figuring to glimpse panties as he fitted the shoes.
 He was going to be getting more than he bargained for,
 thought Carol, as he led the four women over to a row of chairs smack bang in the middle of the shop, before dragging the measuring ramp up in front of Lizzie.



“Let’s see, I think you were just a five when you came in here last, weren’t you, honey? And a narrow fitting?”



Lizzie lifted her right foot onto the measuring slope and he deftly undid the shoe she was wearing before sliding her foot down so her toes hit the measuring bar. Tony was enjoying himself and taking his time with one of his best customers.



Glancing up, he could clearly see that the skirt had risen up to reveal the lace top of Lizzie’s stocking as he continued to manipulate the leg. Wanting to see the flash of what he assumed would be silk or cotton at the juncture of her legs he pushed the ramp in toward her. This raised her knee even further, causing the skirt to fall back even higher on her thigh and he could now see the flesh above the stocking top. He furtively smiled to himself and deftly slid the measuring ramp about three inches to the side and glanced back up. The glance became a stare as he could now clearly see that Lizzie was, in fact, not wearing underwear at all. His breath caught and, after a couple of seconds, he shook himself and turned his face away.



“As I thought, a narrow five.” Do you want me to fit yours now, darling, or measure the other ladies?”



“Oh, measure us all and then maybe you can get one of your hunky assistants to help fit them.”



“Fine, if you would just lift your foot clear.”



Lizzie lifted her foot completely clear of the ramp, in the process raising her knee far higher than she had to, forcing the skirt to fall back even more, and exposing her thigh to the entire shop with no show of concern.



As Tony shuffled over toward Rebecca, the next in line, Lizzie, making no effort to cover herself, mouthed
 do as I did
 to Rebecca who glumly nodded.



“They look the same to me, Tony, but please measure both of Rebecca’s feet for her, just in case.”



“No problem.”



Tony repeated the procedure with Rebecca and, by the time he had finished, he had had a pretty good close-up view of her cunt and could smell that she had recently cum as her aroma wafted out from under the skirt. She sat there, blushing scarlet, with her skirt laid back on both thighs exposing a huge amount of thigh flesh above her stockings to anyone else in the shop. Only the barest pelmet of material kept her pussy concealed from the roving eyes of any passing customer. As Tony moved in front of Carol who was next in line, Rebecca moved to brush her skirt down only to be met by Lizzie’s restraining hand.



The now heavily perspiring manager repeated the procedure with Carol, who finished in exactly the same position as Rebecca before he moved over to Susie. When he finished with Susie he climbed to his feet.



“If you ladies will excuse me, I’m going to go out to the stock room to pick out your sizes for you.”



Susie jumped up and linked her arm through his.



“I’ll come with you, you definitely look like you need a helping hand.”



She winked at the other three and Lizzie laughed at her friend’s sally. We’ll be here. She brushed her own skirt back down from her thigh, re-establishing some modesty indicating that the other two relieved women could do so, too.



When Susie returned it was obvious to all concerned what she had been doing in the stock room.



The shoes, of course, fitted perfectly.



* * * *



The next shop Lizzie took them to was a high class boutique where the manageress performed exactly as the two previous managers had and outfitted them all in some fabulous outfits. This time it was Rebecca who
 paid the piper
 by eating the manageress to an orgasm, before being required to leave the shop with the woman’s cum glistening on her face.



Finally, the lingerie shop owner added her juices, this time to Carol’s fingers, as Lizzie rounded off the shopping trip with several matching sets of underwear, several camisoles and tiny nightdresses all fitted expertly by the shop owner.



Eventually Lizzie and a definitely excited Susie took their relieved neighbors home.



“Don’t forget, it’s the election results party at our house tomorrow night at about eight o’clock. Dress nice but not outrageously; after all, your husbands will be there.”



Lizzie laughed uproariously as the two women left the car.



 











Chapter 32



 



The evening was mild so the three couples, plus Susie who had been let down by her date at the last minute, clustered on the decking. Phil kept leaving the group every ten minutes or so to ring the campaign headquarters to check the progress of the count.



None of the four elegantly dressed women let slip their activities of the previous few days to the two oblivious husbands who continued to utter banal small talk whilst the wine disappeared at a prodigious rate.



Finally, at eleven o’clock Phil called them all through to the home cinema where he had tuned the huge screen into the local cable channel. The civic hall was spread out before them and they could see the two mayoral candidates, Joe on one side and, on the other, his rather insipid looking Republican opponent flanking a formally dressed man who approached the microphone stand.



“Ladies and gentlemen, your attention, please.”



Slowly the hubbub in the room subsided. Carol saw Lizzie slip her hand into Phil’s and give him a reassuring squeeze. Phil looked anxious. So the polls had been closer than Joe had predicted. She was rather touched by Lizzie’s show of support for her husband; it showed they were human after all. She looked over at her own husband who was leaning on the back of the couch, his eyes partly glazed, swaying slightly. Fairly obviously he was drunk, not yet falling down drunk, but well-oiled at the least. Glancing across she saw Rebecca frowning at her own husband who appeared to be in a similar state.



Finally, the noise from the hall dropped away to a silence which seemed absolute.



“Ladies and gentlemen, I have the final results count for the position of mayor of our fair city. The result appeared to be close for many wards but in the end the result is a clear and positive one.”



There was a surge of clapping form the canvassers who surrounded the stage in front of the cameras which drowned out his next couple of sentences. Finally his voice penetrated the noise.



“… and so I take great pleasure in announcing that the city has re-elected Joe Brown as our mayor for the next four years.”



The whole hall erupted in applause and Carol watched as his beaten opponent stepped toward the re-elected mayor and, for the cameras, enthusiastically pumped his hand in a warm handshake.



“Whooooooheee!…”



Lizzie’s yell split the silence in the room as she threw her arms round her husband, the new deputy mayor to congratulate him.



Carol looked at Rebecca who stared back at her.



Now that the nearly inevitable had happened, the next event became inevitable, too. The re-election had a very specific impact on the lives of the people in the room. One week from Friday, Phil would be taking the other two men away on a weekend fishing trip. As soon as he was gone, the four women would be hosting Joe’s regular “Campaign Retreat weekend” right here. Lizzie and Susie were looking forward to it, Carol and Rebecca were not so sure. They would be there but…



Phil looked past his wife straight at Carol and tipped her a broad wink.



He thought he knew exactly what she was thinking and he was right.
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