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Neighbors #2



Neighbors and Rivals











Chapter 14



 



After her experiences at the party and the guilty way she had avoided her husband afterwards, Carol was glad they had the weekend to recover. Using her wiles, she persuaded her husband to spend all day on Saturday and Sunday shopping. They managed to stay out late on Saturday, and eating out meant she avoided any chance of seeing her devious neighbor. Monday and Tuesday came and went without incident too as she was at work both days, but now it was Wednesday morning and Peter was at work and she wasn’t.



Dressed in a sloppy and ill-fitting sweat shirt and scruffy jeans, she was making an attempt to do some housework when the doorbell rang. Forgetting that it might well be her tormentor at the door, Carol rushed to answer it. Seeing Lizzie standing on the porch was like a bucket of cold water being poured over her. All of the emotional trauma of Friday night crashed back around her ears as she stood there with her mouth hanging open. Lizzie smiled brightly at her.



“Morning, Carol, may I come in?”



Without waiting for a response, Lizzie pushed through the doorway and now stood facing Carol within the hall.



“I have something to show you, sweetie. But first let’s have a coffee and catch up, shall we?”



Somewhat bemused, Carol followed Lizzie into her kitchen and, as Lizzie perched at the breakfast bar, she went through the motions of making the coffee mechanically.



She brought the two cups over to the breakfast bar but stayed standing on the other side from Lizzie. Her neighbor looked at her.



“What’s wrong, Carol?”



“I can’t go on like this.”



“Like what, sweetie?”



“Friday night. That was not something that was supposed to happen. Not ever! That was horrible.”



Lizzie just smiled at her and then sipped her coffee, almost as if she was waiting for the dam to break, which after a minute or so it did.



“There is absolutely no way this is going to continue! No way! You hear me?”



Carol’s voice was going up an octave as she tried to convince herself as much as Lizzie.



“Don’t try to tell me you didn’t enjoy it on Friday night, Carol. I have all the evidence I need to demonstrate otherwise.”



“What evidence?”



Lizzie waved the DVD case she had been carrying that Carol had been deliberately ignoring.



“What happened before Friday isn’t the same thing and you know it. You tricked me into being unfaithful to my husband and that was downright nasty!”



“I didn’t trick you at all. You could have stopped the fun at any time and you didn’t even attempt to, did you, Carol? Maybe you were slightly deceived, but the idea of watching Susie and me get it on with the Mayor was something you couldn’t resist, wasn’t it?”



Lizzie’s voice had developed an edge of steel.



“Why don’t we go and have a little look at this.”



Lizzie climbed down from the stool at the breakfast bar and, picking up her cover as well as the DVD case, walked slowly through to the den where the TV and DVD machine were located. Carol bemusedly followed, still unsure why she wasn’t protesting more vigorously. Her neighbor settled into the couch facing the large screen TV and handed Carol the DVD.



“Put this on, sweetie, and come and watch it.”



Carol noticed the slightly smug grin on Lizzie’s face as she robotically inserted the DVD into the machine and switched the TV on. Lizzie grabbed the remote control and, as soon as the menu came up, switched to the scene by scene mode and, selecting scene seven, hit the play button.



As the image came up on the screen Carol squealed in horror. There on the screen was a very clear image of last Friday night as the two naked women slowly removed her blouse. At the edge of the picture you could clearly make out a man sitting watching, but the picture had been clearly edited to exclude his face to prevent him being identified.



Lizzie patted the cushion beside her on the couch and Carol, her eyes still fixed on the screen, sank down onto it with all her resistance drained by the flickering images on the screen in front of her. Wisely, Lizzie allowed the DVD to continue playing without interruption, allowing the import of the film’s existence to penetrate Carol’s mind.



As the on-screen duo of Lizzie and Susie slowly stripped the image of Carol, the real Carol buried her head in her hands and burst into wave after wave of anguished sobs. Lizzie sat and watched and allowed her to slowly cry herself out. Finally, she raised her head from her hands and looked up at the screen just as her on-screen persona shuddered to her first orgasm impaled on the Mayor’s cock. She shook her head soundlessly from side to side. Flicking off the screen, Lizzie put a comforting arm around her neighbor and hugged her.



“Carol, sweetie, it’s okay. Honestly.”



Carol finally lifted her tear-stained face and looked at her.



“No, nothing is ever going to be right again. I’ve betrayed myself, I’ve betrayed my husband and I’ve betrayed my vows. Nothing will ever make it right again.”



“Carol, really try to keep a perspective on this. Nobody else knows about what happened on Friday night and nobody need ever know. Peter knows nothing and suspects nothing. Who can find out if we don’t tell them?”



“But you will tell, won’t you? He will find out, won’t he?”



“Why would we tell anybody anything, sweetie? Tell me why?”



“Because I’m not going to do it anymore?”



“You mean you think the pretend blackmail was actually real?”



Carol nodded her head.



“Sweetie, you enjoyed the entire experience at the time. Granted the incident in the garden with Norm wasn’t clever, but he has been reprimanded for that. He won’t be so nasty next time.”



“There won’t be a next time!”



“Won’t there? Tell me, Carol, or, more importantly, tell yourself honestly, can you completely go back to the way you were? Can you live with that itch still dying to be scratched? You said yourself that Peter can never be as dominant with you as you say you want him to be.”



She bit her lip as Lizzie continued.



“You are naturally a submissive. Think for a moment. Whose idea was it to come and sit in here and watch that DVD? Did you ask me to? I don’t think so; I think you will find I told you to. If I tell you to do something you will, you see, Carol; you are enjoying being dominated so much that you won’t give it up. Will you?”



The naked play of emotions across Carol’s innocent face was clear to Lizzie and finally, as Carol hung her head in surrender, Lizzie spoke again.



“You see. I told you so. Now, let’s go upstairs and get you changed into something more appropriate for a sexy submissive. From now on you are only going to dress sexy during the day. Very sexy indeed. It’s time to continue your slut training, young lady.”



* * * *



Wearing a thin white lace camisole and a red mini skirt, Carol felt self-conscious as she tottered round to Lizzie’s in her highest pair of heels. Her makeup was done, the ravages of the emotional spree an hour earlier had been repaired, and she knew that she looked pretty hot. Inside she was quaking at the thoughts running through her mind about the things Phil and Lizzie might be doing to her today, but she had convinced herself there was no choice.



“Smile.” Lizzie hissed to her as they walked up the driveway toward Lizzie’s front door. “Phil expects you to be smiling.”



Suddenly a thought struck Carol and she stopped dead in her tracks.



“That film. The one you just showed me. Where were the cameras? I didn’t see and cameras that night.”



“Well hidden, sweetie, well hidden. You could even say built-in”



“So they were there the day I changed into the bikini, too?”



“Of course, and very nice you looked too.”



Carol looked up as Phil broke into the conversation; she hadn’t heard the door open.



“Come in.”



With her options limited, Carol meekly followed the instruction, her mind still racing over the way the devious pair had the house rigged with video cameras.



 











Chapter 15



 



Once inside Carol looked around nervously, half expecting to see Susie also waiting for them but there was only Phil and Lizzie. Suddenly she realized that Lizzie had hustled past her into the kitchen area and was now heading back out, car keys in one hand and purse clutched in the other.



“I’ll be back in about an hour, sweetie, try not to wear her out!” was her parting shot as she disappeared back out of the front door.



“Right, if you’ll come this way, please, Carol.”



Phil turned and, without a backward glance, led the way to the foot of the stairs. As she heard the car start up outside, Carol bit her lip but, realizing she had no choice, meekly followed him. She assumed that as soon as they got upstairs he would be leading her to the bedroom; instead he led her into the spare room at the back of the house where there was another dropdown staircase up into the loft. He motioned for Carol to precede him.



“Be careful, these stairs are very wide so please hold on.”



She was halfway up with her head almost into the loft space before she remembered that she was wearing a fairly short skirt and he was following her to get a good view straight up it. Gritting her teeth as she realized there was nothing she could do, she continued. As her head came up into the space she saw why he was bring her into the attic space. Unlike her own home, this one had been fully fitted out as a large open plan area. Not only that but it had obviously also been fitted out as a studio with a considerable number of lights, stands and different colored backdrops.



“What do you think of my playroom then?”  Phil asked as he followed her up the stairs. She quickly moved away from the top of the stairs to allow him to finish the climb but also so he could no longer look up her skirt.



“It’s… It’s unexpected.”



“True, but very useful, nevertheless. Shall we get started then, Carol?”



What… what do you want me to do?”



“Well, you see that clothes rack over there? The one with the suit hangers on it?”



She nodded.



“They are numbered and you are going to model for me in the contents of each bag starting with number one. Okay?”



She gulped and nodded again.



“Right, go and change into outfit number one then, please, Carol.”



Looking around she couldn’t see anything that remotely looked like a changing room. Her heart sinking, she had to ask the question, knowing the probable answer.



“Where is the changing room?”



“Right here, sweetheart, now get a move on, please.”



She moved over to the clothes rail with leaden feet. None of the bags looked particularly full so she reached out with a shaking hand to the bag labeled number one and slowly drew the zip down. The bag was empty and she spun round to face Phil with the shock registering on her face. He laughed out loud and, still grinning, finally told her.



“Just my little joke, sweetie. The outfit you already have on is the one you will start in. You can put outfit number two on when you’ve taken that one off for the camera. Now, come over here and sit on this stool, please.”



She hesitated a moment too long.



“Now, Carol.”



Her legs still shaking, she slowly walked over to the stool in front of the pale blue background. Gingerly she perched on the edge of the stool, realizing that the seat height very deliberately caused her to stretch out her legs improving the tone for the camera. Phil looked at her for a moment and then picked his camera up.



“I see you have forgotten how to smile, young lady.”



“Sorry, I’ll try again.”



The grimace that appeared on Carol’s face was hardly a smile but Phil started clicking the shutter anyway. Over the next few minutes he had her turn this way and that in order to show off each profile, but Carol just couldn’t, or wouldn’t, relax. He mounted the camera on a tripod and very carefully focused in on the area of Carol’s midriff as she sat looking straight at him. He put the camera into automatic mode and, checking the oversized memory card was up to it, set the camera to take one picture per second.



“Carol, let me sit there, please.”



She frowned at him for a moment and then moved nervously to the side. He hopped onto the stool and sat there looking straight at the camera with his legs spread wide apart.



“Come and stand here please, Carol, facing the camera,” he said, indicating the space between his legs. Carol nervously complied and, as soon as she was close enough, he wrapped his arms around her waist, pinning her arms to her sides.



“That’s better now, just smile at the camera and stay still and let me do all the work. There’s a good girl.”



Carol realized that now, instead of stripping herself for the camera, Phil had every intention of stripping her instead, and she closed her eyes as the feeling of shame washed over her, but she made no attempt to escape his embrace. He released the vice-like grip around her midriff and his hands slid up to her shoulders and gently began to rub the bare flesh around the thin strap of her camisole.



The unwanted touch was enough to begin the stimulation of her body and, within a very short space of time, her nipples were beginning to press against the thin fabric of the camisole and she guessed, correctly, that this would be visible from the camera’s viewpoint. She stood there passively as Phil lowered his lips to her neck and began to gently kiss and nibble at the soft flesh as his hands wandered down the sides of her body.



“Put your hands on my knees for support, please, Carol. Good. Now spread your legs a little, good. A little bit further.”



The instructions were obeyed without hesitation as she felt him slowly pull the camisole hem out of the waistband of her skirt. As his hands again met in the middle, this time on the bare flesh of her belly, she could not help herself as her breathing quickened. One hand moved away only to reappear at the back between them whilst the other angled upward to rest just below the jutting breast. She felt the pooper of her skirt let go, and then the gentle downward pressure as he drew the zip down. She expected him to immediately remove the skirt all the way, but instead his hand now came back round to her navel and began to slide the skirt material upward, baring more and more of her legs.



He pulled her backward a little and she realized that her back was now in contact with his crotch and there was a distinct bulge pressing into the small of her back. Her skirt was now up above the level of her crotch and she realized the thin lacy panties that matched the camisole were now on show to the camera. Her breathing deepened still further and she slowly relaxed her head back against him in an obvious signal of surrender. Phil continued to play her body like a musical instrument and, as one hand cupped her breast and the other cupped her sex through her panties, that she began to moan in passion.



“Raise your arms above your head.”



Complying with his instructions, she knew what was coming as he grasped the hem of the thin camisole on each side and slipped it upward and off over her head, revealing her breasts to the camera.



“Keep them there.”



She did as she was told as his hands dropped back down to her waist and lifting her out and away from his body eased the skirt down  until it fell around her feet, leaving her standing there in just her panties. One hand dived for the waistband of her panties and, as he began to finger her sex and the other hand began to tweak her nipple, Carol was lost. Her head arched back and, as her body tensed, she began to thrust her loins in and out in counter time to his fingers, attempting to induce him into inserting his fingers further into her drenched pussy. His other hand continued to maul at her breast and, as her orgasm began, she dropped her hands behind her head in an attempt to touch her tormentor at least somewhere. The thin slacks he wore didn’t prevent the heat of his erection burning its way into the small of her back, and as he stripped the panties with one hand down her legs, she knew that at that moment he could do whatever he wanted with her, or to her. The sheer salaciousness of that thought drove her over the brink yet again.



Carol was convinced that any moment now Phil was going to fuck her and was therefore doubly surprised when he let go of her and stood up.



“Please go and put the outfit in bag number two on, now, Carol.”



“What…?”



“Bag number two, please, Carol.”



Crossing over to the clothes rail, leaving her own clothes discarded in a tangled pile, she opened the zip on the second bag and drew out the items from it. The stockings and thin short nightie were obvious but the sleep mask left her slightly confused.



“Put the nightie and the stockings on, please, Carol and bring the mask with you over here.”



Carol looked up to see that Phil was now standing next to a single bed in another part of his home studio and was standing watching her naked body. Suddenly embarrassed by being naked in front of him, despite the fact that he had just induced her to two orgasms, she quickly pulled the nightie over her head and into place. One quick downward glance confirmed her first impression—it wasn’t just translucent, it was transparent! Glancing in the bag again in the vain hope of finding underwear to go with it, she sat down to draw the hold-up stockings up her legs. Watching the beautiful young woman pulling them up, ignoring the fact that her opened legs were displaying her still damp pussy, was a joy for Phil and his penis continued to twitch in his pants.



Finally she was ready and walked over to the bed next to Phil ready for her next ordeal. She was very surprised to find that her level of resistance was dropping as she did so, and realized that Phil was paying a great deal of attention to the fact that her nipples were hardening again.



“Lay down on the bed, please, Carol, put the sleep mask on and pretend to be asleep, if you will. Lie on your side with one arm over your head and the other underneath it. Good. Now bring the top leg over to rest on the bed. Good. Bend your knee a bit further. Good. Now I am going to take several photographs of you and I don’t want you to react. Understood?”



Carol nodded.



“However I adjust the bed, or your clothes or your body, you are not to react, are you clear?”



She nodded again, somewhat unsure as to her devious neighbor’s intentions, but understanding her instructions very clearly. She was completely at his mercy and, as soon as she realized this, felt a wave of self revulsion as her body kicked into sensory overdrive and her pussy twitched in anticipation.



She felt Phil move round to the foot of the bed and then she felt his hand on her ankle. She twitched slightly at the touch but otherwise obeyed her instructions and kept still. Slowly he pushed her leg higher up the bed, quite obviously showing more of both legs as this action dragged the nightie upward. The increased flow of cold air to her butt and belly told her that more and more of her was coming into Phil’s view. Click, and again click. The sound of the shutter firing seemed much louder to the prostrate woman as Phil now moved his hand to her thigh and brushed the nightie clear of her ass. Trying hard to sense his every move by the way the bed moved told her he was now crouched down at her feet and firing off shot after shot of her naked ass.



“Turn over onto your back, please, Carol, but keep your hands above your head.”



Slowly she complied, trying consciously to please him by imitating the way someone asleep would roll. As her backside came down on the crinkled hem of the nightie, she realized that in doing so she was exposing her entire pussy mound to the camera. The number of shutter clicks she heard rose almost to a frenzy as she completed the manoeuver, confirming in her mind that this was Phil’s intentions. Any moment she expected to feel his fingers brushing at and then penetrating her pussy lips and, despite herself, she shivered in anticipation. Not for the first time, Carol had underestimated her neighbor’s deviousness.



“Stretch your arms up, please, Carol.”



Carol did as she was told and was momentarily puzzled by the clinking noise as Phil busied himself above her. Suddenly two cold metal jaws closed down on her wrists and when she tried to move her arms down found she couldn’t.



“Keep still, please, Carol.”



Her mind fogged as she tried to come to terms with the fact that not only was she submitting to his orders but he had now handcuffed her to the bed. Worse was to follow as, after taking several shots of her recumbent but now helpless body, he reached out from the foot of the bed and began to draw her left stocking down and finally off. Unable to see what was happening and remembering her instructions, she didn’t realize his intentions until again it was too late. Suddenly she felt the feather-light touch of the nylon circling her ankle and then tightening. He had used her own stocking to tie her foot to the bottom corner of the bed. Three quarters spread-eagled, she could think of no way to prevent him repeating the same manoeuver with her right leg and suddenly, within the space of three or four minutes, she had gone from being a passive participant to being a helpless one.



Carol drew in a huge shuddering breath as she felt Phil’s weight encroaching onto the bed directly between her legs. The way her legs were pulled out to the corners laid her pussy open to his view and indeed to whatever he wanted to do to it. That feeling of sheer helplessness was something she had fantasized about but had never actually experienced—until now, that is.



Her breathing rattled in and out in gasps as Phil, not even touching his helpless prey, watched in astonishment as she worked her way up into an orgasm that required no physical stimulation. As she slowly sobbed her way back down from the self-induced peak, Phil continued with the next phase of his plan. Suddenly Carol felt something large and cold touch the outer labia of her pussy. As the smooth object slid into her, she realized it had to be some form of sex toy and she was in no way able to protest. It was considerably larger than her own vibrator, but not so large that it was uncomfortable, certainly not in her currently aroused state. As Phil completed the process of sliding the full eight inches into her, he climbed back off the bed and moved round to the side of the bed near her head.



“I think you will enjoy what’s about to happen to you, Carol. You see, that is a remote control vibrator I have fully inserted into you and I have the remote control here in my hand.”



She gasped as she realized the full extent to which she was now at his mercy. Worse was to come though.



“I’m hoping you will enjoy this as much as we will.”



“We…?”



“That’s right, sweetie. A couple of my friends have joined us and are going to be watching the show!”



With that he turned the vibrator on and, as the humming sound filled her ears and the waves of pleasure began to emanate from her inflamed pussy, Carol finally accepted she was lost, completely and utterly lost.



 













Chapter 16



 



Over the next few minutes, Phil skilfully adjusted the intensity of the vibrations in Carol’s aching pussy. Every time she appeared to be about to reach an orgasm he slowed it right down and brought her back down from the peak.



She was panting for breath, moaning almost continuously, and writhing in an attempt to reach the release an orgasm would at least temporarily give her from the pleasurable torture.



A few minutes earlier Carol’s mind had been in tune with her body and she had achieved orgasm without outside physical stimulation. This time around her mind was elsewhere; whilst the physical stimulation was producing responses, her mind was concentrating on trying to hear the other people present in the room. Phil had told her there were others watching her. Unable to shield herself from the prying eyes, let alone the vibrations emanating from her pussy, she was desperate to know who was there, or at least how many.



Finally satisfied he had the shots he wanted, Phil turned the vibrator up to full and allowed Carol’s tortured body to achieve release. As she screamed in passion, he moved around the bed, releasing the stockings and the handcuffs and retrieving the vibrator from her still clenching pussy.



“You may remove the blindfold now, Carol.”



Carol quickly jerked her legs closed and attempted, without much success, to pull the hem of her nightie down whilst her other hand rose hesitantly towards the blindfold. She took a deep breath and pulled the blindfold down around her neck. Opening her eyes she blinked at the sudden brightness of the lights and, as her eyes focused, she glanced around, biting her lip. There was only Phil there with her, the room was otherwise empty. Phil smiled.



“The thought there were others here obviously excited you, didn’t it, Carol? In your mind there were several people watching you. Who were they, Carol?”



Carol sat up and covered her face in her hands in an attempt to cover the blush her embarrassment had built in her pale face.



“Hand me the nightie, please, Carol.”



Phil’s tone, as ever, brooked no argument so Carol meekly stripped the garment off over her head and sat there naked, making no attempt to cover her nudity as she waited for his next instruction. It wasn’t long in coming.



“Bag number three, please.”



She stood and walked over to the rail, surprising herself with her level of composure. Her brain whirled; in each case with the first two bags, Phil had induced her to two orgasms each. Seeing that there were another three bags, did that mean she faced another six, minimum? The sheer danger of the salacious thought sent a visible shudder down her naked back and she guessed, correctly, Phil was quietly watching her.



Opening bag three she found simply a pair of black stockings and a red garter belt. Directly underneath was a pair of red high heels, with at least a three inch heel. Shrugging her shoulders, she put the items on, knowing they covered nothing and assuming that this set would be quite short. Straightening the stockings, she was about to reach for the shoes when Phil’s voice stopped her.



“Carry those for a minute, please, Carol. I wouldn’t want you to have an accident.”



She turned round to see only his head and shoulders as he climbed down the stairs. He motioned for her to follow. Obviously this set was going to happen outside the studio and she began to feel somewhat anxious as she moved to the top of the stairs in preparation for following him. When she reached the head of the stairs he was crouched at the bottom pointing his camera up at her.



“Slowly now, please, Carol, make it look sexy.”



She descended the stairs one step at a time wondering how on earth a woman clad only in stockings and suspenders could look anything but sexy. With the heels gripped in one hand and the other holding the banister she couldn’t even attempt to cover herself, conceal herself from the prying lens.



“Smile, please, Carol. Come on, you know the rules.”



This time the smile was quite unforced. She surprised herself as much as Phil as she relaxed into the necessary persona there on the stairs, and Phil had to admit to himself she was a stunning sight. His penis was rock hard in his slacks. In both of the previous sets, he had had the chance to indulge himself but had foregone the pleasure. This time Carol would not escape him and his dick twitched in anticipation.



When she reached the bottom step, Phil stood up and moved across the room.



“Put the heels on now, please, Carol, and follow me.”



He moved out into the hallway and down the main stairs to the ground floor. Carol complied with his instruction, finding it very difficult to walk in the spindly stilettos. Once she reached the carpeted main stairway she was grateful for the double banisters, one on each side that enabled her to repeat her slow promenade down the staircase, whilst Phil enthusiastically took pictures from the bottom.



At the bottom she waited passively for his instructions and he simply beckoned her to follow him through into the kitchen, which she did. He stepped to the patio doors and her foreboding increased sharply as he exited the house and turned round on the deck to photograph her following him. She paused just inside the door not willing to proceed further.



“Come on, Carol. Now, please.”



She bit her lip and took a step into the doorway and then through it. She was now standing on her neighbor’s deck, naked except for her stockings garter belt and heels, something she had never expected to do.



“Wait there a moment, please.”



Phil turned and walked down the three steps from the deck to the lawn and crossed to the far edge, the point at which the lawn ended and the woods behind their properties began. She knew that the woods were still within the high fenced estate and were therefore empty except for Phil and herself, but her feeling of dread continued to increase. Phil called out to her.



“Carol, please come toward me, slowly.”



No other option presented itself so the slim young naked woman began to cross, first the deck and then, after again gingerly negotiating the steps, the lawn itself. Phil kept taking pictures all the way as she neared him and Carol was surprised to find that she was still somehow smiling, if a bit wanly, at him.



Without a word, Phil held out his hand to her and taking it she was slightly shocked to find he led her into the woods. Once they were under the trees and out of the sun, the temperature dropped and she shivered from the feeling of being cold, despite the actual high temperature. Her skin was covered in goose bumps and her nipples were so erect they hurt. It was extremely difficult to walk on the uneven ground in the high heels and she was glad of the help and support Phil was providing as he continued to lead her into the middle of the wooded area. Finally they reached the little clearing that Phil had been aiming for. Here the shade was less intense and the dappled sunlight would make interesting patterns on the skin of the naked woman he had brought there.



The tiny clearing, less than ten yards across, was dominated by the old gnarled trunk of a dead tree. Its bark was blistered with age and its twisted limbs make grotesquely ugly shapes which would contrast well with the vision of naked female beauty beside him. Phil walked Carol up to the tree and then around to the other side where the light was better. Carol stopped dead when she saw another pair of handcuffs hanging on a chain from the branch at about head height next to the trunk.



“You know where I want you to stand, Carol. Please go to the tree.”



Meekly, the naked woman crossed to the tree and held her hands up for him to cuff her. She was surprised at her own meekness and realized that, despite everything, despite the fear she felt, her body was responding to the situation in anticipation of a further sexual adventure.



Once he had her secured, Phil mounted the camera on the already emplaced tripod and set it to automatic before returning to stand at the side of the beauty. He placed two hands on her hips and slowly guided her to stand facing the tree, her naked buttocks pointing at the camera. One hand gently pushed on the small of her back until her body was in close contact with the tree.



“Look at me, Carol, and keep eye contact.”



She turned her head and did as she was told, not sure of what was about to happen. Suddenly, in the corner of her eye, she saw his shoulder tense and, out of sight, his hand made a concussive connection with her vulnerable ass. The slap startled a gasp out of her, even though it wasn’t that hard. The next one, though, was harder and she struggled to keep her composure as slap after slap resounded on her rapidly reddening ass cheeks.



Nothing like this had happened to her since she was a little girl, and she wondered why she wasn’t strenuously objecting to this kind of treatment or vocalizing her displeasure. Then she realized why. Her body, despite everything she knew about herself, was responding completely differently to her mind. Suddenly, she unconsciously pushed her ass out to meet and accept the next slap. The gasps coming from her mouth were now gasps of pleasure, not pain, and her eyes locked on Phil’s, seemingly pleading with him to stop and not to stop at the same time.



Finally, he did stop and, as she panted, he turned her round to face the camera again, having made sure he had taken a number of shots of her bright red backside. He quickly picked up and moved the tripod somewhat to the side and, after refocusing, went and stood in front of his helpless, but far from unwilling, captive. She looked up at him fearfully as she heard the sound of a zip being pulled down.



He moved into close contact with her and, as his fingers curled around her nipples, she felt the pressure on her flat stomach as his burning hot rod came into contact with her skin. Her mouth hung open in a soundless O and he bent his head forward to kiss it. His tongue thrust powerfully past her teeth searching for her own and, without thinking, she found herself kissing him back passionately. His foot tapped the inside of hers almost impatiently and, without further thought, she opened her legs allowing him to press in closer to her. He pulled and tugged on her nipples but her gasps of pain mingled with little moans of pleasure and neither escaped the lips locked on hers.



Suddenly, he broke off the kiss and looked deep into her eyes, eyes that were hooded with passion, as she stood there waiting for the next move in his calculated ravishment of her willing body. He spun her round again and pushed her hands against the rough bark, this time pulling her hips back so that she was leaning into the tree from some distance away. Now she felt the touch of his cock against the still burning flesh of her tenderized backside. The moment her mind had been dreading was upon her, but her body was still reacting without conscious direction, and she was thrusting her ass back at him in mute supplication to get him to thrust into her. Suddenly, one of his hands left her hip and, grasping hold of himself, slowly lowered the head of his dick into contact with her moist open lips.



As soon as he was centered at the gushing opening of her pussy, he began to slowly push himself into her. This process was accelerated when she thrust her hips back at him, enveloping several inches of his length. He completed the thrust with an audible grunt as he buried himself in her moist vulva, and was almost startled as the body he had pinned between himself and the tree convulsed into an orgasm. He began to thrust in and out of her in a regular but slow rhythm and was rewarded when she began to thrust back at him. He reached down and around and tweaked her nipple with one hand, whilst continuing to steady himself with his other hand on her hip.



As the pair rocked in perfect counterpoint they both increased the tempo and he could sense she was on the way up to another orgasm. Quickly he let go of the swinging breast dangling down from her chest and, drawing his hand back, let rip another hard slap on the side of her rear. She squealed with surprise as much as pain and then sobbed in remorse as the single act of chastisement sent her crashing over the edge into her second orgasm.



Phil returned his hand to her breast and began to increase both the speed and force of his thrusts as he began to build toward his own climax. Carol was thrusting back at him, her mind oblivious now to everything other than the driving need to get him to climax inside of her. The thrusts became somewhat more irregular as he began holding the stroke at its furthest, inside her, lifting her almost clear of the ground as he did so. He began to ask her questions.



“What do you want me to do? Do you want me to stop?”



“Please, don’t stop… don’t stop… Keep going…”



“What do you want, Carol?”



“I want to cum… I want you to cum…”



“Are you nearly there, slut?”



The use of the slut word was enough to push this young woman over the edge again and, as her climax engulfed her, Phil could wait no longer. He, however, had no intention of ejaculating inside of her. Quickly he pulled out and pointing his engorged dick at her still bright red ass checks sprayed them with long sticky trails of goo that stuck where it landed.



As she slowly descended from the heights his brutal fucking had taken her to, Carol was vaguely aware of Phil releasing the handcuffs and easing her into an upright position. She stood there swaying for a moment and then, realizing what the wetness all over her backside was from, began to reach around to brush it with her hands.



“Leave it there, please, Carol.”



She looked at him questioningly.



“I think the trails of spunk on your reddened ass will make a great picture as you head back to the house across the lawn. You can clean up later. For now, let me retrieve the camera and we’ll head back to the garden.”



After removing the camera from the tripod and slipping a new memory card into place, he took her hand and gently guided her back to the edge of the trees. One glance toward the house stopped Carol in her tracks.



 











Chapter 17



 



Phil chuckled at Carol’s discomfiture with the scene in front of them. Unlike Carol he had been expecting them. Sitting at the patio table, and all looking directly at the two people just emerging from the last line of trees, were three women. Two Carol knew well, Lizzie and Susie but the third, a tall slim and very pretty brunette, was a stranger to her.



“Walk slowly across the lawn toward the steps to the patio and Lizzie will tell you what to do then.”



“I can’t!”



Carol was in a state of panic, her fear of crossing the open space under the eyes of the three women temporarily outweighing the fear of disobeying.



“You can. As I said, the sight of a well-fucked, well-spanked woman walking across a lawn in just her stockings and heels is truly erotic. You have to admit you have been well–fucked, don’t you, Carol?”



Carol refused to answer, still remaining rooted to the spot, half hidden by the trees.



“Move”



“I can’t. That’s your wife out there, with her friends. They’ll know what you’ve been doing. That’s your wife!”



Phil laughed, for him the moment was priceless.



“You think she doesn’t know what will happen if I take a naked woman, naked except for her stockings, garter belt and heels that is, into the woods with a camera. Get real, Carol. These women know exactly what I have been doing to you. Now, cross the lawn so I can take the shots I want. Do it.”



Still chuckling, he placed his hand in the small of Carol’s back and exerted a gentle pressure. She tensed and resisted but, as he upped the force he was using, she could only take an involuntary pace forwards to balance herself. She was now clear of the trees and Carol knew that there was nothing else for it.



“If it makes you feel better, I’ve taken all three of these women out to that tree and fucked them the same way. You are the first one to achieve three orgasms in one fuck there, though.”



Carol knew her face was flaming as she gritted her teeth and walked out onto the lawn. Behind her she heard the click of the shutter as Phil began to take his series of shots of her walking toward the other women with his spunk dripping down her ass cheeks.



The three women around the patio table watched the apparition of a young, well-fucked young woman walking toward them with slight smiles on their faces. The way Phil was focusing the camera on Carol’s ass told Lizzie exactly what he had done. Unbeknown to Carol, Phil had held his hand up behind her and signaled two numbers to Lizzie, three and seven, which was information she intended to use to increase Carol’s discomfiture.



Carol paused at the foot of the three steps that led up to the level of the deck. Her face still burned from the indignity of having every intimate part of her body on display to these three women. Their frank appraising stares sent an involuntary shiver running down her spine. It was warm in the sunshine and the breeze did little to cool her so, when Carol glanced down and saw that her nipples were still fully erect, she confirmed she was still aroused. Even being told to parade in just stockings and garter belt in front of the wife of the man who had just screwed her was a humiliation she was taking pleasure from. She closed her eyes tightly, desperate not to allow the tears she felt welling there flow through.



“Come up onto the deck, please, slut!”



The words from Lizzie cut through her self-pity like a whip, and she obeyed without pausing to think.



“Turn around and face the woods.”



Biting her lip, she knew that the strings of goo still attached to her ass cheeks would be visible to Lizzie and the others if she obeyed. Obey she did, and slowly turned round to face the grinning Phil who was now halfway across the lawn, too.



“What’s that on your ass, Carol?”



Lizzie’s voice held a bantering quality but there was enough steel underneath to ensure Carol answered the question accurately. She closed her eyes as she answered quietly.



“Your husband’s cum.”



“Louder, we can’t hear you, slut.”



“Your husband’s cum.”



She said it louder this time and tried to hold her head up to look at Phil who was now at the foot of the steps up to the deck. Lizzie continued in the same bantering tone.



“Why is your ass so red, Carol?”



“Because… because… because he spanked me first!”



She heard the three women giggle behind her and saw the grin on Phil’s face in front of her, which only added to her humiliation.



“Did you enjoy it, slut? I mean did you enjoy my husband fucking you?”



Carol shook her head slowly from side to side.



“Oh, come now, sweetie. You must have enjoyed having his cock inside of you. How many times did you cum in the woods?”



Carol stood mute, hanging her head in shame.



“Tell me, slut. How many times did you cum in the woods?”



“Th… three”



“So, you must be very different from the rest of us then, slut, if you can cum three times and not enjoy it?”



The wave of laughter coursed over Carol as the three women found this idea very funny indeed.



“How many times did you cum altogether this morning, young lady?”



“Seven… I think it was seven.”



“You came seven times this morning and you stand there with my husband’s spunk dripping off your reddened ass and claim not to enjoy it? You silly slut. I bet you are even enjoying this now, aren’t you?”



Carol heard someone, she presumed it was Lizzie, push her chair back and approach her. In fact, it was Susie rather than Lizzie who appeared in front of the naked woman. Susie sank gracefully to her knees in front of the suddenly trembling Carol and reached out a finger to probe at the standing woman’s tender mound. It took no pressure at all for the finger to sink up to the second knuckle inside Carol’s sopping pussy. Soon a second finger joined it and Carol could feel her own juices leaking onto her thighs as she adjusted her stance to accommodate the invasion of her precious treasure.



“She’s still very wet indeed. On a scale of one to ten I think she’s an eleven.”



Susie spoke for the first time, and the other two women giggled behind Carol. Phil still stood there watching with that same cheesy grin on his face. Lizzie spoke again.



“I think the slut needs to get dressed, don’t you, ladies? After all, how can we enjoy our coffee if this slut is exhibiting herself like this?”



Carol breathed a sigh of relief at the thought of being at least partially covered again, to achieve some kind of parity with Lizzie, Susie and the woman who had not been introduced. The thought that this might include the chance to clean up brought relief, too.



“I’ve fetched bag four down and it’s there near the door. Go and put the clothes in it on, slut.”



Trembling with relief Carol made her way over to the patio door and opened the zipper on the bag. Inside she found a black cropped top and a very short black skirt and a tiny black thong. She picked them up and took a pace toward the open door when Lizzie’s voice stopped her.



“Where do you think you are going slut?”



“I’m… hmm… I’m just going to clean up.”



“Slut’s like you don’t need to clean up, just put the clothes on.”



Carol stopped and reversed direction and returned to the pile of clothes, picked the thong up and was about to step into it when Lizzie stopped her again.



“That thong’s no good; you can’t possibly put clean knickers on that mess. Besides it won’t cover your cheeks so you’ll get spunk all over your skirt and that will never do. Susie, are you wearing black ones?”



Susie nodded and Carol’s eyes got wide as the tall leggy blonde hitched her own skirt up and calmly stripped her panties down her legs. Holding them in front of her, she walked over to Carol and simply swapped them with the stunned woman. Then, standing only a couple of feet in front of her, the blonde calmly pulled the thong up her legs and adjusted it to fit snugly over her mound. Leaving the still shocked woman standing there, Susie returned to her seat at the table to a nod of thanks from Lizzie.



“Put them on, we haven’t got all day.”



Lizzie’s command finally started Carol into action and she reached down and stepped into the panties handed to her by Susie. She knew her face betrayed her own conflicting emotions as she pulled the still warm garment up her own legs. Putting on another woman’s underwear was not something she had ever expected to be doing but now, as they slipped into position around her hips, she shuddered as they trapped the goo on her backside against her flesh. Shaking off the feeling of revulsion, she adjusted the panties into position at the front as well, only to realize the crotch panel was already damp from Susie’s own secretions. Quickly she slid the skirt up her legs and snapped the fastening into place only to find it was so short that at least four inches of bare thigh now showed above the tops of her stockings. Sighing in resignation, she pulled the top over her head and adjusted it into position before turning to fully face her tormentors.



“Come and sit here, sweetie, and have a cup of coffee. After your morning exertions I think you need one, don’t you?”



Grateful for the apparently normal suggestion, Carol didn’t hesitate to pull the chair out next to Lizzie. As she began to sit back into it the expression on Lizzie’s face reminded her of the condition of her ass but she was already moving.



“Ouch!”



The startled gasp burst from her mouth as her full weight came to bear on her sensitized ass cheeks, and she shot back upright again, not before the feeling of the gooey liquid trapped between her skin and her panties was intensified by the pressure.



“Don’t worry, you will get used to it in time.”



The implication that the spanking was something that might happen again sank into her mind as, with a feeling of resignation and the knowledge the day’s events weren’t yet over, she gingerly sat back down again.



 











Chapter 18



 



For the next twenty minutes or so, a sense of normality pervaded Carol. The four women sat around and talked. She now learned that the other woman, Carrie, had been Lizzie and Susie’s housemate at college and was here on a visit with her old friends. Phil had disappeared inside and Carol was feeling more nearly normal than at any time that morning. Suddenly, the phone on the table buzzed and Lizzie picked it up and spoke for a moment before returning it to its cradle. Reaching into her purse she extracted a twenty and turned to Carol.



“That’s the pizza delivery coming in the gate. Be a dear, Carol, and take this and meet him at the door, please.”



It was a perfectly innocent request delivered in such a normal way that Carol responded automatically without thinking about how she was dressed. She was halfway from the table toward the patio door before the way she was dressed and the implications of being seen by the pizza boy sank in. She paused but, realizing she had no choice in the matter, continued. A mocking comment followed her from the deck.



“Let him keep the change for the tip, and don’t stop to blow him as the pizza will get cold. You can blow him next time, sweetie.”



So it was a very red-faced and extremely sexily dressed Carol who opened the door to the astonished pizza boy. She grabbed the box from him and thrust the twenty into his hand as his eyes bugged out of his head at the sight.



“Keep the change.” She mumbled as she closed the door in his face and made her way back to the kitchen where the others had now gathered.



“We ordered for you, Carol, I hope you don’t mind.”



Carol positioned herself on one of the high stools and was glad of the padding in the seat underneath her tortured backside as the five ravenous people wolfed down the pizza. Phil ate rather quicker than everyone else and then disappeared into the dining room where Carol could hear him moving around. She assumed he was setting up for something to happen after lunch and her appetite faded at the thought. The three women still in the room with her were chatting away animatedly, obviously catching up on news and gossip. Lizzie kept trying to draw Carol into the conversation but Carol remained quiet. Finally the pizza was finished and Lizzie took Carol’s hand and led her into the dining room whilst the other two quickly cleared the remains of lunch away.



The dining table had been transformed. It was now covered with a green baize top and there were four piles of poker chips positioned in front of each of the four chairs. Carol immediately realized the disparity in the numbers, four chairs but five people and assumed that Phil was going to shoot the four women playing poker. There were several lights on stands surrounding the table and already the air conditioning was working hard to compensate for the heat they were giving off. There were also three video cameras as well.



“Positions, everyone.”



Phil called out as Susie and Carrie joined them and Carol just watched, waiting for Phil to tell her what to do as the other three women took their place at the table. Carol was confused until Phil looked at her and told her the intended course of events.



“Carol, we are going to play strip poker. We are playing it with a little twist. The winner of each hand gets to have you sit on their lap for the next hand and guess whose item of clothing is going to be removed!”



Carol gulped.



“Oh, my God!”



“It’s okay, we’ll be quite gentle. Now, come and sit on my lap to start us off.”



With no other option, Carol did exactly as she was told and gingerly perched on Phil’s lap. Instantly one of his arms encircled her waist and the other hand rested on her thigh just below the hem of her skirt.



“You deal, Lizzie.”



Carol quickly realized they were playing Texas Hold 'Em and that the betting was purely for show. There was only one prize for winning a hand—her—and the chips were moved around simply as props. She wasn’t particularly surprised when Phil won the first hand with a pair of nines in the hole and one showing on the flop. The three women now turned their attention to her and Phil and she waited passively for him to remove an item of her scanty clothing. Phil had other ideas though.



“Carol, please relax. It’s important that the cameras show you enjoying this too. I’m not going to take anything off this time, but lean back into me and relax.”



She did as she was told and as she leaned back she felt him lower his head and nuzzle at her sensitive neck. Despite herself, she shivered. The intense stimulation from the morning had not fully faded and her neck had always been sensitive to this kind of treatment. A couple of minutes of her husband’s attention to it always paid dividends. Now another man was reaping benefit from doing exactly the same thing. Unable to prevent the response of her body, she realized she was starting to enjoy the experience and relaxed further. The subtle movement of her body as she signaled her surrender communicated itself to Phil and instantly his penis responded by hardening against the crack of her ass. Carol felt the response and felt her own responses increasing as a result.



Phil’s hands did not remain passive for long and, letting go of her waist, he reached up and gently cupped one breast through the thin material of her top whilst the other hand began to massage the bare flesh of her thigh above her stocking and under her skirt. The three women watched agog as the shy submissive young woman so easily succumbed to Phil’s admittedly talented fingers.



Carol closed her eyes to shut out their faces and couldn’t help luxuriating in the sensations beginning to flow through her body as Susie picked up the cards and began to deal three hands. The hand progressed similarly to the first until, this time, Susie won. Feeling the heat of Phil’s erection resting solidly against the crack between the cheeks of her ass, Carol was reluctant to move over to the blonde’s lap but Phil gently helped her to her feet. Swallowing hard, she made her way around the table to stand next to Susie’s chair, who immediately pushed the chair back from the table and gestured for Carol to sit sideways on her lap.



Not quite sure what to expect and still in an aroused state following her sojourn on Phil’s lap, Carol did as requested and sank gingerly into Susie’s waiting embrace. The tall blonde immediately enfolded her in her arms and, leaning forward, began to plant a series of teasingly gentle kisses on Carol’s lips. The total feeling of helplessness experienced by Carol was arousing in itself, the thought and reality of being kissed by another woman in front of several others, as well as cameras, was turning her on even more.



As Susie increased the pressure of her soft lips against Carol’s own, Carol could not help responding, and her lips parted under the gentle probing. Instantly Susie’s tongue flashed out and made contact with the inner surfaces of Carol’s lips. The electric jolt that flashed through her nerves caused Carol to jerk in Susie’s embrace and her eyes flew back open. Susie was also quite startled by the sudden movement but, as Carol’s eyes slowly and languidly closed, she returned to her ministrations. Carol’s left arm, the one closest to the blonde, now came up and encircled Susie’s neck and pulled her into a fierce embrace. Susie’s hand now dropped to Carol’s waist and began to travel upward, snagging as it did so the hem of the cropped top.



Realizing that Susie fully intended to render her topless, Carol reluctantly broke the kiss and sat up straight, lifting her arms above her head as she did so. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Lizzie smile and wink at her husband in pleasure at this definitive act of submission.



Susie wasted little time in stripping the top up, over and off Carol’s boobs. Once she had it above Carol’s head, and the others were drinking their fill with their eyes on Carol’s breasts for the second time in just under an hour, she paused. Leaving Carol’s arms entwined in the top, she lowered her mouth to the nearer, left breast and gently nipped its nipple with her teeth. Her victim, held still as the waves of pleasure rolled up and down her body, centered on the sensitive bud of flesh. Finally, she moved and wrestled the top clear of her arms before dropping them back, one to her side and the other around Susie’s shoulders, as the blonde continued to nuzzle at her soft breast flesh.



Carol’s breasts were sensitive in any case, but being treated this way in front of an audience on top of the earlier orgasms was enough to complete the arousal process. Carol no longer cared where she was, she wanted to cum.



At that moment, Lizzie laid down the winning hand and clapped excitedly as she called out,



“My turn!”



Susie reluctantly stopped working on Carol’s tits and allowed the excited young woman to climb back onto her shaky legs and make her way around to the grinning Lizzie. Just as Susie had done, Lizzie pushed her chair back from the table and Carol moved to sit on her lap only to be stopped by Lizzie’s outstretched hand.



“Stand in front of me, slut! Face the table, not me.”



Carol did so but this was not enough for Lizzie. Suddenly Carol felt a stinging sensation as she also heard Lizzie land a slap on her already tortured backside.



“Ouch!”



“You’ll get another one if you speak again, slut!”



Lizzie was calling her names but there was a bantering edge to her voice and Carol was certain that if the slap had been meant it would have been much harder.



“Spread your legs about shoulder width apart. That’s better.”



Carol stood as told, her head thrown back slightly, consciously showing her boobs off to their best advantage, knowing that her extended nipples added to the allure she was projecting. Her breathing came in short pants as she felt Lizzie’s hands at her waist. Suddenly the taut skirt relaxed and Lizzie slowly worked the skirt down off Carol’s hips. Suddenly, Carol was standing there in just her panties, garters and stockings as the skirt dropped to the floor.



“Lean forward against the table.”



Carol did so and was rewarded by the gentle touch of Lizzie’s dainty hand slowly stroking the inside of her soft thigh, only an inch or so below her crotch. The hand circled slowly higher until it was pressing the soaked band of her panties, which of course were actually Susie’s, into the warm chasm that was her snatch. The stimulation was far too much and Carol spasmed into her first orgasm of the afternoon with the certain knowledge that it wouldn’t be her last.



As she shuddered back to normality, it was to see the woman she didn’t know that well, Carrie, holding up the winning cards for the last hand and, as Lizzie let her go, she moved past Susie around to her. Some sixth sense told her to keep clear of Phil as much as possible but Susie reached out as she passed and caressed her thigh and ass.



“Stand and face me.”



The four words Carrie uttered formed the longest sentence the woman had said directly to Carol since they had met on the patio. Wasting little time, she leaned in and grasped the waistband of the panties on both of Carol’s hips and pulled them down with a smooth but undeniable force. Carol stepped out of the sodden garment and, when Carrie held out her hand, she passed them to her. She watched in fascination as the tall willowy brunette brought them up to her nose and inhaled deeply the fragrance of Carol’s arousal.



“Place your hands on the edge of the table, slut.”



This time it was an even longer sentence and probably doubled the number of words she had spoken to her. Carol did as she was told and, when Carrie indicated that she should spread her legs apart, she did so.



“Look back over your shoulder at Susie and don’t move.”



Carol complied and felt Carrie’s hands moving on the front of her thighs. She gasped as she felt first one and then two of Carrie’s fingers enter her and then realized it felt slightly different. She began to move her head to look but was brought up sharp as Carrie shouted,



“I said don’t move, slut!”



The somewhat strange feeling in her pussy wasn’t unpleasant, in fact quite the opposite, but Carol could not understand why she was feeling quite full down there. It was as if Carrie was pushing something soft up into her. Suddenly the realization dawned; that was exactly what Carrie was doing and the soft thing was her panties!



Carrie straightened up at that moment and told Carol she could look now. Immediately the naked young woman did so and, as she looked down at the tiny piece of black lace hanging out of her stuffed pussy, she could not prevent herself climbing to orgasm yet again.



“My win!”



As Phil was the only male present, Carol knew there was no way the call could come from anyone else, and she moved around the table to stand before Phil who had automatically pushed his chair back. It felt strange to move with her panties shoved up her pussy in this way, but not unpleasant.



Phil positioned her in much the same way as Carrie had, leaning back against the table with her legs parted. He looked up and down his prize for a minute and Carol noted the way he licked his lips at the sight, probably in anticipation of whatever indignity he was about to perpetrate on her. Carol didn’t care, though, she was past caring, her body was on fire from the sexual experiences of the previous few minutes, and earlier in the day for that matter, and from anticipation of what was to come.



Phil leaned forward and his hands reached out, caressing Carol’s sensitive tits. She rolled her head back and moaned as he alternatively caressed them and tweaked the even more sensitive nipples. His hands traced down toward her flat stomach and she drew in a gasp of breath as his fingers reached her clit just above where the scrap of fabric peeked out of her slit. He rubbed the sensate nub for a minute watching the way her head lolled from side to side as her passion mounted, and then his fingers twitched downward and snagged the panties. She felt a slight tug on the fabric and, with an effort, moved her head forward to look into his eyes as a toothy grin lit his face and his hand jerked downward. The completely sodden panties were jerked from her in a swift movement that brought a loud groan from her. She felt somewhat empty as she sagged back onto her arms holding onto the table, gasping for breath through her open mouth.



Phil now stood up and moved in closer. His free hand flashed up and grasped her chin on both sides of her jaw forcing her to keep her mouth open. She stared wide-eyed into his eyes as he grinned at her, and then she spotted his other hand moving toward her face. With a shock she realized he still held the soiled and sodden panties and she could smell the pungent aroma they were giving off as he brought them to within an inch of her nose. Finally, she twigged what he was about to do but it was too late, her oral cavity was full of the garment he had just plucked from her nether one.



She struggled weakly but he held her firmly as he completed the job of pushing the disgusting garment into her mouth and finally allowed her to close her mouth around them. Her eyes were wide open and staring at him as the moisture from the panties slowly reached her taste buds and she could taste her own juices. Of course, they weren’t just her own juices; Susie had worn them before her and she realized there were traces of another woman in her mouth as well as the crusted remains of Phil’s own cum from when she had been forced to pull them on over her own defiled ass. She tried to gag but nothing happened as she realized that the taste wasn’t altogether unpleasant. At that moment Phil casually dropped his hands to her waist and effortlessly lifted her to sit on the edge of the table.



He pressed himself up close to her, standing between her now wide-spread legs and he leaned forward, slowly forcing her to recline backward onto the table. Finally she laid there, her legs dangling over the edge of the table with her pussy presented and opened to him on the edge of the table. His fingers were already dancing around her sex and the waves of pleasure began to churn through her loins in response. Suddenly she felt her arms being lifted away from her sides to be stretched out above her head. As Phil was busy elsewhere she thought it must be one of the other women, but when she glanced to both sides she saw it was both Susie and Lizzie who had grasped one arm each and were now lowering their heads to her sensitive tits.



Their heads blocked her view but she was almost certain she had heard the sound of a fly zip being undone. A moment later she was certain as she felt the head of a cock touch her pussy lips. There was no way to prevent the invasion yet again of her private treasure and, in truth, she didn’t really want to as he slowly pushed the bulbous end in between her lips. Her pussy involuntarily closed around the head and, as he drove his full length into her, her hips attempted to buck off the table to meet him.



With two pairs of lips sucking and nursing at her breasts and with Phil’s not inconsiderable prick buried in her pussy, not to mention the gag made up of her own sodden panties, Carol was under too much stimulation. Even before Phil began to withdraw his dick prior to ramming it home again, he was startled by the way her pussy muscles clenched around it as she attempted to scream her way to yet another orgasm.



Finally, her muscles relaxed enough and Phil began to pump in and out of her with massive full length strokes. Carol’s body desperately wanted to move with him, to rise to meet each thrust, but her position prevented her from responding in that manner. Instead, her back continually arched up and down on the table and both Lizzie and Susie had to clamp their teeth onto their respective nipples in order to stay on! The added stimulation of the biting was enough and the helpless Carol stiffened under the impetus of cumming again.



The sheer pleasure the woman was taking from being treated like this was way too much stimulation for Phil, who again found himself with his penis clutched immobile with Carol’s clenching muscles, and was finally able to thrust once more before expelling his jism in huge gouts deep inside of his luscious neighbor.



Finally he withdrew and the other two women slowly moved away leaving her ravished body lying there on the table. Lizzie leaned in and, coaxing Carol to open her mouth, gently withdrew the ball of lacy fabric that was in the panties she had been wearing.



“I think these need a wash, girls. I also think it’s time for Carol to go home, too.”



As Carol struggled into a sitting position, she looked at the wall clock and realized they had been cavorting in the dining room for nearly two hours, although it had seemed far less. Her husband would be home in less than two hours.



“We’ll have to save the other outfit until tomorrow then, Carol, won’t we? Ah, well, can’t be helped. See you tomorrow, sexpot!”



Carol allowed Phil to help her down from the table as he spoke to her, and even managed half a dozen steps towards the front door before realizing she was still only dressed in stockings, garters and high heels, and now she was upright, Phil’s cum was running down her thighs.



“My clothes… where are my clothes?”



“You don’t need them, sweetie.”



Lizzie indicated the door as she spoke to her, obviously intending, to all intents and purposes, Carol walking home naked.



Carol shook her head but, realizing she couldn’t win, steeled herself for the humiliation. At least Rebecca and her husband, as well as Peter her own husband weren’t around so no one would see her, but it was still humiliating. Clenching her teeth, she walked slowly up the hall and opened the front door to the sunlit street beyond. Glancing out to confirm there was no one there she stepped through onto the porch before walking carefully down the drive in heels that were much higher than she was used to. She had reached the end of the drive when,



“Carol.”



She stopped and half turned to look back at Phil who now stood in the doorway.



“Tomorrow, when Lizzie comes to fetch you, you should be dressed just like that. Nothing else at all. But I think red would suit you in the morning rather than black. Throw the door wide open when you answer it, too. Don’t forget to smile.”



Carol nodded and, as Phil closed the door she hurried to get home and hit the shower before her unsuspecting husband arrived.



 











Chapter 19



 



It had taken a long time for Carol to calm down after the previous day’s experiences, and how she had prevented herself confessing all to Peter she didn’t know. She hadn’t though and now, a couple of minutes before ten, she was dressed precisely as instructed. Peter loved her to dress in stockings and garters for him so, as a result, she had several sets and was thus able to meet Phil’s command with ease.



The doorbell rang and, as she twisted the handle, she remembered what Phil had said and threw the door wide open with a smile to greet her neighbor. Immediately she froze in shock as it wasn’t her neighbor at all.



“Delivery for…”



His voice trailed off as his eyes registered the sight in front of him. The brunette who had answered the door was stark naked except for red fishnets and garter belt atop of black hooker pumps. His eyes travelled up and down the sight in front of him, trying to drink in every detail before she could recover. Carol finally did so, pushing the door shut and hiding behind it, although leaving it ajar.



“Parcel for Ms. Carol…”



“Just leave it on the porch, please.”



“I need your signature, please, pretty lady.”



“Pass your paperwork through the gap then.”



Thinking quickly he decided to push his luck a little.



“I need to see you sign it, madam.”



“Just let me…”



“I’ve got a schedule to keep, lady, I can’t hang around I’m afraid.”



Carol was trapped. There was nothing in the hallway she could put on and, resigning herself to that fact, she stepped back, took a deep breath and opened the door again. As she held her hand out for the signature machine, she blushed deeply at the way his eyes travelled up and down her naked body before centering on her sparse bush. He handed her the machine and she realized he was enjoying watching her tits jiggle as she signed her name and then handed the machine back to him. He took a step back and she closed the door with relief as she heard him call out the obligatory.



“Have a nice day.”



She was drenched in sweat and, as she looked down, she saw that not only had her nipples hardened under the exposure but her pussy was starting to leak her juices too. Carol could not believe that yet again her body was betraying her. She leaned against the closed door for support as she heard the delivery van drive off and immediately jumped out of her skin as the doorbell rang again.



This time she checked through the spyglass to confirm it actually was Lizzie on her porch before throwing the door open and smiling as requested at her pretty neighbor. Lizzie was dressed in a light floral print sun dress  that only came down to mid-thigh and was holding a cardboard box in her hands. Carol suddenly remembered the parcel she had just so embarrassingly signed for. Lizzie pushed the parcel into Carol’s hands and walked past her into the house. Belatedly Carol closed the door and followed her dominant neighbor into her own house.



“I think that deliveryman enjoyed the view in this neighborhood, don’t you?”



Lizzie was grinning as she spoke. Carol just shook her head, the memory of the embarrassment of just a couple of minutes earlier rendering her dumb. Suddenly, something clicked and she looked at Lizzie in puzzlement.



“How did he get through the gate?”



Lizzie chuckled and pointed at the address on the parcel. Carol saw that it was indeed addressed to her but at number four, not number two. Lizzie or Phil had buzzed him in and then redirected him to her door.



“Now, open the box, I want to see if they’ve sent the right one.”



Carol frowned at Lizzie. It was now such an obvious set-up, given that Lizzie had just confessed they had ordered the contents of the parcel. Lizzie just smiled and reached for the scissors in the knife block on the counter. Faced with no option, Carol meekly slit the tape holding the box closed and opened it. It was full of little polystyrene chips and, nestled in the middle, was an unfamiliar object. Unfamiliar in feel, perhaps, but certainly familiar in shape to Carol’s questing fingers. Slowly she pulled out a large black dildo from the box and her astonishment was complete when she realized the base was attached to a white lace harness.



“Oh, good, they did send the right one.”



Carol was not so innocent that she didn’t know what a dildo was and how it was supposed to be used but the lace harness puzzled her. A horrible suspicion began to form as she mentally pictured how anyone would want to wear such a harness. As soon as the picture in her mind was fully formed she knew exactly who would wear it—another woman would. The term
 strap-on
 now had real meaning for her as she finally understood she was holding one and, a split second later, realized that she would be the one it was most likely going to be used on. The play of emotions over Carol’s face was quite obvious to Lizzie who allowed her submissive neighbor to plumb the depths of her own imagination for a couple of minutes.



“Let’s go and meet a certain friend of mine, shall we.”



Lizzie made for the front door and Carol reluctantly followed, painfully aware she was still only dressed in stockings, garters and heels, unable to do anything else other than follow. Carol had just reached the door and was taking a deep breath before stepping out onto her own porch naked when Lizzie suddenly spun around.



“You forgot to bring your present. Please pop back and fetch it,” and, with that, Lizzie continued on down the drive, arrogantly assuming her neighbor would do as she was told. For a moment Carol thought about running inside and slamming the door, but only for a moment. She finally had to admit to herself that her devious neighbors, and for that matter landlords, had cowed her completely. The submissive neighbor stepped back inside, picked up the strap-on and, dangling it from the thin straps, hurried back outside to catch up with Lizzie who was already in the middle of the road. Carol assumed they would be heading for Lizzie’s house, the scene of her debauchment so far, but Lizzie was striding directly toward Susie’s house instead. When she arrived she waited, apparently impatiently whilst the nude Carol caught up, and then knocked on the door. Susie opened the door and smiled at Lizzie but absolutely beamed at Carol.



“I see you’ve got it then.”



She was looking straight at the sex toy Carol was carrying and Carol simply bit her lip and hung her head, unable to reply.



“Come in, come in. I’ve got the coffee on but Carrie isn’t up yet, I think too much wine last night has gone to her head so we’ll have to be quiet.” she chuckled a throaty little laugh. “To start with, at least.”



The morning ritual of coffee was obviously almost an act of faith with these women, and Carol had to admit her mouth felt quite dry and coffee suddenly seemed like a good idea, despite having had one only minutes earlier.



Lizzie and Susie quickly sorted out mugs and milk and rapidly produced three coffees whilst Carol perched somewhat self-consciously on a stool at the breakfast bar. The stool was black rather than white or chrome and she noticed her red fishnets stood out dramatically against this backdrop. She shook her head, why was she suddenly thinking about that kind of thing? There were no cameras here, were there? She snapped her head from side to side double checking, and relaxed when she saw none. The other two women were oblivious to her sudden panic and she breathed a sigh of relief before sipping her coffee.



To the outside world it would look exactly like a group of three ordinary young women enjoying a coffee together. Except that is, for the blatant sex toy in the middle of the breakfast bar and the fact that one of them was naked.



“I can’t wait to try it out, Lizzie, it looks amazing.”



Susie’s words brought Carol back to the present with a bang. Suddenly, the blonde grabbed the strap-on and made a bee-line for the downstairs bathroom.



Realizing that Susie was going to be wearing it when she came back out of the bathroom, and that in all probability she would be the person it would be used on, Carol bit her lip in an attempt to control her emotions. One part of her was horrified by what was obviously going to be happening whilst a small part of her was intrigued and excited by the possibility of being fucked in this way by another woman.



Susie had been wearing a simple blouse and mini skirt when she disappeared and Carol was somewhat surprised to see that she still was when she re-emerged five minutes later. Looking a little closer, Carol could see that Susie’s skirt wasn’t swinging right at the front as she walked toward her, and with a start realized she was wearing the device underneath it.



“I can’t wait to try this, I’m so turned on at the moment.”



Susie’s words to Lizzie penetrated Carol’s mind as the blonde held out her hand to guide her off the stool. Carol swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry again as she allowed her body to respond, and stepped from the stool before meekly following Susie into the main living room. Susie stopped on the rug in front of the large couch and turned to face Carol. Again she reached out her hand to take one of Carol’s in hers and gently drew the naked woman closer. Reaching up with her free hand, Susie gently stroked Carol’s cheek before the insistent pull of the other drew her closer to the tall blonde. She towered several inches over the reluctant Carol so had to bend her head down to gently brush her lips against Carol’s firmly closed ones. Carol was vaguely aware that Lizzie had followed them into the room and was now sitting on one of the large stuffed chairs facing the couch, ensconcing herself as a watcher rather than a participant.



Susie’s kisses were gentle and fleeting, teasing almost, and Carol knew that her body was beginning to respond whether she wanted to or not. A slightly harder kiss resulted in Carol’s own lips responding involuntarily, and immediately Susie took full advantage. Within a minute the two women were kissing each other fully although, as yet, their tongues hadn’t met.  Susie let go of Carol’s hand and encircled Carol’s waist with that arm and pulled the naked woman in closer. Her other hand was still stroking Carol’s cheek as they kissed and then it, too, stopped and moved to encircle Carol’s neck, pulling her in closer. Susie’s soft lips now parted and, as her tongue began to flick rapidly across her lips, Carol surrendered herself to the kiss and slowly opened her mouth. The waves of desire now travelling through her body made Carol realize that the wilder side of her nature had won—she was surrendering to whatever one or both of this pair of devious women wanted of her.



Carol’s own arms now came up to hold Susie and, as her hands grasped the thin material of the blouse at her back, Carol felt Susie shiver in anticipation of what was to come. As the fully clothed blonde shivered with passion in her arms, Carol felt Susie’s hand drift downwards to cup her buttock. She sighed herself and began to kiss Susie even harder. Susie took a step backward, and then another, pulling Carol along with her. With her body now pressed up against the blonde woman, Carol could feel something between Susie’s legs brushing against her lower body. With a start she realized this was her
 present
 and, as Susie gracefully sank backward onto the couch, pulling Carol down on top of her, she knew with sudden clarity exactly what was about to happen.



Determined not to just be the victim yet again Carol sat up, pulling herself free from Susie’s embrace and moved her hands in to hold Susie by the shoulders, lying supine on the couch. Smiling down at her blonde tormentor, she slowly trailed her hands down from her shoulders, across Susie’s neck, beginning to unbutton the blouse as she came across each button. As the pale flesh of Susie’s neck came into sight followed by the upward swell of her breasts, Carol felt the blonde relax under her. Content to allow the naked woman to take control for the moment, she allowed Carol to complete the process of undoing her blouse and spreading the two halves apart to display her hard nipples.



Susie surged upright and took Carol’s own hardened nipple into her mouth and bit gently on the tiny nub of engorged flesh. Carol gasped and her whole body shuddered as the electric shock of passion shot through her. One of Susie’s hands now reached across and began to stroke the top of Carol’s thigh where she was straddling the young blonde. Carol reached down and grabbed both of Susie’s nipples with her fingers, twisting and pulling at them, causing Susie to arch her back in pleasure, too. As she tightened her fingers and increased the pressure on the sensitive nipples, Susie’s teeth responded in kind on her own. The multiple stimulation as Susie’s fingers finally reached the top of her pussy and began to rake roughly through her sparse pubic hair was too much, and Carol screamed out her first orgasm of the day.



As the naked woman went limp, Susie adroitly twisted her body so that Carol now found herself lying on her side, her back pressed up against the back of the couch, facing out into the room. She could now see Lizzie’s smiling face from the other side of the room and realized that she, too, was enjoying some stimulation from the action in front of her. Lizzie’s hand was buried inside her blouse, her other hand slowly pulling the fabric of her skirt upward allowing access to her own pussy.



Still basking in the glow from her own orgasm, Carol was in no shape to prevent the manipulation of her body by Susie who continued to reverse their positions until Carol was now the one pinned underneath. It turned out that Susie’s mini skirt was of the wrap-around variety as she deftly undid the catch at one side and pulled it clear of her own now naked body. Carol looked down the length of her own body to see that the dildo attached to the harness Susie wore around her hips was now dangling from the blonde’s body. She began to pant in animal anticipation and her legs spread themselves apart without conscious command as Susie positioned herself in the normal male position between Carol’s legs. It quickly became apparent to the young blonde that this was not the best position from which to wield such an implement and she quickly decided on another.



“Not like this, Carol. I think we need doggie, not missionary, as far as position goes.”



Carol realized that Susie was as excited at the prospect as she was herself and equally aware that the tall blonde was, in fact, as much a newcomer to this as she was herself. She complied with Susie’s suggestion, no reluctance showing whatsoever as she twisted her now released body over and dropped her knees to the rug. She crouched there, her chest imprisoned against the fabric of the couch as Susie positioned herself between her legs. Her change of position had given her another chance to glance at Lizzie. Her chief tormentor now had a hand buried in her own snatch as she watched the action with obvious excitement. Indeed, her moans were now becoming audible to Carol as she felt the blunt end of the dildo begin to bump up against her own pussy slit.



Suddenly, Susie managed to get the correct angle of attack and Carol grunted and then moaned as the large foreign object was inserted into her gaping pussy.



“Oh, God! That feels so fucking good!”



Susie almost screamed into Carol’s words as she finally rammed the whole length up into her captive neighbor and then began to withdraw it before ramming it home again. The lack of heat she normally associated with the presence of a penis inside of her didn’t stop Carol reveling in the sensations her well-stuffed vagina was broadcasting to the rest of her body. Susie was obviously also enjoying the experience as Carol allowed herself to be carried away by the feelings welling up inside her. She thought she was going to explode, and then did into her second orgasm of the day. Her last conscious thought as she was swept over the top by the wave of pleasure was to notice the squeal of pleasure from the other side of the room as Lizzie also reached her climax.



Susie slowed down to allow Carol to return more closely to normal but continued to thrust away into her. She felt another pair of hands on her ankles and, as they began to travel up toward her thighs, she realized that Lizzie had now joined in the action. Reaching around the blonde’s thrusting body, Lizzie began to caress Carol’s thighs for a few moments before returning her attention to her blonde friend. Carol could tell the moment Lizzie’s fingers penetrated through the lace web that held the dildo attached to Susie’s hips, and reached the blonde’s love channel. At that moment Susie’s thrusts became much more energetic and the rougher treatment intensified her own feelings. As she crested her third orgasm, she heard Susie scream out her own passion as the blonde’s pussy clenched around Lizzie’s fingers.



Suddenly, Carol felt the couch shift under her as the weight of another person sat down next to her.



“Lift her up.”



The sound of a masculine voice, one she knew, told her that Phil, missing for the morning’s activities so far, had now joined the party. Susie slowly pulled up off Carol’s back, allowing the young woman to also straighten up, lifting her face clear of the couch. She turned her head to the side to see the naked flank of the man sitting next to her. Turning her head a bit further, she could see that he was idly stroking his rampant erection as he looked down at her sweat-streaked passion-filled face. As soon as she was far enough clear of the couch, he turned his body to the side and scooted into a position where his groin was directly in front of her.



As Susie was still buried deep inside her with the strap-on, his intent was obvious. Carol was now past caring and, as she slowly lowered herself back toward the couch, she happily lowered her open mouth onto the end of his penis, licking off the drops of pre-cum coating it. Susie began to establish a new rhythm behind her as Carol began to suck and slide her head up and down the rigid burning hot penis in front of her. It took very little time for Carol, who had never had both cavities filled at once to establish a rhythm that suited all parties and soon the three bodies were bucking and thrusting together. Carol felt, as much as heard, the grunt from Susie that told her that Lizzie was again finger fucking Susie from behind as the blonde continued to drive in and out of her with the strap-on. Carol was climbing back up to yet another orgasm when she suddenly felt Phil tense up underneath her face, and suddenly her mouth was filled with the unmistakable texture and taste of his cum. The sheer wantonness of this was enough to push Carol finally over the edge. At the peak of her own muffled orgasm, muffled by the presence of Phil’s organ in her mouth, she heard and felt Susie scream out her passion, quickly followed by the final player in the chain, Lizzie.



Phil allowed his softening penis to flop sideways out of Carol’s mouth at the same time as Susie withdrew the dildo from her pussy. Carol collapsed down onto the floor, the two rigid intruders no longer helping to keep her in position.



Suddenly, as if from a mile away, she heard Lizzie talking to her.



“Go home and shower, sweetheart, and grab a bite of lunch. I’ll be round to help you dress and to fetch you in about an hour.”



 











Chapter 20



 



So it was that an hour later, Carol, wrapped in her toweling robe, was finishing off a sandwich when her neighbor breezed in looking none the worse for wear for her own activity earlier that morning.



“Come on, Carol, let’s get you ready for this afternoon.”



Not for the first time the young woman meekly followed Lizzie upstairs to her bedroom.



“Now, Carol, we want you looking very classy but sexy for a little model shoot this afternoon, so what have we got in your wardrobe that oozes class but is still sexy?”



Lizzie opened the door to Carol’s wardrobe and started looking through it for the items she needed. Almost immediately she handed Carol a black knee-length skirt which was slit fairly high up one side. This was followed by two silk blouses, one a muted pink, the other a more colorful floral design. Both were fairly conservative in cut and buttoned down the front. Very quickly she had Carol standing in front of the mirror holding up first one combination and then the other.



“Not quite right, sweetie. Have you got anything else that would go with that skirt, which I think is perfect for the look we want?”



“Um… There is a red lace top at the end of the rail. What kind of shoot is it?”



A trace of anxiety must have shown in Carol’s voice because Lizzie quickly crossed the room and wrapped her arms around her neighbor and hugged her.



“There… there… Nothing you can’t handle, sweetie.”



Suddenly she was all business again.



“Where did you say that top was? Ah… Here it is.”



Holding it in front of Carol she tossed her head from side to side as she tried to decide if it was suitable.



Finally she nodded in decision and agreed it was correct.



“Now, underwear. What have you got in black to go with this?”



Without even a by your leave, Lizzie started rummaging through Carol’s underwear drawer looking for a matching black set for her neighbor to wear. Finally, she came up with a long line thin and lacy bra and fairly full but filmy knickers, except for the crotch band that is.



“Perfect. Come on now, we need to get your hair and makeup done too.”



Carol allowed Lizzie to remove the robe and sit her at her dressing table. She was surprised she no longer felt self-conscious about being nude in front of her but, there again, she had been more than just nude less than a couple of hours ago, and not for the first time. She half smiled as her neighbor quickly went through her makeup collection and picked out all the requisites before attacking Carol’s hair with a brush. The short style Carol wore didn’t take much work to look more than presentable and soon Carol was applying makeup under Lizzie’s guidance. Once finished she looked in the mirror to see the whole effect and had to admit it was nice, if rather different from her normal look. She was wearing much more than she normally did, but it still looked understated and definitely sexy.  Lizzie glanced at her watch and chivvied Carol into dressing in the chosen clothing, really hurrying her along.



“Come on, sweetie, we don’t want to be late, do we.”



Lizzie almost dragged her out of the bedroom, down the stairs and out the front door. It was difficult for Carol to walk that fast on high heels; she was used to much lower ones, only wearing them this high for special occasions. When she reached the end of her drive she saw there were three strange cars parked outside Susie’s house and was therefore relieved when Lizzie led her up the drive toward her own house. Phil opened the door for them as they arrived.



“Hi, Carol. I thought we were going to have to send out a search party to find you. Never mind. Has Lizzie told you what the shoot is about?”



Carol shook her head.



“No, she hasn’t told me much of anything.”



She allowed a hint of annoyance to creep into her voice but Phil simply laughed.



“It’s a very simple shoot for you today. I want you to go out onto the deck and slowly undress before putting on the white bikini you wore the other day and climb into the hot tub. Okay?”



“Is that all?”



“Well, we’ll have to see, won’t we?”



Phil turned and led the two toward the patio door from the kitchen. Lizzie put out a hand and stopped Carol from following him too closely.



“Let him have a minute to set up, he’ll want to be taking photos from the moment you appear at the doorway, sweetie.”



Carol shrugged, it wasn’t as if she had much choice, was it? Then she had a little epiphany—actually, she did have a choice and she could choose to walk back out of the front door at any moment. The truth was, at that particular moment she didn’t want to. As the realization sunk in a huge smile crossed her face.



“See… I knew you would see it our way eventually. You can go out now.”



At Lizzie’s prompting, Carol moved through the kitchen, surprised to see the blinds down, but thought nothing of it, until she reached the patio door and stepped outside, still smiling. The smile froze on her face as Phil clicked the shutter button several times, capturing the play of emotions across his neighbor’s face as she took in the scene. Phil was by no means alone.



Phil was standing on the far edge of the deck and capturing the whole scene. Between Carol at the door and the hot tub was the patio table. Sitting at the patio table were four young men, one of them black. They were all wearing bathing shorts and were otherwise bare. All were muscular and definitely looked like young college jocks and Carol had to admit they were all relatively handsome if somewhat younger than herself. The chair nearest her was empty but she could see the scraps of white cloth, which was the bikini she was supposed to change into, hanging over the back. The entire scenario was now becoming clearly obvious to her and she swallowed hard in anticipation of the both the humiliation and the stimulation to come.



She sensed a movement behind her and realized that Lizzie was standing in the doorway behind her, perhaps in a valid attempt to prevent her fleeing. At that moment she realized she had no intention of fleeing and, as Lizzie gently pushed her to take another step out into the sunlight, she found herself doing so of her own accord.



“Lizzie, I’ll introduce you to the young gentlemen later, but perhaps they will enjoy introducing themselves to you first. Now, you know what to do so please come over here and do it.”



Phil’s instructions didn’t sound particularly precise but somehow they conjured up an image in Carol’s mind of precisely what she was required to do. She moved slowly across the deck towards the chair that contained her bikini and smiled at the stares of appreciation from the young jocks. Taking a deep breath she faced the four men and reached up with both hands and undid the top button on her blouse. The four men leaned in for a closer look as she slipped the second button through its hole, catching sight of movement as Phil circled round to catch the action from all angles. There was no sign of Lizzie though, she had obviously disappeared inside and was staying out of the way for this shoot.



Carol continued to slowly, one at a time, open the buttons on her blouse. She was surprised to find that she was in no way nervous and even smiled dazzlingly at the men who were so avidly watching her. As the last button came undone she moved her hands to her waist and carefully eased the blouse out of the top of her skirt without allowing the blouse to fall open too far. The watching men and, of course, Phil and the camera had a clear view of her cleavage and could see that the long line bra was black lace but could not see anything more. She turned three quarters side on to the table and bent over, stretching the tight skirt fabric over her ass. Shifting her legs, she allowed the split to fall open, allowing her naked thigh to expose itself to the avid eyes. She reached down to undo the clasp of her high heeled shoe and then straightened back up to the obvious dismay of the watching men.



Whipping the blouse off her shoulders, and with it stretched across the small of her back, she looked over her shoulder at the group and winked. Freeing her arms of the cuffs, she dropped it unconcernedly to the floor before lifting the foot nearest to the group onto the seat of the chair. Again she stroked her hands slowly down the length of her leg to reach and undo the clasp on the shoe before standing up once more. She kicked off her shoes and turned to face the men. For the first time they could now see the full extent of her beauty as the lace bra covered her breasts without concealing them. Her hands moved behind her back as if to undo the zip on the skirt, but suddenly she smiled and turned her back again.



Her hands reappeared at her shoulders and with one finger she flipped first one and then the other shoulder strap down to dangle uselessly around her arms. Her hands moved again and, from the play of the muscles across her back, the men could only surmise she was caressing her boobs. Indeed she was, and the stimulation was driving her up toward an orgasmic peak just simply from undressing in front of them. Reluctantly she let go and her hands met in the small of her back, swiftly unfastening the hooks on the bra. Shrugging the now useless garment off, she swiftly assumed the classic model pose of dangling it from one hand whilst mashing her breasts to her chest with the other arm. As such she then turned to face the group and was greeted with several cheers as she threw the bra to land amongst the beer cans on the table in front of them.



She now stood there, naked from the waist up, her only cover one arm closely mashed across her breasts. Even this pretense at modesty didn’t last very long and she could hear Phil clicking the shutter madly as she slowly released the pressure from her arm and finally allowed the arm to drop away, revealing her breasts in their full majesty. All eyes there devoured her and her nipples stood out strong and hard, almost painfully so.



On a whim she decided to play the scene out slightly differently from Phil’s instructions, gambling that he would allow her a small victory. Instead of now removing her skirt and finally her panties to appear nude before them, she now reached out for the bikini top. Holding the two triangles of fabric over her engorged nipples with one hand, she slipped the already knotted neck cord over her head with the other before bringing both hands behind her back to secure the other strap in place. When she finished tying it on, she adjusted it to fit while considering her next move.



For the third time she turned her back on her audience and this time quickly unzipped the skirt, letting it fall. She was closer to the table and the four young men had to lean over the table to see her ass as she bent to pick up the skirt and hang it on the chair. Phil circled to one side, obviously having guessed her ploy, but she had no mystery to conceal from him and the camera following events earlier in the week. With Phil only slightly to one side, he was able to capture shots of her stripping the panties down her legs and stepping out of them without turning and facing her audience. Surprisingly the four young men were showing no sign of disappointment, but then again they knew what would be happening later. Carol completed the manoeuver by reaching behind her, snagging the bikini bottoms and tying them quickly in place around her hips. Adjusting the bottoms into place, she finally turned and faced her audience, hands on hips, for them to admire her toned body. They immediately applauded and she turned, looking over her shoulder at Phil who nodded approval and then jerked his head in the direction of the hot tub.



 











Chapter 21



 



Carol moved slowly over toward the hot tub knowing that five pairs of eyes and a camera lens were boring into her backside as it swayed. She tried to roll her hips a little bit more than she normally did but without the high heels this wasn’t really very effective. She reached the edge of the half-sunken tub and very deliberately bent at the waist to reach out and check the water temperature with her fingers. This had the required effect of stretching her bikini bottoms to the maximum and this generated another set of whistles. Smiling to herself, she walked around the tub to the controls and again bent at the waist to manipulate them, this time giving her audience a complete view straight down her cleavage, which was also, of course, accentuated by her position. Another round of cheers, whistles and catcalls followed.



She moved a further quarter of the way around the tub and stepped into it from the side. She had quite deliberately stepped into the shallowest part of the tub and the water only came up to her knees. She sat on the side of the tub and tossed her head back allowing all of the young men to see her full profile, from her face down to her thighs. Of course the guys were only looking at the chest area but she didn’t care at that moment. She looked over at Phil and he motioned for her to get all the way into the tub. Slowly she slid herself forward until her body was almost suspended over the water before lowering herself into the bubbling warm liquid.



Underwater she moved her feet down to the deeper section in the middle before settling down, immersed all the way to her neck. She looked down and, through occasional gaps in the bubbles, she could see that the bikini had, as expected, gone virtually transparent. Any moment now Phil would tell the guys to come and join her in the tub but she decided she wanted to retain control of the proceedings as long as she could.



Suddenly, she surged back up to a standing position facing the small group of men, surging upward like a mermaid rising from the sea. All four jaws dropped open as they realized the bathing suit had turned transparent. She correctly surmised that, under the line of the table, all four dicks jerked in automatic response to the sight in front of them. Each pair of eyes devoured her from chin to knee—well, from breast to groin anyway. She looked down at herself to check what they were seeing. You could tell she was wearing a bikini, the turned over edges were less transparent than the patches of fabric in between but not by that much. She looked back at the four guys and then cocked an eyebrow at Phil whose camera was fairly obviously pointing at her prominent pussy mound and, through the transparent fabric, her equally prominent pubic hair. When he realized she was waiting for him to tell her to move on, he nodded to her and allowed her a last few seconds of control.



Imperiously, she stretched out one arm in the direction of the group of four men and, extending her first finger, beckoned them with it. Then, as if it didn’t matter to her, she turned her back on them and moved across the tub to the far side. The sight of her naked ass under the transparent bikini bottom would have caused them to move anyway, but they were already doing so in response to her gesture.



Carol turned and sat down again and, as the four young men approached the tub, she smiled up at them, cataloguing the fact that all four sported erections as they did so. There was a certain amount of horseplay and splashing as the four young jocks joined her in the tub, each vying for the chance to sit next to her. In the end, the blond guy was sitting on one side of her and the colored guy on the other.



The tub should not have been that crowded with only five people in it but, because they all wanted to be near Carol, her end of the tub certainly was. Realizing now that her moments of control were over, she spread her arms along the back of the tub behind the guys sitting nearest her and waited for someone to make a move on her openly available body.



The four guys seemed a little bit bashful at first and for a couple of minutes no one touched her and she was almost disappointed by this. Then she felt a light touch on her ankle which quickly became a caressing movement up her calf. She immediately realized that one of the two furthest away from her was now playing footsie with her. Her breath caught as she realized they were probably working to a plan agreed with Phil and that the entire shoot so far had been simply an appetizer. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Phil just swinging the camera back up to his face after changing memory cards and, as he nodded, the colored lad, whose name like the others she didn’t know, leaned in and, using one hand, slowly pulled her face around toward his.



As he leaned down to rain gentle fleeting kisses onto her upturned lips, she closed her eyes and began to respond. Under the surface of the water, the toes that had been caressing the front of her calf were now beginning to rub along the side of her thigh. The blond guy on her other side now reached up with one hand and began to gently massage her shoulder. The final unoccupied guy also moved forward and she felt his hand begin to brush against her leg on the other side. The sensations were quite literally coming at her from all sides at once and she was in imminent danger of losing complete control as the four men prepared to take charge of her willing body.



Suddenly she felt a slight pressure on the side of her face and the blond turned her head to face his. Immediately his lips bent to kiss her and her mouth opened instinctively in response. The colored guy turned more fully toward her and, leaning in, began to kiss her neck. He broke the contact for a moment and whispered in her ear.



“Lift up.”



She lifted her bottom clear of the underwater seat in the tub and instantly both men moved inward so that she was now sitting on top of both of them. One ass cheek was on one thigh and the other on the other guy’s thigh. She quickly looked down to see that this manoeuver had raised her body so that her transparently encased breasts were clear of the water and her pussy mound was only just below the water. Suddenly, the bubbles slowed and stopped and she realized that one of them had turned off the jets. As the water became still, it also became ever more transparent and now her entire body, although still encased in the bikini, was on show. She didn’t care. The feeling of having one man kissing her mouth, another kissing her neck, and what were now two pairs of hands caressing her legs was overwhelming.



Her body arched under the contact of the four young men and she screamed out her passion into the muffling mouth of the blond guy at her side. The sheer violence of her orgasm stunned the guys for a minute and they automatically stopped what they were doing to allow her to calm down again. The trouble was that she didn’t want to calm down at all, she wanted to stay on that peak forever.



“Don’t stop,” she gasped.



Instantly, the action resumed and she felt the blond’s tongue driving past her teeth in search of all of the nooks and crannies of her oral cavity. The guy nuzzling her neck had shifted his attention further down and round and was now nuzzling at the top of the gentle up-swelling of her breast. His free hand had moved across now and was cupping her ribcage just below the breast. Similarly, the blond guy had brought his hand across and was holding her on that side. The two men at her feet had changed to kneeling positions in order to reach further and the two pairs of hands were now stroking up and down her upper thighs. In abject surrender, her legs had parted and their strokes were coming closer and closer to her desperate vagina.



The blond guy pulled away from the kiss and looked deeply into her eyes as his other hand met the colored guy’s at the back of her neck. It was obvious to Carol that they were about to undo the knot holding the bikini top up. Simultaneously, the other two had stopped stroking her legs and their hands were poised on the knots at her hips that held the bottoms on.



“What do you want us to do?”



His voice was a throaty whisper and she shivered in delicious anticipation as she hesitated before answering him. In truth she knew the hesitation to be a sham; at that moment she wanted them to rip her clothes off and ravish her. She hesitated as she struggled to find the right words to tell them exactly what she wanted without appearing too eager. In the end she decided to just tell them.



“Strip me. Ravish me. Fuck me. Do it now!”



An instant later, hands had pulled and all four knots had parted and both scraps of useless cloth had been ripped from her body and thrown out of the tub. She was now stark naked in the hot tub with four virile men who lost no time in pressing their respective cases.



One hand from each guy descended on each tit and began to maul it, no longer as gentle as they had been. One hand from each guy at her feet pulled her legs apart and the other two dived to each meet its rival at her crotch. The sensation of having the hands of two different men vying for contact with her pussy in this way was far too much for the over-excited and over-stimulated woman, and she very quickly climbed the mountain to another enormous orgasm.



She felt the bodies shifting underneath her and realized that they had changed position, so that her mound was above the water level. Phil was now able to take pictures of every part of her body and, more importantly, of the molesting and groping hands on all parts of her body. Each of the two guys at her feet had now wormed a finger inside her and the other two had fastened their mouths over her nipples. Her arms were pinned behind her back and there was no way to defend herself from their assault on her body, but by now she didn’t want to, anyway.



“Stand her up.”



The way Phil was telling them what to do, orchestrating what was happening to her, should have sparked resentment in her but Carol was too far gone to care. She felt disappointment as the guys reluctantly withdrew their fingers from her inflamed slit and allowed the four of them to push and pull her into a standing position in the middle of the tub. The water lapped around the middle of her thighs and her naked beauty shone from the myriad of water droplets adhering to her skin. Unconsciously she had spread her legs apart for balance and now, from behind, the two guys who had earlier concentrated on her breasts, were running their hands over her buttocks before shifting their aim toward her gaping pussy. The two in front who had been manipulating her pussy were now sitting back and simply watching her.



She looked down below the water line and realized they were idly stroking their erections through their trunks. It was as if a light bulb went on in her mind, she now knew exactly what he wanted to do, what she wanted them to do, and again took control of the situation back from Phil.



“Sit on the side.”



Carol gasped out the command and the two guys did precisely as requested, giving her a clear view of the size of the erections as they did so. She motioned them to move closer together as she stepped forward within the tub, temporarily disengaging the fingers from her pussy. Bending forward at the waist, she now placed one hand on each of the bulges in front of her and took over rubbing them. The men gasped and, in unison, leaned back on their hands to allow her room to do what she wanted to their aching organs.



Deftly she undid the cord ties on the top of both pairs of trunks and eased the garments down, one at a time to expose the throbbing cocks to both the air and her own view. Phil had picked the guys well for it was now obvious to Carol that both were bigger, not only than her husband but larger than Phil as well. She bent her head to the one on the left and gently kissed the very tip which was already dry of water and leaking pre-cum to provide its own lubrication. Carol realized that Phil had now moved round to the side to capture the action with his camera and she moved to kiss the end of the other large rod in front of her. This one, too, was leaking its own juices and was, if anything, slightly larger than the first.



Behind her she heard splashing and again felt the hands of the other two guys massaging her ass and reaching between her legs to caress her swollen pussy lips. She shuddered. This was now way beyond anything she had ever fantasized about, let alone expected to experience. Finally, she stopped teasing the two guys and took the first one in her mouth. As the large bulbous end slid past her teeth, she swirled her tongue around the very tip in the same way she used to drive her husband wild. This brought a groan of pleasure from the young man and she felt a tinge of regret at the thought of her now complete betrayal of her marriage vows. That regret disappeared in an instant, though, as from behind, one guy thrust two fingers deep into her and the other one reached even further forward and began to massage her clit.



Transferring her mouth to the other dick in front of her, she repeated the process with the same outcome and then started moving from one to the other. On each pass, she took more and more of the lengths of meat into her mouth until, finally, each was nudging at the entrance to her throat. Given the position, there was no way she could actually take them down into her throat, something she had never managed before but she realized that she was so turned on she would certainly try it if she could.



 
















Chapter 22





 



Earlier on Carol had spotted the pile of towels spread out on the deck to one side of the tub and had guessed what they were for. After all, Phil wouldn’t want to ruin a good thing by sending her home with her ass bruised by being screwed into the decking boards, would he? Finally, she stopped sucking on the dicks in front of her and suggested, in a voice throaty with passion, that they allowed her to move to the towels. Reluctantly the four guys allowed her to break contact with her and she straightened up.



Knowing that Phil was continuing to capture her image on camera, she raised her arms above her head and, clasping her fingers very deliberately and slowly, stretched. This arched her breasts upward and outward and, with the four avid watchers surrounding her, provided her neighbor with a perfect photo opportunity. She stepped out of the tub with feline grace and slowly walked over to the towels, turning to face the four guys who had been enjoying her body. Sinking down onto the towels, she sat facing them and gradually and deliberately spread her legs wide apart. Leaning back on her elbows, she bent her knees, too, in obvious invitation and the four jocks immediately responded. All four stood and, on climbing from the tub, dropped their shorts to the deck and approached her.



She lay back and held her arms up to greet the first one to approach her. How they had decided who would be first she didn’t know, but suddenly one of them was dropping down into the missionary position between her legs. She opened her eyes to see it was the colored guy and shivered in anticipation of another first. She felt the large head of his obviously erect penis touching her nether lips and knew that any second now she would be impaled.



The twitching cock seemed to have a certain amount of difficulty finding the precise opening, despite her obvious desire, and she was just about to reach down and guide it in for herself when it slipped into place and the first half an inch disappeared into her snatch. Her back arched and her backside left the ground as she tried to engulf him in one movement. He had other ideas and moved with her only slowly, feeding more of his length into her rather than thrusting into her all at once. Electric impulses roared up and down every nerve in her body as he slowly increased the penetration. She threw her hips up at him yet again in a vain attempt to get him to complete his thrust, but he was intent on doing this his way, knowing the teasing approach was giving her as much pleasure as himself.



Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to Carol, he completed his thrust with a grunt. Unbidden, her legs now left the ground and her heels locked behind his buttocks. Still demonstrating a remarkable degree of control, he began to slowly withdraw his cock until only the head remained inside her well-lubricated pussy lips. He smiled down at her upturned face as her legs thumped against his butt, attempting to force him to enter her fully once more. This time it thrust in quickly, and they both felt his end bounce up against the neck of her womb. She squealed in ecstasy at the sensation, one she had rarely felt before, and never in the missionary position. Again, he withdrew slowly before plunging back into her. Again, the end bounced against her innards and, this time, the sheer power of the moment took her into another orgasm. Her body shook and quivered under him like a wild animal as her hands clutched at his back in passion. Slowly he withdrew again and plunged deep once more. The rhythm was now established and it was one they were both enjoying. The animal mewling sounds coming from Carol echoed around the yard and his grunts were just as loud in counterpoint to her.



Such passion cannot continue at such a level for too long before something had to give. As his thrusts sped up, Carol was the one to crack first, and she was driven to the point of distraction yet again. She was now no longer able to count the number of times she had cum since lunch, but he wrung one more from her before spending himself deep inside her grasping, aching pussy. She wanted him to rest there for a few moments to allow her the chance to savor the feelings, but she had temporarily forgotten that at least three more virile college jocks were waiting their turn. She felt him lift himself off her and immediately there was another man taking his place.



Unlike the first one who had been gentle with her, this one felt no need as he looked down at her ravaged body and gaping hole which was oozing fluids. He dropped into position between her legs and, without any fuss, simply thrust his own not inconsiderable prick to its fullest extent into the warm, wet, waiting cavity. Again he bottomed out and she screamed in pleasure as the sensations, only momentarily abandoned, now began again. Carol was no longer the woman being screwed on her neighbor’s deck. Instead, she was a complete sexual animal. Incapable of speech she simply grunted, screamed and moaned out her pleasure as, one by one, the four young bucks took their turn with her. She had lost count of how many orgasms she had been driven to during the afternoon of debauchery, but was certain that each of her lovers had given her at least two.



Finally, the fourth one spent himself deep inside her and she was left to lie, wantonly spread open, on the towels for a few minutes whilst the four guys recuperated. Finally, she raised herself onto her elbows and looked at the five men—the four naked jocks and the still fully-clothed Phil still holding his camera.



Carol then made a mistake. Completely innocent of any other meaning, she spoke up.



“I need a drink.”



She meant she needed a glass of lemonade or even water, but unfortunately for her the four guys took it completely the wrong way. Suddenly, they were all in motion and she was surrounded by naked man-flesh in the blink of an eye. Eager hands got hold of her and pushed, pulled and rolled her onto her hands and knees. Suddenly, the colored guy was kneeling at her head and, as she looked up, his semi-hard and still very impressive dick was pointing straight at her mouth.



“No, I meant…”



Carol got no further as the end of his rapidly hardening penis was thrust past her teeth into her oral cavity. She could taste the half-dried fluids coating it, both his and her own, and almost gagged. A second later, realizing the taste wasn’t in any way bad, she began to suck at the appendage that now filled her mouth. Phil was moving around to the side to capture the action and, as Carol looked down, she saw that the darkness of his skin contrasted with the paleness of her own as the black rod slid in and out of her lips.



Seeing that their willing victim was now enthusiastically blowing their friend, the other three high-fived each other and the blond one moved around behind her. Carol felt someone moving between her legs and realized that one of the other guys was now very close to having a second crack at her vulnerable and exposed pussy. Her eyes went wide open as his hands descended onto her ass checks and began to knead them. There was nothing she could do, the guy at her head had now wrapped his hands into her hair and was holding her head still as he repeatedly drove his dick in and out of her mouth. She was struggling to breathe, especially when it reached the end of its stroke and was nudging against the entrance to her throat. She had never deep-throated anyone and was unsure of the technique when she suddenly felt the end of a penis pushing at her cunt lips.



She screamed, the scream itself being completely muffled by the large cock buried in her mouth. As the large dick thrust into her gaping slit, the act of screaming relaxed her throat and mouth muscles such that on the next thrust the colored cock finally entered and filled her throat. She was impaled from both ends and the sheer pleasure pushed her into yet another orgasm, albeit this time an unwanted one. Her whole body shook and shivered. Her vaginal muscles contracted and expanded in waves of orgasmic release to the point the guy buried there thought he was going to explode, even though he had cum not that long before. He was, however, able to hang on and, as her passion slowly subsided, began to thrust in and out of her in a compelling rhythm.



Not so the guy at her head. Having been finally sucked into her throat, the rapid spasms of her throat muscles brought about his own release. String after string of goo was pumped straight down her throat without any touching her mouth. As he withdrew from her mouth which allowed her to finally breathe, she could see black spots floating in front of her eyes. He moved aside and daylight flooded back in, making the spots worse for a moment before they cleared. Behind her, the other one was pumping in and out of her rapidly and was obviously not going to be able to last much longer. She hung her head down and panted for air as he finally spent his load, not for the first time that afternoon, deep inside her. He, too, collapsed away.



Before Carol could even begin to think about moving, the other two guys had taken the places of their spent friends. Carol very quickly found her lips wrapped around another penis that had fairly recently been inside her, and a fourth one was busy burying itself in her more than open pussy. Again the sheer wantonness of the scene was too much for the young bucks and, although the one at her head didn’t manage to slip his dick into her throat as his predecessor had, they both spent themselves very quickly.



As they pulled away, a completely exhausted, spent, Carol collapsed onto the towels. Her eyes were closed and, although she heard movement and the rustle of fabric around her, she didn’t open her eyes or acknowledge it.



“Carol…”



She heard Phil’s voice as if from far away but failed to even open her eyes in response. Suddenly, there was a ringing slap as Phil’s hand cracked down on her left buttock. Her eyes flew open as she heard Phil say,



“Stand up and say goodbye to our guests, please, Carol.”



It was the last thing she felt like doing but she pulled herself to her feet and turned to see the four jocks now fully dressed in their street clothes.



Each one shook her hand whilst they leaned in and carefully kissed her on the cheek. The last was the colored guy who, perhaps braver than most, actually stepped close to her and hugged her. He planted a huge kiss on her surprised mouth as his hands dropped to her ass cheeks, one of which was still smarting from Phil’s slap. Phil, of course, continued to capture this with his seemingly inexhaustible camera. The man finally pulled away from her having copped a good final feel.



“You’re a good fuck, lady! I’ll see you again, no doubt. Don’t be wearing any clothes next time, sweet-cheeks!”



Before she could frame any kind of reply, he turned on his heel and walked over to where the other guys were waiting. As the four left, she could hear them talking about her.



“Hell, that girl is hot. I wish we had more time. I want another piece of that ass. I want that ass. Fuck, I want to go back and do it again. I bet she could take on the football team. Next time, I’m going to fuck those tits.”



Thankfully the comments faded as the four guys disappeared around the corner of the house. A minute later she heard car doors slam and car engines start up as they disappeared out of the small gated community.



Turning to Phil, she saw he was standing there with a slight smile on his face and a very obvious hard on in his slacks. Anticipating his command, she moved over to where he was standing and dropped to her knees in front of him.



“No, sweetie, I think I’ll let my wife take care of that. I think you’d better get cleaned up and get off home before hubby gets back.”



 











Chapter 23



 



Fifteen minutes later a refreshed and much cleaner Carol stepped out of the shower and wrapped one of the large fluffy towels around her. Given what had been happening to her over the last few days she hadn’t bothered to shut the bathroom door as she had gone into the shower and, as a result, could look straight out through the now open blinds onto the deck. What she was made her pause and, still dripping water from the parts not covered by the towel, moved closer to the window for a better look.



There were four people on the deck, all of whom she knew. Phil was leaning back on the balustrade around the edge of the deck with his trousers around his ankles. Crouching naked between his legs, and with her head bobbing up and down, was Carrie from over the road eagerly sucking on his cock. Lizzie was stretched out naked on the patio table, amid the wreckage left behind by the men who had ravished Carol earlier, also totally naked, whilst the tall blonde naked figure of Susie was bent over at the waist eagerly eating out her friend and fingering herself with one hand at the same time.



Carol watched the debauched scene for a few minutes as first Susie brought Lizzie and then Carrie brought Phil to a climax. As Carrie stood up and turned away from her friend’s husband, Carol could see trails of Phil’s cum dripping down from the corners of her mouth. As she watched, their eyes met and Carrie smiled and waved. Carol smiled back and glanced at the clock. With a start, she realized that she only had twenty minutes or so before her husband got back from work so dived back through the house, discarded the towel at the door and sprinted down her neighbor’s drive and up her own. She had just closed the front door behind her when she heard a car pull into the short cul-de-sac and stop. Panicking, she looked through the spy hole to see Rebecca, the other neighbor, getting out of one side of the car and Rebecca’s husband, Andrew, getting out of the other.



Breathing a sigh of relief at just managing to escape being caught, she bolted upstairs into her bathroom to finish drying off and making herself presentable before Peter got home.



* * * *



The next morning Carol was pulling on a pair of white stockings and attaching them to her matching garter belt when the phone rang.



“Hello.”



“Hi, Carol, it’s me, Lizzie. Would you mind a slight change of plans this morning?”



“I suppose not, what?”



“Instead of me coming to fetch you, I want you to come round here a little bit later instead. Okay?”



“Sure, why.”



“You’ll see. Now, are you wearing your stockings, sweetie?”



“Yes, white ones.”



“Good girl, I knew you would be. Now, I want you to put a nice pair of heels on and also a nice cocktail dress over the top this time. Okay?”



“Sure…”



“That’s right, but nothing too slinky, or sexy. That nice little blue number I think would be ideal. I’m sure that’s what I saw in your wardrobe yesterday morning.”



Carol knew exactly which one Lizzie meant and considered it rather risqué herself, but still, Lizzie was in charge.



“Okay. Are you going to tell me why?”



“No, it’s a surprise, sweetie, and don’t worry, it’s going to be nothing like yesterday’s surprise. Indeed, you might well find that no man is going to touch you today at all. Now, no underwear, remember?”



Carol sighed.



“It’s okay, sweetie, you don’t need a bra with that type of dress anyway and knickers are basically pointless for you during the day, aren’t they?”



“Lizzie…”



“No, no more clues, sweetie, got to dash. See you at eleven!”



Carol was left holding a dead receiver and wondering what her devious neighbors were up to now. Slowly she finished attaching the stockings to her garter belt and wandered over to the wardrobe to remove the light blue dress Lizzie had ordered her to wear. The dress had thin halter neck straps and was low cut at the back too, as Lizzie had pointed out, preventing the use of a bra. Pulling it over her hips and tying the neck cords in place Carol admired herself in the mirror. The idea of wearing the light blue dress with white stockings wasn’t something she would have considered but thought the effect was pleasing. Actually, more than pleasing as she struck several poses, definitely sexy. The short skirt covered the stocking tops but the loose light material moved of its own accord every time she moved and, as she twirled, easily showed off the bare skin and garters above the tops of the stockings. The more she looked the more she liked it, and realized with a start that her body liked it too; her nipples were standing out and making highly visible tents in the thin fabric of the top.



Glancing at the clock she saw it was still barely ten o’clock and she had almost an hour to herself. Taking the opportunity, she quickly began tidying up in the kitchen, a task sorely neglected whilst she had been frolicking about next door for the last few days. As a result, she didn’t see her other neighbor hurrying across the street to Lizzie and Phil’s.



As always, when busy the time flew past and suddenly, Carol realized she was in danger of running late, which would definitely incur a punishment; something she didn’t want to find out about at all.



* * * *



Lizzie answered the door with a smile and stood aside to let her neighbor in.



“You look fabulous, sweetie. I thought white would go well with that dress. Now, come in.” Lizzie was looking her up and down frankly and liked what she was seeing. Lizzie licked her lips at the thought of what would be happening before long.



“We have another guest this morning, sweetie. Come through to the den.”



Lizzie led the way and Carol, slightly nervous, but less so than on previous days, especially after yesterday, followed. At the entrance to the den, Lizzie stood to one side and allowed Carol to precede her.



“Hello, Carol.”



Carol was flabbergasted to see her other neighbor, Rebecca, sitting there next to Phil on the big couch. Rebecca was dressed in her normal office clothes, dark suit over white blouse and the knee length skirt over the demurely crossed ankles were in sharp contrast to her own much sexier attire.



“Hi… Um… How are you?”



Rebecca’s wan smile conveyed just how difficult the last few weeks had been for her.



“How’s your mum?”



Rebecca let out a sigh.



“So so. The doctor’s say she is getting better but I’m not so sure. Still, they say she can leave the hospital in three or four months.”



“Sit down, Carol, there is something for all of us to discuss.”



Lizzie’s interruption brought a flash of pain to Rebecca’s face and slowly Carol sat down in the chair next to the couch wondering what exactly was going on.



Phil smiled at Carol from his position on the other side of Rebecca. It was a predatory smile, that of the proverbial cat that had got the cream. She could now see that his arm was draped casually across the back of the couch behind Rebecca and that he was slowly gently massaging her shoulder with that hand.



“You see, Carol, Rebecca here has a bit of a problem, haven’t you, dear?”



Carol watched as Rebecca nervously nodded acceptance to Phil’s question.



“Her mum is gravely ill, and needs a lot of expensive treatment, medication and round the clock care. Now, no one is prepared to stand by and withhold that treatment but unfortunately her medical insurance is running out. The hospital will continue to treat her but Rebecca and Andrew, as the only living relatives, must pick up the tab. Right, so far?”



Rebecca again nodded, biting her lip. Carol could see the tears weren’t far away.



“The hospital is going to need about one hundred thousand dollars over the next four months to complete the treatment and how much will the bank lend you, Rebecca?”



“No more than thirty.”



She was very close to tears now.



“Now, I’m not going to stand by and let my neighbor’s life be ruined by this, that would be most uncharitable, wouldn’t it, Carol?”



Carol nodded.



“So I have agreed to lend Rebecca and Andrew the money for the time being until they can sort out something better. In fact, I’ve just signed the paperwork, haven’t I, Rebecca?”



Rebecca nodded, still not trusting herself to speak.



“Andrew, of course, thinks there are no strings attached; but our Rebecca here is going to provide the collateral, aren’t you, dear?”



Carol suddenly realized what her devious neighbor had done to trap the final, innocent, member of the small community.



“Tell her, Rebecca.”



“I’m going to be doing what you have been doing, Carol.”



The voice was small but Carol could hear no condemnation in it.



“Just to prove my point.”



Phil stopped speaking and pressed the play button on the remote he had been toying with in his free hand.



The huge screen came to life and Carol could see a clear shot of herself in Phil’s loft the day before yesterday with Phil slowly pushing his hand down the front of her panties. A few seconds later the screen changed; now she was naked and you could clearly see Phil’s finger buried in her pussy. The shot changed and now she was in the process of pulling the white nightie down over her head, changed again and she was spread-eagled and tied to the bed, her pussy on clear display.



Carol shook her head, wondering what Rebecca was making of the pictures. The picture changed and she could see the vibrator buried in her and her body obviously writhing in pleasure. Now the picture showed her walking down the steps from the loft in stocking-clad feet and nothing else, now crossing the lawn.



The next shot showed her tied to the dead tree in the woods and the next showed Phil taking her from behind. The clarity of the pictures was breathtaking and she could not help staring as picture after picture showed her being screwed to several orgasms, before the next shot showed her inflamed ass covered in Phil’s goo. She was too far gone after the last few days to be embarrassed in front of Rebecca this way but, as the next picture showed her halfway across the lawn heading back towards the three women sitting there, the shame finally penetrated.



When a quick series of photos showed her swapping panties with Susie and then being stripped and screwed in a game of poker on the dining room table, she was no longer watching the screen but watching Phil.



Mercifully Phil stopped the slideshow there and turned once more to face Rebecca who had sat there motionless throughout the lewd display. Rebecca looked away from him but realized that meant she was looking straight at Carol, her apparently happily married neighbor who she had just witnessed behaving anything but happily married on the screen in front of her.



Rebecca hung her head and stared at the floor. Carol simply sat there waiting for the next command, knowing it would be coming, dreading it and anticipating it at the same time.



“Rebecca.”



Phil’s voice cracked through the silence like a whip.



“It’s time for you to deliver on your end of the deal, just as we agreed. Isn’t it?”



Rebecca bit her lip and then slowly nodded.



“Stand up.”



Taking a deep breath and continuing to keep her lower lip caught between her teeth, the tall redhead did as she was asked.



“Move to stand in front of the screen and turn and face us, please.”



Rebecca was moving in slow motion as she obeyed the order she was given. There was no mistaking her emotion, she regarded it as an order. This was obviously the deal that Phil had extracted from her. Carol wondered what was going to happen next, wondered why she was there. Enlightenment wasn’t long in coming.



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



 



Purchase on Amazon: 
  
 
myBook.to/DeptStoreAmy




 



 















For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page:



 



 



 




Author.to/BridyMcAvoy




 



 



 













About The Author



 



My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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