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Chapter 33



 



Peter downed his second cup of coffee with his face bathed in a smile of tremendous excitement.



“I can’t help it, babe, I’m really looking forward to this trip,” he said in response to her raised eyebrow.



Carol was perched on the stool on the other side of the breakfast bar wrapped securely in her toweling robe, pouting a little at the thought of her husband departing on his weekend fishing trip. Well, that was what her husband thought, anyway, what she wanted him to think. Her mind was actually on the activities planned for her for the weekend which certainly didn’t involve fishing. Planned for her was the exact statement, too. It was Phil and Lizzie who had done the planning and she had no option other than to go along with it.



She smiled at her husband, glad he knew nothing about what was going to be going on after he left. Despite herself she shivered, and closed her eyes. Suddenly she felt hands on her shoulders—she hadn’t seen him come round to her side of the breakfast bar.



“It’s okay, sweetheart, I’ll be back Sunday night. You just keep that hot body of yours ready for me, hey?”



He tried to reach into the gap at the neck of her robe but she grasped his hand to stop him and looked up at him.



“Don’t start that, lover-boy. You know Phil will be sounding his horn soon. You don’t want to go running out into the street encumbered, do you?”



She tilted her head further, parted her lips and closed her eyes, asking him to kiss her. He leaned down and planted the required kiss on her open mouth. Her arm came up and circled his neck, holding him to her. Her entire body trembled; hopefully he was thinking that it was trembling in anticipation of missing him. She knew it was trembling for an altogether different reason.



Outside a car horn sounded. Instantly he broke the kiss and twisted out of her embrace.



“I’ll see you later, sweetheart. Must dash. Love you!”



“Love you, sweetheart.”



Her answer was spoken to the closing door, as he grabbed his bag from the hall and dashed to the waiting car. Through the window she could see him play-acting with Rebecca’s husband as the two decided who would sit in the front with a laughing Phil. Peter won and the two men piled into the car which pulled away and out of sight.



Carol raised her eyes to look at the house opposite and saw Rebecca, also wrapped in a toweling robe, staring back at her. The two women raised a hand in half salute to each other before wearily cleaning up their respective kitchens and disappearing back to their bedrooms to complete the preparations for the weekend ahead.



* * * *



An hour and a half later, the two immaculately made up and coiffured women emerged almost simultaneously from their respective houses and met at the foot of their neighbor, Lizzie’s, drive. Luckily the small community of only four houses was a gated estate not visible from the road at all. There was a good reason for Carol to think luckily at this point. Their makeup was perfect, not a hair out of place. However, other than stockings and garter belt and their heels they were stark naked, exactly as per Lizzie’s instructions.



They smiled nervously at each other and walked slowly, again as per instructions, up to Lizzie’s door where Rebecca rang the bell.



A couple of seconds later their fourth neighbor, Susie, answered the door, equally under-dressed for the occasion. The blonde’s face split into a huge smile as she saw her naked neighbors standing there.



“Come in, come in. Lizzie is in the kitchen.”



Turning on her heels, the willowy blonde led the other two into the kitchen where Lizzie was bustling about in a thin short satin robe pouring coffee for the four of them.



“Good morning, ladies. We’ve got time for a coffee, I think. The caterers are on the way so I suggest you slip those on before they get here. We don’t want them getting the right idea, do we?”



Lizzie indicated the three identical robes hanging over the back of one of the stools at the breakfast bar.  Susie grabbed the top one and casually tossed the other two to Carol and Rebecca.



“Good job they didn’t get here early, isn’t it.”



That thought hadn’t crossed Carol’s mind until that point and, by the way Rebecca colored up, hers neither.



“Silly girl. I told them to come after ten fifteen and not a minute earlier. Besides, they have to ring the buzzer at the gate to get in.”



Lizzie continued to fuss like a mother hen. Given that she was the same age as Susie and only a year or so older than Carol and Rebecca, this made Carol smile.



She finished tying the belt of her robe and looked around at the others. There was an obvious problem with Susie. She was several inches taller than the others and the robe wasn’t adjusted for her size. The bottom of the robe fell to only an inch or so below the blonde’s butt, showing several inches of flesh above the stocking tops. Carol quickly looked down at herself and was relieved to see her robe came to within an inch of the tops of her own stockings. Relieved, she looked up to see Susie, apparently unconcerned, smiling at her. The blonde woman winked and perched on one of the stools and, in doing so, flashing her blonde pubes straight at Carol.



“Now, drink up. As soon as the caterers have finished we need to get ready to greet our guests. Does everybody remember the rules?”



The three women nodded, Susie enthusiastically, the others slightly less so. Rebecca piped up.



“We do, but do they?”



“Oh yes, sweetie. Joe will keep them in line, don’t you fret about that.”



The buzzer sounded and Lizzie flounced off to let the caterer’s truck through the electronic gates.



Sitting perched on the bar stool sipping her coffee, Carol watched as the men brought tray after tray of food into the kitchen while Lizzie chatted unconcernedly with the driver at the door. She appeared to be oblivious to the way he kept his eyes firmly either on her thighs peeking out below the robe or the way her magnificent boobs tented out the front of it.



Carol need not have worried about the men ogling her. As soon as they had seen the way Susie was sitting and the obscenely short length of her robe, they looked at nothing else other than the blonde pussy on full display. Despite the early hour and the fact that it was actually quite a bit cooler outside today, the men were sweating profusely by the time they had finished. Reluctantly they all piled into the truck and left.



“Did you see the hard-ons you gave them, honey?”



Lizzie asked Susie as she came back in after waving the men off.



“I think they enjoyed the show, I know I did.”



The tall blonde allowed a sensuous ripple of pleasure to pass through her body. Carol knew her own body was responding as she watched.



“Right upstairs, ladies. It’s time to put the frocks on.”



* * * *



An hour later, Carol emerged from the guest room Lizzie had designated as hers to look at herself in the full length mirror in the hall to find Rebecca already there, blocking her access as she preened herself.



Carol had to admit to herself that her neighbor looked an absolute dream in the figure-hugging black cocktail dress. Only the girls knew that underneath she was wearing the bikini purchased the previous week. She looked down at her own teal green dress knowing that it, too, covered her own lemon colored miniscule bikini and blushed at the thought of how transparent it would get when it was wet now that Lizzie had removed the gusset pieces.



Rebecca saw her there and smiled at her, stepping slightly to one side to allow her neighbor access to at least part of the mirror. Susie and Lizzie were nowhere in sight.



“How do you feel about this?” Carol whispered to Rebecca as they both continued to adjust their dresses and jewelry. Carol was wearing a doubled strand of pearls, Rebecca a large gold cross on a chain.



“Not brilliant but we knew what we were letting ourselves in for, didn’t we?”



“I suppose.”



“The problem is…”



Rebecca stopped, suddenly unable to continue.



“What?”



“Part of me… Well, part of me wants this. I’m getting wet as the time approaches.”



Carol let out a soundless whistle, feeling Rebecca’s eyes boring into her via the mirror.



“I’m glad it’s not just me then, sweetheart. I thought it was just me that was getting turned on by the experience.”



“The problem is these bottoms go transparent when wet. I think they’ll be wet before we take the dresses off this afternoon.”



Carol nodded.



“I think that’ll only be a worry until this evening.”



 











Chapter 34



 



Soon enough the gate buzzer sounded.



Lizzie went to deal with it, the other three congregating on the landing above the main door, Susie in a state of excitement, the other two more in trepidation but with excitement mixed in. Sure enough, a couple of minutes later they heard Lizzie open the door.



“Good morning, Mayor.”



“Good morning, Lizzie, and, please, not so formal. I’m not early, am I?”



“Not at all, Joe, it’s good to see you.”



“And I’m sure it’s going to be good to see all of you, too.”



Lizzie giggled at Joe’s inanity before continuing.



“Are you on your own?”



“The boys’ll be along in about a half an hour, honey. I wanted to spend a little time getting to see each of you. I believe there is one of your ladies I haven’t yet met under any circumstances. I particularly want to get to know her better as soon as possible.”



Lizzie closed the door behind him.



“Come right along then, Joe. I’ll introduce you to the girls. They’re waiting on the landing, I’m sure.”



Lizzie walked in front of the mayor and headed for the stairs. Before she had taken more than a step up the stairs, the three listening girls heard a resounding slap.



“Now, Joe, that’s quite enough of that. For now, that is,” accompanied by Lizzie’s familiar giggle and a deeper baritone chuckle.



Carol cast a quick look at Rebecca whose face was a study in consternation as she had realized what Joe fully intended by
 getting to know her
 . Finally, Lizzie led Joe onto the landing and the mayor immediately snapped his professional charm back into place.



“Susie, darling, how good to see you.” he said taking her hand and kissing her on the cheek.



“And, Carol, how are you?” he repeated the process before turning his attention to Rebecca without waiting for an answer from Carol.



“And you must be Rebecca. I have heard so much about you from the deputy mayor. You look absolutely ravishing, my dear.”



He held Rebecca’s hand longer than he had either of the other two and looked straight into her eyes. Rebecca flushed prettily and Carol realized she too was holding her breath waiting for Joe to break the stillness.



“You are absolutely delectable, young lady. Absolutely delectable. I wish I had time to savor you completely but that will have to wait. Promise me, you will let me be first with you this evening; you will not let one of my over-heated satyrs get to you first. Promise me.”



Rebecca nodded, her eyes open wide at the implications of his request.



“Excellent, my dear. Now, Lizzie, I am afraid I am absolutely famished. Phil told me you had brought in some catering?”



“Of course, Joe. It’s all set up in the kitchen—shall we?”



“You three go down. Rebecca, will you accompany me down the stairs?”



At the bottom Carol turned to see if Joe was actually following with her neighbor and felt kind of relieved to see that they were. Joe had one hand on the banister and the other hand was behind Rebecca. It wasn’t rocket science to realize that he was fondling her ass as they came slowly down the stairs.



In the kitchen Joe made a bee-line for the platters Lizzie had unwrapped and, grabbing a plate, heaped quite a pile onto it in very short order.



“You ladies not joining me?”



“No, the girls and I will wait for your friends to arrive,” Lizzie answered before the others could.



In truth, Carol had butterflies in her stomach and even watching Joe eat was almost too much for her. From the look on her face, Rebecca felt just the same. Carol sidled over to her and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze.



“That’s what I like to see, you girls being friendly and supportive of each other. Real teamwork. You’re going to need that tonight and the rest of the weekend.” He laughed uproariously at his own humor, and then noticed that Carol and Rebecca were only weakly smiling instead of joining in with his laugh.



In an instant the smile dropped from his face and he walked or, as Carol thought, swaggered, over to the two of them.



“Listen, girls. This little get together here is Phil’s thank you to me for giving him the deputy mayor position. You are here as my thank you to my team for getting us both elected. Now, are you going to let me down?”



“No,” Carol responded quickly and Rebecca echoed her.



“Good girls. Now, for an old man’s sake, try to look forward to the weekend. You agreed to be here, now show willing, okay?”



“Of course, Joe, it’s just a little tough on them this first time.”



Lizzie’s intervention caused Joe to chortle even more. He went back to his food and Lizzie looked sternly at them, raising an eyebrow. They both nodded—the warning had been given and received.



At that moment, the gate buzzer sounded again, the rest of the guests for the weekend were now arriving.



Within minutes the whole of the important staff of the mayor’s office was filling the kitchen and tucking into the buffet lunch with gusto. Carol tried to keep the names straight in her head and keep track of the number of men present. She wasn’t sure if there was eight or nine.  She and the others were kept busy supplying them with food and drinks. Slowly the party spilled over into the dining room and out onto the deck. Carol felt several men casually grope her ass as she walked past. At one point she saw one openly fondling Susie’s left boob as she stood there helpless, with a tray of food in each hand. Carol could see she was laughing it off, but Joe suddenly motioned for his man to stop and he did, allowing Susie to escape.



Obviously the rules Lizzie had lain down for the afternoon were still in force. Carol was pleased to see that Rebecca was smiling now, even though she was quite obviously being groped just as much as she was herself. Lizzie was also coming in for similar treatment, although the hostess was rarely far from Joe’s side. Mind you, it was Joe’s hand that was doing much of the groping there, though.



Finally, the demand for the buffet wound down and Lizzie made sure the men all had a drink in their hands before she stepped into a small clear space on the deck and clapped her hands for attention.



 











Chapter 35



 



“Gentlemen, if I may have your attention, please.”



It took a couple of minutes for the hubbub of conversation to die down and the last of the revelers to join the rest of the party on the deck.



“As you know, this weekend retreat is to celebrate Joe’s re-election as mayor of this city.”



A cheer went up from the clustered guys.



“And, as you also know, myself and my friends are here to pander to your
 every
 wish throughout the weekend, too.”



A louder cheer followed this. Lizzie waited for the men to fall silent again.



“However, there are rules. My friends are all married women. Well, Susie isn’t but that’s not for lack of trying.”



Laughter echoed and Susie dropped a surprisingly elegant curtsey.



“Please treat them like ladies and not like anything else. This afternoon is strictly hands off as you get to know us all a little better.”



An exaggerated mock sigh followed this.



“I promise you that after an early supper you will not be disappointed.”



“Here, here.” Joe stepped forward to flank Lizzie.



“Of course, when she said hands off, she meant hands out, didn’t you, Lizzie darling?”



He was clearly fondling one cheek of her ass as he said this which emphasized exactly what he meant. There was a collective chuckle.



“Now, let’s meet our lovely hostess and her friends properly, gentlemen. I warn you, though, I have staked first choice with the luscious Rebecca over there.”



For the next hour, the four women circulated around the deck and chatted with all of the men present. It was exactly like an afternoon cocktail party, except for the strong current of sexual tension in the air and the continual excuses each of the men used to grope either their asses or, more rarely, their breasts. Carol had to admit that most of the guys were pretty smooth and found that she didn’t particularly object to the gentle caresses she received. After the previous few weeks she knew well enough that it could be a lot worse, a lot, lot worse indeed.



Finally Lizzie stepped forward and clapped her hands together again.



* * * *



“Now that we all know each other, I think it’s time to take that to the next level. It seems a pity that there is so much formality about this friendly gathering.”



Carol could not help snorting to herself; she had never been felt up so much at any kind of formal gathering, actually not at any gathering, formal or not, for that matter.



“I think it’s time that we put the hot tub here to good use. After all, the sun is shining and I don’t think a hot tub should stand empty when there are several beautiful women standing around who could grace it, do you?”



A round of applause greeted this, more enthusiastic than polite.



“Now, I think we should let the gentlemen decide who is going into the tub first, don’t you, ladies?”



Lizzie continued before anyone could answer.



“Let’s have a show of hands, please. Sorry, guys, you can only vote once.”



Polite laughter echoed around the deck and Carol could see the eyes of each man looking appraisingly round, wondering which one would be asked to remove the dress first.



“So, who would vote for the delectable Susie to get into the hot tub first?”



Joe’s hand shot up and the rest of the men followed their leader. Carol realized the vote had been rigged and, as far as the men present were concerned, what Joe wanted, Joe got.  The animalistic power of the man was magnified by the power he effortlessly exerted over the other men. Unconsciously she licked her lips and then colored slightly, realizing he was watching her. He smiled; she couldn’t help herself, so smiled back.
 The power of the man!



Susie stepped forward, not into the middle of the deck but straight in front of Joe.



“Would you help me with the dress, please, lover. I think the zip is stuck.”



“Of course I will, sweetie, but is there anything else you would like me to help you with?” As he spoke his hand traced down her back, pulling the zip effortlessly down.



He pushed the straps off her shoulders and the front of the dress cascaded down to reveal the pale rose colored bikini top. His hands came forward to push the dress from her hips, caressing the naked skin of her taut belly as he did so. Susie shivered and the dress dropped clear to the floor revealing the thin matching bottoms that covered rather than concealed. There was a chorus of gasps and low whistles as the tall blonde bent gracefully to pick up her dress and deposit it over the back of a chair.



The crowd on the deck parted to allow access and Susie paraded slowly and sensuously through the gap toward the edge of the hot tub from which someone had already removed the covers. Suddenly she stopped and looked back over her shoulder, smiling as she saw that every face was turned to watch her nearly naked ass.



“Oops. I forgot. I’m still wearing my stockings. Silly me.”



The deliberate fake comment caused ribald laughter all round the deck but this soon stilled as she bent over at the waist and proceeded to slowly, ever so slowly, push the stockings down her long legs until they bunched just above her shoes.



The deliberate show caused the string at the rear of the bottoms to slide clear up the crack of her ass leaving both globes bare. Several whistles followed as she unbuckled the shoes and stepped out of them before finally removing the stockings and stepping into the shallow end of the hot tub.



“Oh! This is nice, so hot.”



Again her playful campiness shone through and all eyes were riveted on her as she stepped into the deeper middle of the pool and turned to face the rest of the group. The water was above her knees and the rose colored bikini accentuated the sleek smoothness of her skin. Carol was surprised to see the bottoms were still opaque, she was pretty sure her own wouldn’t be. She ignored the hand that was gently fondling her ass as she watched Susie sit back into the still water of the hot tub facing the entire crowd.



“Silly me again. I’ve forgotten to turn the bubbles on.”



She surged back to her feet and the entire group gasped as her standing position revealed to the men present a startling change in her bikini. The rose colored bikini top was now merely a rose colored tint to the blonde’s breasts, as it had gone instantly transparent when wet. Everyone could clearly see her dark pink nipples pointing at them through the transparent fabric. Almost in unison all the pairs of eyeballs clicked down to check out the bikini bottoms. None of the men were disappointed either. The bottoms were just as transparent as the top and you could even make out the trimmed patch of blonde curls through the fabric. Her slit was clearly visible as she posed for a few seconds to allow everyone to enjoy the view before reaching for the controls, turning the jets on and relaxing back into her sitting position in the tub.



The pressure of the hand on Carol’s buttock had increased during Susie’s deliberate display and she became aware with a start it wasn’t her unknown admirer. She had been pressing her ass back into his hand and realized he was holding his hand still, and she was slowly grinding her ass into it. She flushed and stopped, pulling away slightly breathless.



“So, my dear. Are you enjoying yourself today?”



Joe had come up beside her, unnoticed. Over his shoulder she could see two of the men were now sitting on the deck just beyond the tub chatting with Susie.



“Yes, thank you, Mister Mayor.”



“Please don’t be formal with me, young lady. You know you should call me Joe just as everyone else does.”



“Sorry, Joe.”



“Your husband likes to fish?”



“Actually, he doesn’t go fishing that often. I think this is the first time he has since we got married. He was like a little boy on Christmas this morning.”



Carol was relaxing talking to this charming powerful man. She knew he would turn the conversation round to either sex or her body shortly but she realized she didn’t mind. Susie had quite deliberately, and undoubtedly scripted, set the tone for the afternoon and Carol knew her role within it.



“So, do you think his bait will land him any fish?”



“I hope so.”



“I think your bait will land you many fish, or rather fishing poles!”



“Possibly you’re right, Joe, but I don’t think my bait is as nice as Susie’s and is certainly not as large or enticing as Lizzie’s.”



The mayor roared with laughter and several heads turned to see why. Carol smiled at Joe and found she was almost basking in the attention she was getting.



“You are just as delectable as I remember, sweetheart. I am going to enjoy this evening. And tomorrow.”



Joe had stepped close to her and rested his hand on her hip. It didn’t stay there long as he slowly slid it around and lower to firmly grasp the cheek of her ass and pull her close into him. She could feel his semi-hard dick pressing against her thigh as he kneaded the soft flesh of the globe of her ass cheek. Her breath caught as she looked into his eyes, knowing he could see her own desire building there. Embarrassed, she looked away and after a moment he let go and took a step back.



“Later, my darling. Later.”



Despite herself, she shivered.



 











Chapter 36



 



After a half an hour or so of mingling, as Lizzie had described it the previous day during preparations for the weekend, there was a natural break in the hum of conversation and Lizzie spoke up into the silence.



“We don’t really want poor Susie turning into a prune in all that hot water, do we?”



Following the obligatory chuckles, all eyes turned to watch as the young blonde rose gracefully to her feet in the middle of the hot tub. The continued immersion had literally painted the transparent bikini onto her body and the rose tinted panels concealed nothing at all. There were several whistles as she was revealed in all her glory, the strings of the bikini merely outlining and drawing all eyes to the areas covered by the transparent cloth.



“Carol, would you be so kind?”



Just outside the patio door there was a hook on which were hanging several white toweling robes and Carol took one, walking casually toward the hot tub and her expectant neighbor. This was scripted; both Carol and Lizzie knew what they were supposed to do. There were still two men sitting near the hot tub and Carol addressed them.



“Would you like to rejoin the party, gentlemen? I wouldn’t want you to get splashed.”



Laughing, and realizing there was a plan in action, the two stood and rejoined the party, leaving the deck area clear around Carol and Susie as the latter now emerged dripping from the hot tub.



“We don’t want you catching cold, dear, do we?” Carol said to general chuckles as she wrapped the near naked girl in the toweling robe.



“Oh, no, perhaps you would rub me dry?”



How Susie kept a straight face as she hammed it up for the audience was beyond Carol and she quickly turned her back on the group to hide her own giggles. She began to slowly rub the robe over Susie’s body, in an apparent attempt to get the other woman dry. Of course, the fact that she continually circled the blonde, paying special attention to the breast, ass and groin areas, wasn’t lost on the audience. Susie’s staged shudders, shivers and occasional moans helped to convey the correct impression. After a couple of minutes, Carol continued to follow the script.



“This wet costume will have to come off.”



A roar of applause echoed across the garden as Susie turned with her back to the rest of the people, undid the belt of the robe and opened it wide to completely conceal Carol from the rest of the audience. Carol worked quickly, untying all of the knots that held the flimsy material in place and pulling them clear of Susie’s body. She could not help but notice Susie’s arousal at this point. When, again according to Lizzie’s script, she leaned forward and trailed her finger up the wet slit of Susie’s sex, the blonde’s shuddering reaction was visible to all. A moment later, Carol tossed the wet scraps of cloth over Susie’s head to land on the deck behind her.



“Now, where’s your dress? Rebecca, would you bring her dress, please?”



The third smiling member of this act now stepped forward carrying Susie’s dress. She stepped behind the cover of the toweling robe that Susie was still holding out, so now only Susie’s head and the others’ feet could be seen. Quickly Rebecca undid Carol’s dress and as Carol bent over so that nothing showed over the top of the toweling barrier, she slipped out of the dress before taking Susie’s dress from Rebecca who walked back into the open, holding Carol’s dress to a roar of applause.



Carol positioned the dress she now held ready to pull it over Susie’s head, and nodded to the blonde who immediately let go of the robe allowing it to fall to the ground behind her, revealing her totally nude back to the watching men. They all had only a couple of seconds to admire the sleek naked curves before Susie stretched her arms out and Carol whipped the dress on, over and down, concealing the naked body from their eyes. The zip still gapped at the back so Susie turned around, the loose front of the dress billowing slightly as she did so, allowing Carol to do the zip up.



Every single man present, of course, now knew that Susie was nude under the dress. The blonde was somewhat flushed and breathless as she now stood aside to allow the men an uninterrupted view of Carol who struck a pose in her miniscule lemon bikini, although she was still wearing her stockings and heels.



Susie solved this problem for her neighbor and knelt down at her feet, slowly and sensuously brushed the thin nylon down Carol’s legs before helping her off with the heels and stockings.



“You’re excitement is showing, pet.”



Carol was aware of the problem. Her own arousal had made her wet rather than moist, and she knew it had soaked into the bikini bottoms, making them almost transparent.



“They’ll be fully transparent shortly.”



Carol sighed as Susie finished the task and she turned, revealing how deeply the rear string had pulled into the crack of her ass, and daintily stepped down into the hot tub. Unlike Susie, she remained seated in the water once she sat down and the men had fewer clues about her bikini turning transparent. She looked down at her body to confirm that it had and then leaned back against the side of the tub with her eyes closed and her arms akimbo.



Meanwhile, Susie was still the center of attention as she had sat on one of the wooden chairs, nonchalantly crossing her legs, foot to knee, showing a long expanse of leg as she pulled her stocking on and fastened her high-heeled shoe on her dainty foot. She re-crossed her legs to repeat the process, seemingly inadvertently revealing even more leg before looking up at her audience with a raised eyebrow. As she stood, she got a round of applause.



She hadn’t quite finished, though, and she stepped over to the controls of the hot tub with her back to the men.



“I don’t think you really need the bubbles, sweetie.”



Bending over, keeping her legs absolutely straight, she reached down to the floor level controls. Her skirt flew up her legs, almost revealing everything, as the guys collectively gasped at the show. She turned the jets off and stood up before wandering back to
 mingle
 again.



Carol was still sitting there in the hot tub, eyes closed and arms spread along the back wall of the tub and, with the water still, several of the men realized her transparent bikini would offer no barrier to their eyes. They began to drift closer to stand over and look down at the almost totally exposed woman.



Taking the chance, Lizzie and Rebecca dashed inside for a quick rest stop, leaving Susie standing at the rail looking out over the garden sipping on a glass of wine. She wasn’t alone for long. Joe had spotted an opportunity and had no intention of letting it slip.



* * * *



“So, are you enjoying yourself, my dear?”



The old mayor was now leaning against the rail to the side of her and he draped his arm comfortably around her waist.



Susie half turned and smiled at him.



“Yes, the dip was very invigorating.”



“So was getting dry and dressed, I think.”



The blonde did not have to feign the slight shudder that ran down her spine, nor did it go unnoticed to her that his arm had slipped from her waist and his hand was running over the smooth contours of her ass cheeks as he talked to her. Unconsciously, she pushed back against the gentle pressure, heightening the sensation.



“So, you enjoyed it then.”



Joe’s hand was now travelling down over the thin fabric of her dress, trailing down to the hem of her dress. Within moments, the hand was travelling back up again, this time brushing softly up the naked skin of the back of her thigh, under the dress. She shifted her weight unselfconsciously, deliberately spreading her legs slightly apart to allow him access to his intended destination.



Felling her movement, Joe smiled and his hand moved from the back of her thigh to the soft pliable flesh on the inside of the leg nearest him, only an inch or so below her pussy.



“This kind of thing excites you, doesn’t it?”



“Yes,” she gasped helplessly as his fingers found her wet slit and she opened her legs to accommodate his onslaught.



“You know it does, it’s not like you haven’t done this before.”



“True, but not in front of as many people. You are very wet.”



Joe had positioned himself carefully so that the bulk of his body hid his actions from the rest of the guys, his fingers continuing to work their magic on the tall blonde’s pussy as the others clustered around Carol. Unaware of the action on the deck, they were more interested in trying to get Carol to stand up in order to show off her body to them.



Only Lizzie and Rebecca, who had returned to the deck, were actually paying attention to what Joe was doing as he continued to manipulate the excited blonde closer and closer to the point of orgasm.



Susie was squirming and, in response to a whispered sssh from Joe, was trying to keep the noises she made to an absolute minimum. From Rebecca’s viewpoint one entire cheek of Susie’s smooth ass was exposed, Joe’s arm having lifted the dress out of the way as he strove for access.



Looking back over his shoulder, he beckoned Rebecca over to stand near them just as Susie’s orgasm finally arrived. Her stifled groans were clearly audible to Rebecca but did not carry to the group around the hot tub. The one man who did look round was intercepted by Lizzie who struck up a conversation with him.



Finally, Susie’s shudders subsided and Joe withdrew his fingers and the dress fell back into place. Joe looked at his glistening fingers coated as they were in Susie’s juices.



“I’ll get you a hand towel.”



“No need,” said Joe as he extended the fingers toward Rebecca’s face. Realizing what he wanted, she closed her eyes and closed her lips around the fingers sucking the pungent but sweet tasting juices of her neighbor off the mayor’s pudgy fingers.



“Thank you, my dear.”



The incorrigible mayor moved away to join the group surrounding Carol.



* * * *



Before long it was time for the next choreographed act in Lizzie’s plan and Carol stood up in the hot tub to reveal exactly the same amount as Susie had. There were a couple of changes to the action from last time, though. This time it was Rebecca who rubbed Carol dry and, as per instructions, paid even more attention to the intimate parts of Carol’s body. When Carol dropped the robe to reveal her naked back, she was left exposed for longer than Susie had been and Rebecca finally helped her into her dress before revealing her own blue bikini.



Susie helped Carol remove Rebecca’s stockings and shoes, taking far longer to do so, and being much more sensuous as they did so. Finally, as Rebecca stepped into the hot tub, it was Susie who just as sensuously pulled the stockings up Carol’s legs and fastened on her high heels.



Thirty minutes later it was Lizzie’s turn to pay a visit to the hot tub, and this time Rebecca stayed in the water whilst Susie and Carol slowly stripped Lizzie down to her thin green bikini and the two women sat side by side in the tub, still with the jets turned off as the men continued to ogle them.



Finally, the two women emerged from the hot tub to be wrapped in their robes and Lizzie spoke up again.



“Gentlemen, I must ask you to entertain yourselves for the next hour. The girls and I have to get ready for the evening’s entertainment. So we’ll see you again in the den at around six. The food is in the kitchen, the drinks along the bar. Please feel free to relax. This evening’s entertainment will be quite exhilarating, I am sure, and equally quite exhausting.”



The four women made their way through the crowd and disappeared into the house.



 











Chapter 37



 



Just over an hour later, most of the guys had settled into the large den in Lizzie’s house and were busy chatting, drinking and wondering what the next phase of the
 retreat
 would be. Speculation was rife but the only one in the room involved in the planning, Joe, kept a diplomatic silence. Finally, his mobile buzzed a text message which he looked at and then rose to his feet.



“Gentlemen, the ladies are now ready for the next part of our weekend’s entertainment. Lizzie has graciously consented to compere a fashion show for us. Please give her a warm welcome. Gentlemen, our hostess for the evening, Lizzie!”



All eyes were riveted on the doorway as Lizzie gracefully sashayed into the opening. She looked absolutely stunning in a long black evening gown. The stain finish material swept from shoulder to ankle. However, the front dipped almost to navel level and was held partly closed at the level of her breasts by a single thin strap. The group applauded and she dropped a small curtsey before twirling to show them the rear, confirming the dress was backless clear down to the swell of her buttocks. Her movement also betrayed the fact that the sides were split to thigh level. She was stunning, radiant, and quite obviously naked underneath except for her stockings. When the applause finally died down she moved to the side of the doorway.



“Gentlemen, please enjoy the show tonight. Our models have selected their outfits specifically to demonstrate to you how they could fulfill
 all
 your fantasies.”



The emphasis on the word all wasn’t lost on her audience who were trying to keep track of the way her nipples tented the front of her dress and the doorway waiting for the first of the other women to appear.



“Gentlemen, today Rebecca is going to show you
 exactly
 how the perfectly dressed businesswoman should appear and
 perform
 in the office.”



Again, most of the men in the room caught the emphasis on certain words and, as a result, wildly applauded when a frankly demure-looking Rebecca appeared in the doorway. She was wearing a navy business suit over a cream cotton blouse. Her skirt, although slit at the side, was short but not excessively so for the work place, and the jacket fastened with one button was tailored to emphasize her bust. Her stocking-clad legs ended in elegant navy heels which again were not too excessive, perhaps only two inches high.



She walked to the middle of the room and pirouetted in front of the audience, standing there, one hand on hip with that hip thrust out to the side. Sexy enough to get another look in the office but not exactly the raunchy display they were expecting.



Joe stood up, moving over to her, and the other men relaxed as they realized something else was about to happen.



“Tell me, Rebecca, that looks very nice, but do you always work in a jacket?”



“Well, sir, usually I hang my jacket over the back of my chair like any good secretary does.”



She pantomimed, looking around.



“But I don’t see a chair.”



The audience chuckled.



“Then let me hold your jacket for you.”



“Oh, thank you, sir.”



Rebecca wiggled her ass as she turned from her side-on position facing Joe to face the rest of the room, and flicked open the large button which had been holding the jacket closed before shrugging it back off her shoulders. There was a chorus of low whistles as she slowly turned around, showing them the back of the blouse. Unlike the silk front the back was thin lace and the lack of a bra strap across her back was clearly visible. She handed the jacket to Joe as she turned to face him again.



“What do you consider your office duties as a secretary are then, Rebecca?”



“
 Anything
 my boss wants me to do… As long as he asks nicely.”



“So, what do you do if the office starts to get a bit warm?”



Without answering, Rebecca reached up and undid the top two buttons on her blouse.



“Warmer than that.”



Another two buttons were flicked open, leaving only the bottom three holding it closed.



“Warmer still?”



Now only the bottom button held the blouse closed, although it was still tucked into the waistband of her pleated skirt. She turned to face her audience as Joe moved around behind her.



“Now, what do you do if the boss says ‘stand still’?”



“That’s an easy one… I stand still.”



“Then stand still, please, Rebecca.”



“Okay.”



All of the eyes in the room were now focused on Rebecca’s cleavage, revealed by the gape of the blouse. Joe moved close behind her and, from the rustling sound and the way the blouse jiggled, they all guessed he was pulling it out from the skirt at the back. His hands came into view, completing the process at the sides and finally at the front. When his hands met they reached for the final button and popped that open, allowing the blouse to hang to the sides.



Rebecca stayed motionless except for the small shudder that passed down her body as Joe’s hands began to caress the smooth flesh of her belly. After a minute he grasped the edges of the blouse and drew them further and further apart, exposing more and more of Rebecca to the hungry eyes of the watching men. Finally, the blouse was hanging limply to the sides and her breasts were completely exposed. Another chorus of whistles went round the room as they drank in the sight and watched as her button nipples hardened and crinkled even further to their fullest extent. Lizzie watching from the side was impressed by the way Rebecca maintained her poise and the smile never left the other woman’s face. She could feel her own juices beginning to flow as she watched the disrobement of her neighbor.



Joe had undone the catch at the top of Rebecca’s skirt as he pulled the blouse free, allowing the waistband to slacken off so he could pull the blouse free. Now his hand disappeared behind the woman and all ears heard the sound of the zip being pulled down. Although the skirt looked tight it was a long zip, and with gravity playing a part, the skirt slid gently down Rebecca’s long legs to display her underwear.



Rebecca was now wearing only a pair of pale blue panties, her black hold-ups and heels. As she stood there with her legs slightly parted you could just make out a slightly darker spot on the crutch of the panties where her juices had soaked through.



“Excellent, my dear. You make a very good secretary and now I would like to
 make
 that secretary!”



Joe held out his hand and Rebecca dropped a curtsey to the other men before allowing Joe to lead her over to his large chair. He gently pulled her into his lap, sitting sideways facing the rest of the room. One hand caressed her thigh and the other closed over her breast as he began to kiss her gently on the lips.



“Gentlemen, our next models represent two other faces of the American woman today. We have Carol who is our cook and Susie who is our decorator.”



On cue, the other members of the quartet entered the room. Carol was wearing a striped apron over the top of denim shorts and a t-shirt. Susie was wearing dungarees over a cut off white t-shirt.



There was polite applause as the two entered but their outfits were not particularly sexy so eyes wandered back over to where Joe was making out with Rebecca. They clicked back as soon as they saw what Carol and Susie had started to do as soon as they reached the middle of the cleared floor.



Watching the two women as they embraced and kissed was more than the men had expected. Through lidded eyes, Rebecca watched her neighbors as Joe’s hungry mouth clamped down over her proffered nipple.



Carol wrapped her arms around Susie’s neck, kissing the taller blonde hungrily. Susie returned the kiss but placed her arms around Carol’s waist, allowing her hands to slowly rub the small of her back. Carol pretended to swoon into her partner’s arms as those hands moved down to the cheeks of her ass. In truth, it wasn’t much of a pretense. She was enjoying the attention Susie was giving her and she could feel the pressure of the men’s eyes watching her as Susie continued to toy with her body.



As they kissed, the two women slowly shuffled round to display their outfits in their entirety. With her back to the audience, Carol felt Susie pull the t-shirt clear of her shorts and she unlaced her own arms to bring them down to Susie’s shoulders. As they continued to turn, she worked on the buckles of the dungarees and finally, with Susie facing away from the audience, threw the two loose straps back over Susie’s shoulders to a roar of applause from the voyeuristic group.



A load moan came from the far side of the room and everybody, including Carol and Susie, turned to watch as Rebecca thrust her pelvis up, allowing her legs to fall further apart as Joe’s hand slid inside her soaked panties. Realizing the sudden hush was down to her, Rebecca’s eyes flew open and she blushed, but soon everyone’s attention was on the two girls making out in front of them.



Carol had pushed the dungarees down to Susie’s waist leaving only the thin cut off t-shirt above the waist. In the meantime, Susie had worked her partner’s t-shirt up until it was rolled up just below the bust line. They broke the kiss and gazed into each other’s eyes before Susie moved quickly to roll Carol’s t-shirt up above her bra-less breasts. Still hidden from the front by the apron, they were exposed from the side view. All the men now held their breath as Susie stretched her arms up above her head to allow Carol to remove her t-shirt. Carol ripped it up and over Susie’s head but left her arms angled in it above her head.



As she lowered her face to the blonde’s exposed and vulnerable breast, taking the nipple between her teeth, Carol heard a roar of approval and inwardly shuddered as her own arousal rose another notch.



Soon Susie had worked her hands behind the apron and was massaging Carol’s breasts whilst Carol continued to suck on Susie’s nipples. Carol’s hands weren’t idle either. Slowly, excruciatingly slowly from the point of view of their audience, Susie’s dungarees were being inched down from her waist exposing a pair of white cotton panties. As the dungarees hit the floor and Susie stepped out of them, her hands moved down behind the apron to undo the popper on Carol’s shorts and the room echoed to the sound of the zip being drawn down.



Moments later, Carol’s shorts joined Susie’s costume on the floor and Susie moved behind Carol to undo the tie cords on the apron, baring her partner’s breasts to the audience who now resumed whooping and cheering at the sight, transformed from ordinary housewives to sexy temptresses.



Lizzie now stepped forward to a position where the other two flanked her, holding a small canvas draw string bag.



“If I can have your attention, please?”



As she spoke a low moan escaped from Rebecca’s mouth and they all laughed as the fourth member of the group writhed on Joe’s penetrating fingers.



“In this bag are a set of pool balls. I want each of you in turn to draw a ball. There is a prize for whoever draws the white ball or the black ball. So please pass it round.”



It took only a minute for the men to pass the small sack around and draw a ball each. Finally, the Sanitation Commissioner and the Police Chief emerged with the prizes.



Lizzie went to speak but Susie interrupted her by placing a finger to Lizzie’s lips.



“Would the two winners please come forward?”



The two middle-aged men came to stand at the front and Susie motioned them to stand behind herself and Carol who was smiling wickedly.



“There is a slight change to our running order tonight that our hostess isn’t aware of yet. In a moment, Carol will set a timer going which will count down ten minutes. When that timer goes off the two gentlemen behind us will join us upstairs in the first bedroom on the right. We need that long to prepare our black and white surprises for them.”



Everyone’s faces displayed their disappointment at losing the draw. The two men moved forward slightly, both placing their hands on the hips of the near naked woman in front of them. Carol couldn’t help it and shivered.



“Lizzie had planned for Rebecca to be center stage whilst we got ourselves ready but I’m afraid she is otherwise occupied at the moment.”



Rebecca heard her own name mentioned and moaned in counterpoint, unable and unwilling to prevent the assault on her vulnerable pussy by the mayor.



“So, whilst we go and get ready, the two gentlemen here will entertain themselves, and you, by undressing Lizzie for you to enjoy after they come up to enjoy their main prize.”



There was a roar of approval from the gathered men and Lizzie contrived to look suitably embarrassed.



With that, Carol and Susie disentangled themselves from their two escorts and Carol flicked the button on the kitchen timer brought into the room for the purpose. As they left the room, all eyes turned to Lizzie as the two men on either side of her stepped closer to her.



 











Chapter 38



 



As the two women dashed up the stairs, they could hear the cheering and clapping in the room they had just left.



“Do you think Lizzie will be upset with the change of plans?”



Susie laughed.



“Who’s idea did you think the change actually was?”



“Oh!…”



“She wanted to get Rebecca involved quickly so arranged with Joe what would happen to her. She re-briefed me to change the running order since she didn’t want Rebecca getting gang-banged on the first evening. Sorry we didn’t have time to clue you in.”



Susie giggled wickedly.



“Rebecca’s gang-bang can wait till tomorrow! Come on, we haven’t got long.”



The underwear they needed to wear was laid out ready for them on the bed in the master bedroom; the other props were ready, too. They had less than ten minutes to complete the preparations for their own part in the evening’s activities.



* * * *



Meanwhile, downstairs, Lizzie, despite her feigned reluctance, was enjoying herself as the two men closed in from either side.



John, the Chief of Police swung her round to face him, side on to the other men, whilst Steve, the other draw winner, pushed up close to her from behind, sandwiching her between them. Lizzie shivered as she could feel the closeness of the two men. Steve put his hands on her hips, John cupped her face in his hands, leaned in and kissed her. Powerless to stop them, she stood passively as John moved his hands onto her shoulders and the two men began to caress her. She shivered again.



Steve’s hand, on the side facing the audience, moved lower and slowly pulled the fabric of the dress toward him. The split on that side opened automatically and very quickly the watchers were treated to an expanse of naked thigh above her black stocking tops. John, meanwhile, had maneuvered one of his hands between himself and Lizzie and had popped the snapper on the single strap that held the two fronts of the dress closed. John looked past her into Steve’s face, nodded, and the two men turned her to face the audience once more.



The front of the dress now gaped open to well below Lizzie’s cute little belly button. The entirety of her impressive cleavage was on display; indeed, both her breasts were in danger of popping into view at any moment. Both men leaned in and brushed the soft fabric of the front of the dress below her hips toward the middle. This time both slits opened and Lizzie adjusted her stance to allow more than just a glimpse of both thighs through the slit.



She expected them to expose her breasts to the chorus of catcalls, but they didn’t. Instead, they turned her again, this time to face away from the audience.  The two men continued to tease their friends by lifting the back of the ankle length dress until the back of both of Lizzie’s thighs were exposed.



There was a chorus of
 higher, higher,
 and finally she felt the cool air of the room touch her buttocks. At that moment, she knew the dress was all the way up to her waist and her naked ass was on display. The applause was deafening. She glanced at the timer, three minutes to go. The dress fabric cascaded down into place and the two men were now standing in front of her, looking back toward the audience.



“Shall we take the dress off her now, boys?”



The shouts of
 Yes
 and
 Off
 resounded around the room and both men smiled at her. Lizzie shuddered and smiled back. The moment was now and she was ready, the moisture she could feel trickling onto her thighs told her that.



The men acted in unison, surprising since they had been picked at random. Each extended one hand to her shoulder and brushed the wide straps down onto her arms. With little to hold it against gravity, Lizzie merely stood still as the soft fabric fell down at the sides. At the front it caught on her nipples for a second but the weight of the fabric was too much to do anything other than snag for a moment. The two men’s eyes swiveled downward to feast on her now exposed chest, her nipples sticking straight out proudly.



Catching at her hips, the dress swathed her lower body but not for long as the two hands that had pushed the dress clear of her shoulder continued to travel down her arms until they could pull the dress free. Finally, the dress hit the floor leaving her naked, apart from her stockings and heels.



“Turn around. Turn her around!”



The chorus went up and, with grins on their faces, the two men slowly turned her to face the rest of the audience. The whole room went wild, even Rebecca and Joe joined in the cheering as the men feasted their eyes on the naked body of the deputy mayor’s wife.



At that moment, as if on cue, the timer buzzer sounded and Lizzie spoke over her shoulder to the men behind her.



“Your presence is required upstairs, gentlemen. Enjoy.”



She smiled at them.



“And, by the way, when you have had your fill, fetch another couple up to take your places. You’ll know why.”



Lizzie chuckled and then gasped as the two men slowly pushed her forward toward the couch where three of their companions waited for her. As they guided her into the willing hands of the waiting men, the other two turned and made for the doorway.



* * * *



Carol and Susie heard the two men coming up the stairs, and smiled reassuringly at each other. It hadn’t taken them long to get ready, the props had needed a little fiddling with but they had been ready before the buzzer sounded downstairs. Lizzie’s sign had been pinned to the outside of the door and the two women heard the men come to stop outside the door. One voice was heard reading the sign aloud.



It should be obvious which is black and which is white. Use the level of lighting that you wish but do not close the drapes.



“This sounds like fun.”



Slowly, behind the two women, the door, purposely left ajar, was pushed open and, for the first time, the two men could see exactly what the two women had planned. Actually, what Lizzie had planned and Carol and Susie had agreed to.



“Wow!”



Carol knew what the scene looked like. She had played out her own fantasy in a very similar way only a few weeks earlier. That time had been with her husband, this time it was with a relative stranger. This time there would be another couple of people present too, doing exactly the same thing.



The shudder began at the base of her spine and travelled all the delicious way up her spine to her shoulders, jiggling her white lace clad breasts against the window. Her long legs, as ever, accentuated by the high heels and white stockings could hardly move, there was little slack in the nylon cords that fastened each of her ankles to the bottom corners of the beds. Her arms were suspended over her head in handcuffs wrapped around the curtain pole. She knew the back strap of her otherwise strapless bra, the back of her garter-belt and the tiny rear triangle of her tie-on white knickers was the only covering she had from the viewpoint of John as he approached.



“So, what is it I’m supposed to do to you in this position?”



John sounded amused but, as he pressed his body against hers, she could feel his erection pressing into the crack of her backside.



“Anything you want.”



“Why the mention of the lights?”



“This window overlooks the city. It’s up to you how many people you expose us to, if they happen to look this way.”



“Hm… Interesting. What do you think, Steve?”



Steve had moved up behind an equally trussed Susie in front of the other window, the only difference being Susie’s matching black underwear.



“Not too much light. I don’t mind showing every inch of these delectable young ladies but I’m not sure I would want my face seen.”



Steve had reached round to caress Susie’s right breast as he spoke and Carol watched, fascinated, as Susie writhed against him.



“Good point. Let’s leave the lights low, shall we.”



John’s hand snaked round between Carol’s body and the glass. She leaned back against him to allow the access, and was rewarded as his finger and thumb pinched her nipple through the thin lace. Nothing could prevent the involuntary movement and her ass writhed against his penis in anticipation of what was to come.



* * * *



Lizzie gasped as she felt someone’s hand try to worm its way between her thighs, probing for her sex. Her back arched pushing her mound up to meet the hand as her legs parted slightly, allowing the access. Another man knelt at the end of the couch and, taking her arms, drew them out above her head and to either side of his body leaving her completely defenseless. The hands of the three men whose laps she was lying across didn’t need any invitation. Within a minute, she was gasping for breath as three hands caressed her thighs and groin whilst another gently massaged her flat stomach. The other two were cupping and kneading her ample breasts.



The soft moans from her were stifled as the fourth man bent down and smothered her mouth with his, his tongue thrusting roughly past her teeth to search out hers deep within her mouth. Her legs parted further and she was immediately rewarded as she felt a finger push against the outer folds of her labia. As the digit easily penetrated her lubricated slit, her whole body convulsed as a powerful orgasm wracked through her system.



With two upstairs, Joe involved with Rebecca and four with Lizzie, she, for a moment, wondered where the eighth man was. Another pair of hands encircled her ankles even as the thought crossed her mind, locating the missing guy for her.



“Spread her open, Hank. Let’s see the real prize.”



The hands at her ankles pushed her legs forward and open, tenting the knees and automatically splaying her pussy wide open. The finger that was now fucking in and out of her was joined by another and she realized with a start that it came from another hand, probably even from another man.



“Christ, she’s going like a train, boys.”



Lizzie’s hips were thrusting up from the lap beneath her to meet the fingers pummeling in and out of her. Her nipples were hard and she writhed as the hands manipulating her breasts caught at and tweaked them.



“If she’s going like a train it’s time she pulled one.”



Quickly the men rearranged her malleable body. Lizzie was now sitting upright on the lap of the guy in the center. One of the other men moved around in front of her. She knew exactly what was going to happen and, as they lifted her a few inches up off the lap to allow him to position his penis to impale her on the down-stroke, she grinned like a cat that had got the cream.



* * * *



Rebecca had been the first stripped down to her panties but wasn’t entirely naked, not yet. Joe still held her on his lap, his hand deep inside her knickers, his fingers buried in her pussy, his thumb brushing roughly over her clit as he continued to finger-fuck her unmercifully. His other hand was mauling at her breasts and he seemed content to allow the torture to continue indefinitely. This left Rebecca free to watch the action on the couch only a few feet away.



Watching the men maul the naked body of their hostess was having its effect on her as well, and she spread her legs even wider to allow Joe the maximum access possible to her treasures.



“You like watching them, don’t you?”



She hadn’t realized Joe had leaned forward over her shoulder and was watching the action as he whispered to her. Not quite trusting herself to speak as his versatile fingers continued to ply their trade, she licked her lips and nodded.



“I don’t think it’s fair that you still have some covering when your hostess has none.”



“I… suppose… not.”



The words came out in a breathy whisper.



“Be a good girl and stand up so I can strip you, too.”



She needed to use both arms to lever herself into a sitting position, and from there into a standing position facing away from Joe, standing on rubbery legs that threatened to betray her.



“Lose them!”



Delivered at a low volume there was no mistaking the command implicit in his voice. Rebecca’s hands flashed to her waist and stripped the panties down her legs. The soaked gusset caught on her soaking pussy for a moment and she trembled at the sensation this sent coursing through her.



“Turn around”



She did, her legs trembling as she finally faced the mayor naked. Her eyes widened as she realized he’d taken the opportunity to free his rigid dick from its confining clothes. He brought his hand up and made an obscene beckoning gesture, using only the middle finger. She shuddered again and obediently climbed onto his lap facing him, this time her knees dropping naturally to either side of his legs on the chair.



“You know what I want you to do, so go ahead.”



His eyes flashed amusement at her momentary confusion but there was only one thing he could want. Glancing over her shoulder, she could see Lizzie being manhandled into a sitting position, too, and knew that both of them were about to be impaled.



 











Chapter 39



 



John pressed his entire body tightly against Carol, pressing her in turn into the cold glass in front of her. She caught her breath and turned her head to one side in order to breathe. This brought the other couple at the second window into her line of sight. She was panting for breath, unable to breathe deeply enough with her breasts and chest pressed to the glass. The coldness of the glass seeped into every cell of her breasts, her nipples now painfully hard under the combined stimuli of desire and cold.



“How do you want this?”



His words percolated into her brain as if across cotton wool—she was so wrapped up in the physical sensation as well as her memories of that seemingly distant occasion with her husband.



“Up to you, but please hurry.”



“No problem, sweetie.”



She felt his hands move to her hips and knew the bows would be undone in a second. She felt, and was, utterly defenseless to prevent him removing her panties, her only token line of protection. That feeling of helplessness coursed through her and she could not prevent the soft moan that betrayed her feelings escaping her lips. Susie had also turned her head sideways to help her breathing and was watching John’s progress on her friend with rapt attention, even while Steve was coolly manipulating her breasts. Each found what was happening to the other mutually fascinating.



Suddenly the thin fabric ties at her flanks went slack and she knew John had undone the bows. The thin lace scrap didn’t fall away immediately, the pressure of John’s body sandwiching her against the glass ensured that. That final degree of modesty didn’t last long as he moved his penis away from where it had nestled in between the cheeks of her butt and pulled her away from the glass by her hips. Carol felt the tiny piece of lace flutter down between her legs as John rammed himself back into contact with her pushing her back into the glass.



His hands moved quickly, reaching between them for the catch at the back of the bra strap. Within the space of another second the bra strap was undone and John roughly dragged it down and off her breasts, somehow drawing it from between her breasts and the glass by sheer brute strength.



John held her pressed against the glass with one hand in the small of her back as he moved his body away. She knew that her breasts were obscene circles where they mashed into the transparent surface, knew also that anyone watching from the city could see her clearly with even a medium powered pair of binoculars. Below, the natural curve of her body concealed part of her vulva from prying eyes but there would be no doubt in the watcher’s eyes that she was naked.



Steve had completed stripping Susie nude in much the same way and at almost the same time. Carol now watched as he held the slowly writhing blonde against the window with one hand as he fumbled with his own clothes at the same time. Carol realized with a start that her own hips were churning in slow circles as she waited for John to complete the same process behind her.



* * * *



As Rebecca slowly maneuvered herself into the position Joe was demanding of her, she could feel her own juices trickling out onto her vertical thighs. Joe put his arms around behind her, settling his large hands onto the swell of her ass cheeks while staring into her eyes. She could see the amusement twinkling in his eyes as he watched the emotions warring behind hers.



Even being here was humiliating for her, let alone the fact she was about to lower her naked body onto the rigid prick of the mayor in front of all these other men. At the same time, the events of the afternoon and this evening had combined to produce an overwhelming excitement in her, a sexual heat she had never experienced before.



She flinched slightly as her descending labia touched the bulbous head of his rampant organ. She shivered in anticipation as she continued the slow teasing movement, slowly engulfing the head inside her wet pussy. A couple of seconds later she felt the ridge at the back of the head slide past her pussy lips and the lips contract around the shaft. The sensation on top of all of the others during the day was too much for her and she moaned as her body convulsed in an orgasm.



“Look at her go, Joe’s got her heated up all right.”



The comment from one of the men brought her back to earth rather quickly. She suddenly remembered she was doing this in front of a room full of other men, men who would also probably want the same experience from her. Her eyes flew open in shock at the realization only to see Joe still staring at her. She began to tense her muscles to lift herself free in her panic but Joe was ready for her. Somehow he’d sensed her rising doubts and his hands clamped hard onto her buttocks and literally dragged her down to impale herself fully on his hard cock.



“Oh…”



The sigh was forced out of her as she felt him filling her. Her panic subsided and he began to move her up and down on his prick by the simple expedient of lifting and lowering her ass. A minute later she had taken control of the movement herself, establishing a rhythm that suited both of them, all thoughts of flight having fled.



* * * *



A few yards away, Lizzie had fewer reservations about what was happening to her. She and Phil had been planning this weekend for months and it was her chance to directly sample an experience denied to her other than vicariously since her wedding day. As such, she intended to enjoy it to the full. The sudden low moan from the only other woman in the room as Joe brought her to orgasm, merely reinforced her own desire to experience the whole gamut of sexual liaisons on offer in the room.



There were three men sitting on the couch behind her as she slowly lowered herself into the lap of the middle one. One hand was perched for balance on the knee of each of the other men, and she hoped the guy in the middle was aiming his dick at the descending wet pussy above it, otherwise it might be painful for both of them.



There was less finesse in her movements than in Rebecca’s—Lizzie was in a hurry, and she wanted to get laid, badly.



She felt the touch of the man’s cock on her pussy lips and felt them parting to admit it. A moment later, she allowed her body to slip back down into his lap impaling herself in one easy motion on the hardness, allowing her pussy to engulf it.



The men watching were entranced by her beatific smile as she, too, began to establish a rhythm as the man began to lift her up and down on his smoothly sliding cock. As if that stimulation to her already over-heated body wasn’t enough, the two men on either side of her leaned in and began to play with her breasts. The final two men, not to be left out, also moved closer and began to caress and knead the soft flesh on her thighs. This was more than Lizzie could take and, as her body took her over the top into a powerful orgasm, her deep moan was louder than Rebecca’s had been.



The feel of four pairs of hands caressing her as a fifth pair was wrapped around her waist guiding her up and down on the impaling prick was beyond anything she had ever felt before. The moment that first orgasm subsided and she began to come down, she felt the next one beginning to build and, seconds later, crash through her system.



* * * *



Helplessly tied in place and with a male hand holding her pinned against the glass, Carol could only watch as the other man in the room began to ravish her helpless friend.



Having divested himself of his lower clothes, freeing his turgid cock, the man now concentrated on tormenting the willowy blonde tied to the window surround, just as Carol herself was.  Steve lost no time in positioning the length of his dick between Susie’s churning buttocks and leaned forward, pressing Susie into the glass. His hands, now both free, began to plunder the soft resources of her body.



One dipped downward to caress the inside of Susie’s thigh and when she squealed and jumped Carol could only surmise he had pinched the vulnerable flesh. Certainly the portion of his hand visible to Carol wasn’t high enough to allow him to reach the blonde’s equally vulnerable vulva.



The other hand had wormed its way between the glass and the breast nearest Carol and she could see Susie continue to gasp as her delicate nub was pulled and pinched and teased into full hardness. A moment later, still absorbed in the spectacle to the side of her, Carol felt John’s hot rigid length stretch itself along her own ass crack and the pressure on her back eased as he thrust forward. Her hips smacked into the glass and his hands eased into the space above her waist, pulling her top half away from the glass.



The access this afforded to her own sensitive nipples was enough and his hands plundered them unmercifully, all the while his prick was rubbing up and down the crack between the cheeks of her ass. A panic-stricken thought passed through Carol’s mind—
 what if he wants anal?
 This was not something she’d ever considered a possibility but had no idea how to prevent it if that was what he wanted. That helplessness and fear, combined with the stimulation of his touch was enough, and she exploded into her own orgasm a second before she heard the guttural moan that betrayed Susie’s.



 











Chapter 40



 



John allowed the convulsions racking her body to subside before he slowly allowed his body to sink down, enabling him to reposition his penis between her legs. She could feel the hot organ sawing back and forth along the tender lips of her pussy and felt a desperate need for him to put it inside her.



“Please.”



“Please what?”



“Put it in?”



“Put what in?”



He was teasing her and she knew it, but was unable to do anything other than ask him to do what she wanted.



“Please, stop teasing me, put it in…”



“Say what you want.”



“Damn it! Fuck me!”



This last came out much louder than the previously whispered conversation and Carol saw a startled Steve and equally surprised Susie look at her. Carol didn’t care, there was only one thing she wanted at that moment and that was John’s cock buried inside her.



“Please, for God’s sake, do it. Fuck me!”



“Well, as you ask so nicely…”



John breathed the words into her ear as he repositioned himself and then, as she felt it touch her pussy lips, he jerked himself upright, penetrating her in one easy thrust—she was so wet. Carol closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure at the sensation, opening her eyes again to watch as Steve achieved the same thing with the willow blonde a few feet away.



Although her hips were canted back to accept him, the rest of Carol’s body was squashed into the glass of the window. She knew from the previous filmed experience with her husband, her breasts made obscene flattened circles on the window. There was enough light in the room for her to know that anyone watching could see her clearly, although John was probably in shadow. The sheer wantonness of the thought of who knows how many eyes were watching as both she and Susie were forcibly fucked against the window was enough to send her over the edge once more.



* * * *



Things had heated up even further for Lizzie. Unlike her friends upstairs she was now accessing four cocks at once. The one buried in her pussy was still continuing to thrust in and out of her like a piston. One of the other men had bent her forward until her mouth was at the right height. Unceremoniously, and certainly without asking her, he had unzipped his flies and rammed his hard dick into her mouth. It took a minute or so for the two men to coordinate their actions but Lizzie was now being thrust into by two cocks. Meanwhile the other two men, sitting on either side of her, had dragged her hands from their knees where she had been supporting herself to their crotches. Both hands were now curling around and stroking another hard dick each.



The fifth man, unable to continue to access Lizzie’s charms, had crossed the few feet and was now kneeling alongside Rebecca who was continuing to ride the mayor, Joe. He eased his hand in between them and began to massage her left nipple, pinching it softly between his finger and thumb.



“You don’t mind, do you, Joe?”



The mayor merely smiled and held Rebecca’s torso away from him a little to allow more freedom of access. His hands still clasped on her ass, he was pumping her vigorously up and down on his shaft to the accompaniment of a series of moans and groans form the enraptured young woman. Feeling a third and then a fourth hand on her, Rebecca opened her lust-hooded eyes and stared into Joe’s face before looking in wonder at the man manipulating her breasts as she rapidly peaked into another orgasm.



As her moans slowly subsided she realized from the look on Joe’s face that he wasn’t far from cumming himself. Glancing over to where Lizzie was working, she could see from the face of the man she was riding that he, too, wasn’t far off either and, from the look of him, the man enthusiastically thrusting into Lizzie’s mouth wasn’t far behind.



* * * *



Carol knew the sheer eroticism of the situation would not allow John to continue to fuck her for long, unless he was superhuman. As his thrusts began to speed up she knew he unfortunately wasn’t the latter.



From the noises beside her she knew Susie and Steve weren’t far behind her either. John’s thrusts were becoming stronger and faster; each time he drove all the way into her he was lifting her up onto her toes. The next thrust lifted her feet from the ground momentarily and for a split second her entire weight was suspended on her sensitive vagina. She screamed in ecstasy at the sensation and then again as he repeated the movement over and over. She felt him swell inside of her and knew the moment was near.



A couple of seconds later he thrust all the way into her, lifting her off the ground yet again. She felt the first long stream of his sperm shoot deep into her vagina and splash against the entrance to her womb, the sensation pushing her over the edge into another orgasm. Finally, the intolerably pleasurable pressure on her tender slit eased and she hung limply from her hand restraints as John disengaged. She could feel long strings of his sticky sperm, mixed with her own juices, oozing out of her gaping pussy, and trickling down her thighs.



She eased her tender breasts away from the glass of the window, gasping for air as she descended from the high.



Looking to the side she was in time to see something similar happening to the willowy blonde but Susie was too tall for Steve to lift her off her feet in the way John had done to her. A moment later Steve, too, extracted his softening penis from its willing sheath and the two women hung there as the men adjusted their clothing and then turned to leave.



“Aren’t you going to untie us?”



Carol’s question brought a mutual bark of laughter form the two men and Carol heard footsteps rapidly cross the room behind her.



Crack!



A sharp pain spread across the left cheek of her ass where John had smacked it open-palmed and with some force.



“Ow!”



“Hush, my dear. We have every intention of leaving you there for someone else.”



He turned on his heel and the two men left the room leaving the two well-fucked women dangling from the curtain rails, helpless, as trickles of sperm slowly leaked down towards their stocking tops.



* * * *



There was a sudden noise from the doorway but Lizzie couldn’t turn to see what was happening, the prick in her mouth effectively preventing her turning her head. She saw a pair of trouser-covered legs cross behind the man enthusiastically fucking her face and then heard two short whispered conversations on either side of her.



A couple of moments later the men sitting either side of her gently disengaged her hands from their cocks and stood up, to be replaced by two more men sitting down.



Realization flooded into her mind. John and Steve had obviously finished with Carol and Susie and had come down to swap places. She tried to chuckle around the dick in her mouth but it only came out as a choked off gargle. The two men heading upstairs weren’t in Carol’s or Susie’s plan for the evening but Lizzie had included the eventuality in her own. Suddenly, the two men who had sat down next to her, acting on some unseen signal, grabbed hold of her hands and guided them to their crotches.



The dicks she grasped this time weren’t clean and hard, but were soft, slimy with the combined male and female juices.  This didn’t worry Lizzie at all as the extra lubrication helped her slide her hand up and down the male appendages.



At that moment the man in front of her couldn’t hold back any longer and thrust his cock deep into her oral cavity. It touched the back of her throat but couldn’t quite penetrate from that position. Nevertheless, the jets of spunk he shot into her disappeared straight down her throat as if she had swallowed him. Struggling to breathe around the large obstruction in her mouth, Lizzie felt the man she was riding tense up and begin to pump his love juice deep into her vagina.



They both pulled out almost simultaneously and the man underneath her pushed her slightly so that she dropped forward onto her hands and knees on the floor in front of him, gasping for breath. Finally catching her breath, she sat back onto her haunches and became aware of her surroundings once more. All four men were lined up in front of her.



“I think our hostess should do clean up duty, don’t you?”



“I agree, clean ‘em, girl. Then you can clean mine too.”



Lizzie turned her head to see Joe crossing the room to stand in line with his friends whilst the final man in the room had turned Rebecca onto her back and, holding her splayed legs straight up in the air, was plowing into her enthusiastically as his efforts pushed her into the chair.



Smiling to herself, Lizzie part crawled, part shuffled to the far end of the line where the first slimy dick was waiting for her ministrations. As she opened her mouth to accept the
 offering,
 she knew the act itself would get most, if not all of them hard again. Exactly as she hoped it would.



 











Chapter 41



 



The other two men had arrived in the master bedroom and were slowly approaching the two women still hanging suspended in front of the twin windows.



One moved to stand behind Carol and he stretched out a hand and gently caressed the hand shaped red print on her ass where John had slapped it.



“That’s warm. Did you enjoy it?”



Carol shook her head.



“Pity. I thought you might like that sort of thing.  I do.”



Her eyes flew open in shock, knowing if he decided to spank her there and then she wouldn’t be able to stop him—she was defenseless. She shook her head violently, not trusting herself to speak.



“So what will you do if I get you down from there?”



“Anything!”



By now Carol’s arms were hurting from the strain of being suspended for so long. Although her feet were on the floor taking her weight her inner thighs were abnormally stretched by the position and beginning to ache as well. From the look on her face Susie wasn’t in much better shape. Although the blonde was taller, Lizzie and Phil had set her foot restraints correspondingly further apart.



The other guy moved up behind Susie.



“How about you, blondie? Will you do anything if we let you down?”



Susie nodded.



“So, where are the keys to the cuffs?”



“On the dressing table.”



“Good.”



The two men retreated to the far side of the bedroom and had a whispered conversation. Carol knew they were discussing something but couldn’t make out the words. She looked at Susie who just shrugged.



A few moments later the two men smacked palms, a sound that brought a shiver through Carol’s naked body and, picking up the keys, approached the two women.



One of the men came up behind Carol, his hands tracing lightly over the curve of her buttocks, the intimate contact setting off a chain reaction within her sexually heated body. Even though her arms and thighs ached, she could feel the passion beginning to burn in her loins once more. He reached up and undid the loop of one of the handcuffs allowing her to draw the chain over the top of the curtain pole, bringing her arms down at her sides. She reached up to rub her aching shoulders and he allowed her a minute to relax the strained muscles. Carol looked over to see Susie being treated the same way as she was.



“Aren’t you going to remove the cuffs completely?”



The man laughed before answering.



“I don’t think so. Put your hands behind you.”



With her feet still shackled to the bottom corners of the floor to ceiling window, Carol couldn’t even turn to confront him. Knowing she couldn’t prevent him doing whatever he wanted, she meekly put her arms behind her back allowing him to fasten the cuff once more. At least they were padded so there was no metal digging into her wrists.



He bent down at her feet and quickly undid the cuffs there, this time leaving the cuffs fastened to the floor bolts, not around her ankles. Again she checked to see her blonde friend being treated in exactly the same way.



The relief from the release of her feet allowing her to flex her legs, was immense and she was grateful to the man, but was still unsure about his intentions. Again he paused for a minute allowing her to ease the ache from the muscles of her thighs.



The other man moved first, leading a docile and compliant Susie across to the bed. He turned her to face him at the foot of the bed and, without warning, pushed her backward. Being unable to use her hands to stop herself, Susie gave a little yelp of surprise as she landed backward on the bed, her legs coming up automatically as the rotation continued. Moments later the blonde woman was lying on the bed, legs apart, unable to move, looking up at her tormentor. The other man led Carol round to stand facing her.



“She looks to have been pretty well fucked, doesn’t she?”



Carol licked her dry lips and nodded.



“On your knees.”



Already anticipating what was to come, Carol’s eyes had gone wide open. Carol sank to her knees between Susie’s feet which hung over the edge of the bed. Susie’s tormentor had moved round to the side of the bed leaving Carol’s standing behind her.



“I think you’d better clean your friend up.”



Knowing she had no choice, Carol shuffled closer to the end of the bed until her thighs touched the bedding and, leaning forward, put her face within inches of Susie’s vagina.



“Spread them, both of you.”



Obediently Susie allowed her legs to splay further apart, opening her vulva up to Carol’s gaze. Carol shuffled her own legs apart into the space Susie had made and leaned down to her appointed task. The first thing she noticed as she extended her tongue to touch the pretty pink folds of Susie’s outer labia was the smell. The scent of mingled female and male juices stung her nostrils. Then the taste, the sweetness of Susie she remembered from their earlier sessions with Phil, the salty taste of the semen she knew of old. The mixture was both strange and fascinating.



Susie began to move under Carol’s ministrations—the blonde could not help being stimulated by her friend’s delicate actions. Her hips began to grind in slow circles as she attempted to push her sex closer to the teasing touch of Carol’s tongue.



Carol jumped slightly when she felt a pair of hands touch her ass once more.



“Hush, little one.”



Crack!



Again her bare ass was slapped, this time by a man who had already professed to enjoy spanking a woman. It stung, but not as much as John’s slap had earlier. Nevertheless, her body convulsed, with the impact pushing her face deeper into the juncture of Susie’s long legs. The blonde moaned out her pleasure from the increased contact and Carol realized the juices were now coating her face as she desperately tried to obey the instructions she had been given.



She opened her eyes to look past the thrusting pelvis of her friend to see why the last moan had been cut off like that. She was just in time to see the man lift Susie’s head and push his thick cock even further into her mouth.



Crack!



This time her other cheek stung as the man behind her slapped it. She redoubled her efforts and was rewarded when he stopped and she felt him sink to his knees behind her, between her own spread legs. Moments later his dick penetrated her own slick channel, still running with the juices from her earlier fucking.



The ménage carried on for several minutes. Every time the man behind Carol thrust into her, her face was pushed into Susie’s pussy. Her lips and tongue were working overtime but Susie was gushing more juices onto her face all the time. At the same time, the other man was continuing to fuck Susie’s face and neither woman could do anything to stop the action.



Finally, she felt the man between her legs tense and the second load of cum this evening was fired into her womb. Moments later, Susie stiffened in front of and around her face, her legs clamping on the sides of Carol’s head as the other man filled her mouth full of his jism, too.



Lizzie, meanwhile, had brought the row of cocks in front of her back to full hardness. Rebecca had done the same for her latest partner and the two women were now kneeling back to back in the center of a circle, each one sucking on a hard cock whilst pulling and caressing another one with each hand. Every so often Joe would call out
 Change
 and the men would all move one place to the right and the process would start again.



This was the amazing sight which greeted Carol and Susie when the two men led their now unfettered charges back into the room.



Carol, in particular, looked a real sight. Her face was shining in the light, painted quite literally with Susie’s juices. Streams of cum had leaked from Carol’s pussy, reaching as far down as her stocking tops and Carol could feel them seeping into the elastic around her thighs. The blonde wasn’t much better. The man who had cum in her mouth had produced a copious load which had flowed out of the corners of her mouth and now the drying residue coated her chin and had dripped down onto her breasts.



At that moment one of the men being jerked by Lizzie couldn’t hold it back any longer. His own hand flashed down and he pushed his penis to point at the side of Lizzie’s head. Unable to get out of the way, Lizzie could only close her eyes as the ropes of sticky ejaculate was sprayed over the side of her face and into her hair. A moment later one of the men Rebecca was tending also let rip, coating her face. Two minutes later it was all over, all six had sprayed their cream over the faces of the two women in the circle.



“Right, boys, that’s it for the day. I suggest you all go home and get a good night’s sleep. Be back here for ten in the morning. Stay right where you are, ladies.”



With that, Joe hustled the men out of the room and the four women heard him usher them out of the front door. A minute later he reappeared in the doorway behind the puzzled women.



“Slight change of plan there, Lizzie. Two of the wives got a bit suspicious so we made it a day time and evening thing, rather than a weekend. So you get the chance to get some beauty sleep after all.”



He chuckled, the sound low and evil.



“Well, some of you, anyway, depends on who is going to keep me company tonight, of course. Now, scoot and shower. You all look a mess. I’ll make my choice later.”



 











Chapter 42



 



In the cold light of morning, Carol realized Joe had got rid of the other guys so he could sleep with both Lizzie and Susie together, something he’d have not managed with the other guys around.



“The sly old fox!”



She grinned at her reflection in the mirror. The afternoon of the previous day had been kind of fun and the evening hadn’t been all that bad either. She checked in the full length mirror—no, her ass wasn’t marked from the spanking she’d received. That was an experience she filed away for future reference before returning to put the finishing touches on her makeup. Lizzie had insisted that today was
 Availability Day
 , so no underwear be worn other than the ubiquitous suspender belts and stockings.



This was going to be topped off by a scandalously short rah-rah shirt and a short tie-on see-through blouse. As Carol put the finishing touches to her outfit, trying to adjust the top, without success, to provide some element of modesty, her front door bell rang. When she went to the door she remembered the event with the delivery man and checked through the spy hole first. To her relief it was Rebecca and not some stranger.



“Come in.”



“Thanks.”



“Coffee? We’ve got a few minutes before we are due back next door.”



“Umm… Please.”



Rebecca was similarly dressed to Carol, although her outfit was black compared to Carol’s white, both of their heels clicking on the marble floor as Carol led her neighbor through into the kitchen.



“You okay?”



Rebecca looked fantastic in the outfit, Carol thought, but there was something a little odd behind the eyes. She nodded as Carol handed her a mug.



“I think so.”



“Sure? You look a bit unsure, even unhappy.”



Rebecca smiled, and it was as if the sun had come out. What had been there was gone.



“No, honestly, I’m fine but can I ask you a question?”



“Fire away.”



“How do you feel about last night? I mean really deep down.”



“Um… Okay I guess. Why?”



“I’ve hardly slept all night. The problem is that was the best sex I’ve ever had. I think I masturbated four times before I could get to sleep. Again this morning, too. Twice.”



“I see…”



“So, what’s wrong with me? When I got up this morning I wanted to tear round to Lizzie’s in the buff and jump on the old man’s old man. I was actually getting angry with her and Susie for hogging him.”



Carol grinned; in her mind she could see Rebecca doing just that.



“It was that liberating an experience, I suppose.”



“I’m not even embarrassed to wear this ridiculous outfit either. Three weeks ago I wouldn’t even have worn it for my husband in the privacy of our own bedroom. Now I don’t care who sees me like this. I’m so wet it hurts. Aren’t you the same?”



Carol shook her head and sipped her own coffee before replying.



“Actually, no. I suppose I’ve had longer as part of Phil’s, shall we say, stable to get used to it. Sure, I can get excited, perhaps not as excited as you are, but definitely turned on beforehand—not much more than that.”



Glancing at the clock behind Carol, Rebecca leapt down from the stool.



“Come on, we’ll be late.”



Carol laughed. Her neighbor was obviously an eager beaver. Realizing her own pun she laughed again as the two women left the house, heading for Lizzie’s driveway a few minutes ahead of the arrival of the menfolk.



* * * *



The wind was a little stronger today and, as Joe opened the door to the two women, he was treated to the sight of the two of them struggling to hold down their skirts.
 Rather short for a Marilyn Monroe impression but obviously delectable, nonetheless,
 Carol thought as she watched his eyes light up.



“Don’t hold them down on my account, ladies.”



With a shrug and a giggle, Carol straightened up and let go of her skirt, which instantly lifted to waist height at the back, dragging the front up to about crotch level. Rebecca followed suit and Joe smiled at them before making a ‘turn around’ gesture with his hand.



The two submissive wives did as they were told, pirouetting a full three–sixty, which resulted in the whole skirt being deposited at waist level, showing their entire naked lower halves to the mayor.



He kept them there for a few seconds whilst his eyes devoured them before finally stepping aside, allowing them to enter and close the door behind them. Joe sighed as the skirts fell back into position.



“Now, ladies, let me explain about today. We really do need to get some work done this morning but that won’t take above three hours.”



Carol and Rebecca nodded. They could see Lizzie and Susie, similarly attired, watching from the kitchen.



“So, we’re going to use the dining room table for that and the four of you will take turns to be the waitresses. Each time one of you is sent out to fetch something, one of the others will bring it into the room. That way you swap off and rotate. I want two of you in here all the time unless you are fetching something, okay?”



The four women nodded again.



“Good. Now the guys will be here soon and I think I deserve a little treat first, don’t you? Which of you two lovelies is going to take the edge off for me?”



Rebecca and Carol looked at each other and both shrugged. Rebecca moved forward before Carol could but Joe stopped her, his eyes fastening on Carol’s face as he spoke.



“I’ve had the other three over the last twenty-four hours so I think it’s your turn, Carol.”



She smiled at him, took the three steps necessary to place herself in front of him and sank gracefully to her knees, her hands already reaching for his fly.



* * * *



Carol considered herself lucky. She had just finished blowing the mayor and was just heading for the downstairs cloak to clean up when she heard the gate buzzer sound and, moments later, the first of the cars arrived on the drive. As a result, when she came out of the downstairs bathroom, she found herself behind the group of men who were ogling the other three women and making ribald comments. Finally one of them asked, “Where's the other one—Carol?”



“I’m right here.”



All heads swiveled to look at her and she blushed slightly at now being alone and the center of attention.



Joe waved her over to join the other women, the men making a narrow aisle between them to allow her through. She could see them flexing their fingers in anticipation and smiling—it was less of a way through and more of a grope gauntlet. Nevertheless, she had no choice and, knowing exactly what they wanted, proceeded to walk slowly forward.



She’d hardly taken a step toward the entrance of the narrow passage when a hand slapped down onto the front of her right thigh just below the hem of her micro mini skirt. She paused for a second as the fingers curled around the soft flesh and then stepped forward with the other leg. Another hand, someone else’s, dropped onto her other leg, this time deliberately catching the skirt and dragging it up another inch or two. Simultaneously, the man’s other hand came across and brushed the side of her barely concealed breast.



Another step, and the hand on her right leg drifted round to the side, lifting the skirt fractionally. She stared straight ahead as she took another step. The hand on her left leg now moved round to the back of her upper thigh, disappearing under the skirt, its fingers only an inch below her naked and vulnerable pussy. A hand moved in from the right to cup her breast, squashing her suddenly erect nipple into its palm, sending a shiver through her body.



Her progress slowed. It felt like she was pushing uphill but she took another step and then one more. There were now hands on her ass, squeezing her cheeks, hands on the front of her thighs, also up under her skirt and hands on her breasts. She could see the eyes of the last two men waiting their chance to touch her.



One of the hands on her front thigh slipped upward and a finger trailed lasciviously along the furrow of her sex. Its motion had lifted the front of the skirt exposing her pussy mound to their eyes—when it wasn’t covered by a hand, that is. She took another step and felt the hands behind her let go of her ass as she moved out of range. She glanced down to see fingers deftly undoing the loose knot of her top and a second later the translucent cloth falling separately to the sides, exposing her entire cleavage. The hands on her breasts let go and grabbed the top, pulling it to the sides, exposing her breasts to the men still able to see her front.



Another step and then another. Her nipples were being tweaked and pinched and two fingers, belonging to different men, were attempting to force their way into her slit. The pressure on her eased as she moved past the last men and, finally, the hands dropped away and she was clear of them.



Joe clapped and signaled her to turn, just as he had at the doorway earlier. Carol did, pirouetting again, allowing the men who had missed the opportunity to feast their eyes on her chest. There was a round of applause and Carol turned back to face Joe, her breasts still proudly displayed.



“That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever watched!” Rebecca whispered to Carol as she helped her tie the front of her top back together.



“You know something?”



“What?”



Carol giggled, “I almost came. If there’d been three or four more men I would have.”



Rebecca giggled, too.



“I so wanted to bring myself off just watching you.”



Joe, in the meantime, had told the guys the plans for the morning, resulting in several groans and was shepherding the men into the dining room.



“Lizzie, I’d like you and Susie to take first shift, please.”



Obediently the two women moved to follow him and Carol and Rebecca perched on a couple of bar stools at the counter to watch. Neither took any notice of the length of leg they were displaying, although several pairs of male eyes certainly did.



 











Chapter 43



 



From where they were both sitting, Carol and Rebecca could see about two thirds of the dining room, including Joe at the head of the table at the far end, with Lizzie and Susie taking up positions on either side of him. The table blocked their view of Lizzie below the waist but they could clearly see Joe’s hand was lying gently on the front of Susie’s thigh above her stockings. From the way Lizzie had jumped slightly, they were sure his other hand was repeating the process on the other side. The way everyone else in the room was clearly focused on Joe and what he was doing made it perfectly clear that fetching drinks and snacks wasn’t the only thing the waitresses would be doing.



Rebecca glanced at Carol, her eyes wide open. Carol could see the other young neighbor’s mouth was slightly open and her tongue flicked her top lip in anticipation.



“You want to go in there next?”



Carol asked and Rebecca slowly nodded, obviously very aroused.



“You sure?”



“Yes!”



Rebecca’s answer was emphatic and Carol watched out of the corner of her eye as the woman’s fertile imagination worked her into an ever higher aroused state.



Both Lizzie and Susie moved closer to Joe, and Carol could see Lizzie’s eyes close as Joe’s hand, under the level of the table, obviously crept higher. His other hand was moving up Susie’s leg, too, and she watched as the tall blonde shifted her weight slightly, subtly opening her legs to allow the mayor access to her treasures.



The movements weren’t lost on the other men and the tension in the room was obviously growing as the other men wondered when they would get a chance to cop a feel too.



“How about coffee?”



Joe’s voice punctuated the tension and the men nodded.



“Why don’t you two go and take their orders.  I’ll take mine black with two sugars.”



His hand slid reluctantly from the two pussies he was fondling and Lizzie moved out of sight. Carol continued to watch Susie as, on this side of the table, she moved to the person sitting nearest to the mayor.



She moved up beside his chair and leaned all the way over to ask what he wanted.  Although the man’s body was in the way a bit, Carol could clearly work out what he was doing. One hand was up the back of Susie’s skirt and the other reached across to her chest.



After a minute, the blonde moved onto the next guy and the process repeated itself down the table. Finally, she stood up straight, looking rather flushed as she collected the last coffee order.



“Let Susie take the orders out, honey, I might need you to run an errand.”



Joe was obviously talking to Lizzie who moved around the foot of the table, handed a slip of paper to Susie, and went to stand in the same place Susie had initially occupied. She, too, looked flushed and someone had obviously loosened the knot on her top to the extent her large breasts were almost spilling out.



Susie walked clear of the room and into the kitchen where the other two busied themselves helping produce the coffee order. Finally, the large tray full of coffee was ready and Susie went to pick it up, Rebecca gently smacked her hands away.



“Remember the rules, sweetie—one out, next one goes in. You get to sit and suffer for a while now, it’s my turn.”



The twinkle in Rebecca’s eyes said it all, as did the smile on her face. Carol could see Susie get a little flustered as she realized her neighbor actually wanted to experience the treatment she had just suffered. Carol turned to look back into the dining room. From the movement of the front of Lizzie’s skirt, and the way the woman kept jerking her hips very slightly, and the closed eyes, it was obvious that Joe had his hand up the back of her skirt and, almost certainly, his finger in her pussy.



When Rebecca went into the room with the tray instead of Susie the men on this side of the table all stirred. Joe let go of Lizzie and the two went round the table delivering the coffees. Just as earlier, each time they leaned over one of the men to place the cup in front of him, the man would take the opportunity to grope the waitress.



Susie watched from her position alongside Carol and, as Carol cast quick sidelong glances at her friend, she could see Susie was beginning to understand just how erotic the sight was and why Rebecca was impatient to get involved. Carol, herself, was herself getting hot watching as Rebecca was continuously mauled by one man after another. When she finally went to stand in her position next to Joe, the position previously occupied by both Susie and subsequently Lizzie, she was breathing hard. What’s more, the knot on her top was undone and the two pieces of thin fabric hung loosely draped over her chest.



After a couple of minutes of low-voiced male conversation, Joe tapped Rebecca on the waist and whispered something to her.  She immediately bent over him, providing a perfect profile view to the watching women as the fabric of her loose top swung out and down, revealing the curve of her breast. A couple of moments later she stood up and quickly shrugged off the thin piece of fabric, baring her breasts to the whole group. Appreciative whistles sounded, quickly shushed by Joe who brought the meeting back to order with a couple of words.



Carol wondered how Joe could conduct the meeting without losing track as he continued to either finger fuck or fondle the ass of a beautiful woman on either side of him. It wasn’t long before she was given the chance to find out, as Rebecca was the one Joe sent out to fetch a plate of nibbles for the table.



Now it was Carol’s turn.



As Carol picked up the plate of chips and dips, she could hear Susie’s hurried low voiced conversation with Rebecca.



“Well, did you?”



“Did I what?”



“Did you do what you said? Did you cum?”



“Yes”



“Slut!”



The last comment from Susie was delivered with a giggle so Carol knew they weren’t quarreling, but it was still a surprise coming from the lips of the tall blonde who, until then, had epitomized the term.



The giggles rang in her ears as she stepped into the dining room, her hands both fully occupied with the tray.



“Well, offer then round, my dear.”



Carol had expected to place the tray in the middle of the table but, with Joe’s instruction, it was quite clear she wasn’t going to be able to do that. She moved to the guy on the far left of the table and stood over him offering the contents of the tray. There could have been anything on the tray—he wasn’t interested in any of it. She felt his hand go straight to her thigh above the stockings and insistently ease onto her inner thigh. There was nothing she could do to defend herself and resignedly positioned her legs slightly further apart to allow him to run his fingers up to the juncture of her legs.



A moment later his fingertips made contact with her slit and she started slightly but couldn’t move away as one finger rubbed up and down the length of her pussy. He paused to squash the tiny nub of her clit into its housing, allowing it to pop up again. Her breath caught and she realized everyone was watching her. Finally, after what seemed like forever, he removed his hand and took a couple of chips and she moved to the guy on the other side of the table who immediately repeated the process. John, the Police Chief, was sitting next to him and he pushed his chair back and moved around behind her.



“You do look a little uncomfortable, my sweet. Let me adjust that for you.”



Her hands were still occupied holding the tray, so she couldn’t prevent him reaching between her breasts and undoing the knot before drawing her top down to lie across her elbows. As he resumed his seat, he waved her past him to the next man along. Carol thought John had had all his fun but she was now, of course, standing between them, still within reach. She rapidly found two pairs of hands ascending her legs, one on each side, and a gentle tap reminded her to part her legs to allow them both access to her wet slit. Feeling two hands on her legs was one thing, knowing that the hands belonged to different men was something else.



Despite all her experiences of groups over the past few weeks, nothing had quite prepared Carol for the sensation of two hands contesting access to her pussy. She turned her knees outwards and squatted down slightly, enabling more access to her gushing slit which was now liberally coating her thighs with her juices.



“Please… Please…”



She was mumbling, almost incoherently. John looked at her puzzled for a moment and saw she was about to lose control, so made a steadying grab for the tray just as her muscles spasmed and Carol came hard. She felt her legs begin to give way but desperately locked her muscles to retain control.



There was a burst of clapping and she realized all eyes in the room were on her, most of the men clapping as they watched her cum. She blushed at the concept of what had just happened to her and then shuddered in horror at the thought that there were still three men to serve and one of them was a devilishly grinning Joe.



* * * *



By the time the meeting had broken up, none of the women were wearing tops, and all had been vigorously finger fucked several times, just as Carol had. Unknown to the other women, Joe had instructed Lizzie to order pizzas for lunch so they were caught by surprise when the gate buzzer went. Lizzie answered it and a couple of minutes later the doorbell rang.



Joe moved behind Susie as the three women looked at each other. He grasped the back hem of her skirt and lifted it, tucking it into the waistband.



“You answer the door, sweetie, that’ll be lunch.”



The act of lifting the tiny skirt at the back had raised the front hem a little, too, so it now hung to only just below her crotch. As she moved to the door, they could all see her naked ass showing behind. Joe told the other women to stay where they were, facing the door, so that the pizza delivery boy could see them, but he and the men faded out of sight.



Taking a deep breath, Susie opened the door. The young man standing there nearly dropped the boxes he was holding. Seeing Susie standing there topless, was not what he’d expected. His eyes locked onto her taut nipples before, after a long moment, drifting down to take in the ultra-short mini skirt and the long stocking-clad legs beneath. There were several inches of naked thigh showing above the stocking tops, too. He licked his lips before trying to drag his eyes back up to her face, but didn’t manage to get beyond chest level though, his eyes drawn like magnets to her breasts.



“Um… That’ll be… thirty-five dollars, please, ma’am.”



“Sure, I’ll just get you the money.”



Susie smiled at him, but he didn’t notice, and turned to walk back toward the kitchen counter which was visible from the front door. His eyes did a really fast double take when he saw her naked ass moving away from him, and again as he realized there were three other similarly unclad women in the background. His mouth dropped open and he struggled to close it as Susie walked closer to him, money in hand.



She took the pizza boxes from him and thrust the two twenties Lizzie had laid on the counter for her into his hand and slowly but firmly closed the door in his face. She leaned back against the door and giggled nervously.



“My God! That was so damned hot!”



Joe led a round of applause and the four women mock bowed in appreciation before the pizzas were divided between the twelve people.



As the other women cleared the plates, Lizzie, who had been perched on Joe’s knee throughout the lunch, spoke up.



“Can I have your attention, please?”



The room quietened down.



“Eight o’clock tonight is the gala finale of our weekend. From five o’clock the girls will need preparation time so we’ll be off limits between those times.”



There was a chorus of groans, stifled when some of them glanced at the clock—it wasn’t even two o’clock.



“Now, until then I’m going to be in my bedroom, Carol will be in the lounge, Susie will be in the den and Rebecca wants to sunbathe on the deck.”



She stood up and quickly skimmed out of her skirt; the other three women turned and did the same.



“Dressed as we are, of course!”



There was a round of laughter.



“Simple rule, gentlemen. We don’t mind if you circulate but no more than two in each place at any one time. We don’t want to be totally worn out, you know.”



With that Lizzie and the others departed for their designated rooms leaving the men to decide how to split into pairs.



 











Chapter 44



 



“Are you ready, girls?”



Lizzie had insisted they all used her room with its twin baths to get ready for the main event of the evening.



The other three quickly checked each other out and then checked Lizzie. All four were dressed and made-up immaculately. The cocktail dresses each wore were exquisite, and all different in design. Lizzie had planned the evening with care and the other women all knew their roles.



“Right, let’s not keep our guests waiting.”



Smiling, she led them out onto the landing and to the foot of the stairs where Joe had apparently organized a welcoming committee—the men were spread around the foot of the stairs in a large semi-circle awaiting their descent.



The hostess immediately indicated to the others that they would be descending one at a time and ushered Susie to the top of the stairs first.



There was a smattering of polite applause and Susie took that as her cue and descended the stairs as a very slow pace. She held the banister with one hand, clutching her silver bag with the other. The wrap-around teal green silk dress fitted her perfectly and was short enough that the men at the bottom could clearly see the dark band at the top of her stockings for the first half of the descent. Joe wrapped his arm around her waist as she reached the bottom and spun her round to wait for the next one.



Lizzie, in the meantime, had signaled two to Rebecca and three to Carol who both nodded. Rebecca now took her place at the top of the stairs and, following Susie’s lead, descended slowly. Her bright scarlet dress was held on by thin spaghetti straps and was no longer than Susie’s. Her red stocking-tops peeped from the bottom as well and again she was applauded.



Carol went next, her elegant black dress longer than the other two’s, but much tighter. It was also split to thigh level in front of each thigh and cut very low at the front. As she took each slow step, the dress parted to reveal the soft white flesh above the tops of her seamed stockings, and the mesh panel that covered her swaying breasts drew almost as much attention.



When Lizzie stepped clearly into view at the top of the steps, her white gown drew gasps from every man present. The see-through mesh which comprised virtually the whole of the gown, had strategically placed opaque silk panels in the shape of vines running up from hem to shoulder. These covered her mound and the tips of her breasts but clearly showed she was wearing nothing other than the hold-up white stockings underneath.



As she descended the applause was accompanied by wolf whistles and she beamed at her appreciative audience.



“You look truly ravishing, my dear. May I have the honor of the first dance?” Joe asked her as he took her hand and guided her into the lounge.



The couches had been pushed back to the walls and the carpets rolled up, allowing the floor to be used as a dance floor. One of the men started the stereo system playing and, as slow music began to fill the room, Joe led his willing dance partner into the middle of the room.



Carol and the other two drifted to stand next to the wall, knowing full well they would not be wall-flowers for long. Four of the men went and sat on the couches and the other three stayed in the doorway.  It was obvious who had drawn the high cards for the first dances. Mind you, everyone seemed content for the moment to watch as Joe began to dance with his chosen partner.



The music was slow, sensuous, obviously picked as good slow dance music, and Joe lost no time in pulling Lizzie into a close hold.



His arms wrapped around her waist and she allowed her head to fall onto his shoulder as he slowly spun her around the floor. After a couple of minutes allowing all of the men to feast their eyes on the virtually missing back of her dress—apart from two straps running down from her shoulders, joined across the middle of her back by a narrow strap—there was nothing until her ass. Even the top of her ass was exposed, and the fabric below was the see-through mesh except for a slowly widening triangle that prevented peering eyes seeing her asshole or pussy. Everything else was clearly on display.



As the dance progressed, Joe’s arms slid lower and lower down Lizzie’s naked back until they finally made their way onto the outward curves of her ass. Another minute passed and he cupped her ass cheeks, pulling her into contact with his body from crotch to neck. Lizzie leaned back a little and looked up into Joe’s face, a gentle smile of invitation flirting with her lips. Joe leaned forwards and began to kiss her. Instinctively, as she returned the kiss, Lizzie’s arms moved to circle his neck, deepening the kiss. As her lips parted, all the observers could see the tongues beginning to fence as he squashed her into his arms. They weren’t moving around the floor quite so much now, almost shuffling round in a circle as he pushed his leg between hers.



This must have been the agreed signal, because the three men standing moved over to Carol and the others and asked them to dance, too.  Soon there were four couples slowly twirling around the cleared floor area.



As soon as her partner pulled her onto the floor, and she put her hands on his shoulders preparatory to putting them around his neck, her partner grabbed Carol’s ass and pulled her into him. She looked at him, allowing him to mold her body to him before slipping her arms around his neck and dropping her head to his shoulder. He was quite tall so her head was resting more on his chest than his shoulder, and breathing was quite hard as he had mashed her breasts tightly to him. The hands on her ass weren’t still either, continually rubbing in circling motions on her flesh through the thin fabric of her dress. She could feel his growing erection beginning to prod into her stomach.



Carol watched the other couples as he slowly turned her. The man dancing with Rebecca had also dropped his hands to her backside and appeared to be attempting to covertly pull her skirt up, an inch at a time. Certainly the dress appeared to be shorter and there was some loose fabric above his cupping hands. Her stocking tops were also in plain view now, another couple of inches and her thighs would be too. Her own skirt was too long for that and it appeared her partner hadn’t thought about access via the slits in it.



Susie’s partner was altogether more direct. One hand was holding the tall blonde by the ass, the other was between their bodies, with Susie leaning out slightly to accommodate the access. The wrap-over design allowed easy access to her chest and, from the look of bliss on his face, he had already fastened his hand over one of them.



Joe had also moved on with Lizzie. His hands previously outside the dress had now slipped down the loose material at the back, and it was obvious to all the onlookers that he was kneading her naked backside with his hands, and they were still kissing deeply.



The music came to a stop and the four couples stepped apart, Lizzie obviously breathless after the long smooch. Joe took her hand and led her over toward the punch bowl, but there was no such reprieve for the other three as new partners gathered them into their arms as the music started up.



The beat this time was a little livelier and Steve, holding Susie, immediately whispered in her ear and half turned her so they were now facing the same way as they swayed to the music. His hands initially held her hips, but not for long. As the other two dancing men noticed, Carol and, finally, Rebecca found themselves dancing in the same hold. John, the Police Chief, dancing with Carol made the first openly sexual move.



One hand held her waist, pulling her ass into him, so that each movement caused her cheeks to graze against his lengthening erection. Meanwhile, the other hand was free to roam. Knowing what he wanted, Carol put her hands back to gently hold him at waist level allowing him access to her entire body.



His free hand brushed down across her flat stomach and then drifted to the side. His finger-tips could just reach the top of the slit in front of her thigh, and she closed her eyes as first one finger-tip and then the others made contact with her naked flesh.  Slowly, as they danced, his hand moved further inside the slit and crept slightly higher. She could feel his fingers moving slowly across the soft flesh of her thigh toward her waiting mound. She ground her hips back into him, capturing his erection between her ass cheeks and moving them in a slow circle.



She gasped as his second finger finally brushed up against the outer lip of her pussy, then colored as she realized the slit in the dress was showing everyone exactly what he was doing to her. She looked up to see she was facing the corner where Lizzie was standing watching her, Joe on one side and one of the others on the other. Both had reached into the side of Lizzie’s dress and were casually fondling one of her breasts.



Carol was turned again and this time she could see Rebecca. The brunette’s red dress was in near disarray. One of the shoulder straps had fallen down or been pulled down, and the edge of her nipple could be seen where the fabric had slipped off her breast. Meanwhile, the dress was scrunched up at her crotch where her partner had pulled the fabric of the skirt into a ball just below the level of her pussy. As John continued to work on her pussy, Carol was turned again to see Susie’s dress in even more disarray that Rebecca’s had been. The top part of the wrap-around had been pulled severely to one side, baring the tall blonde’s breast, and her partner was twiddling the exposed nipple as if it was a radio button.



Finally, the music stopped and it was time for the dance partners to change again. Rebecca and Susie both persuaded their partners to head for the punch bowl and Carol was left standing on her own for a moment. This didn’t last as her next dance partner approached her. Carol gasped, realizing her hostess was intending to dance with her and, as the music started, Lizzie calmly wrapped her arms around her and looked into her eyes.



“I think they deserve a bit of a floor show now, you know.”



“Oh…”



Lizzie grinned.



“It’s not like you don’t like it, sweetie, is it?”



Carol shook her head. After the last few weeks she could hardly deny it and immediately Lizzie took hold of Carol’s face in both hands and pulled it down to kiss her on the lips. Those soft inviting lips stayed closed for a second and then opened as Lizzie’s tongue flicked out to touch Carol’s still closed lips.



With a sigh, the taller woman opened her mouth under the pressure and allowed Lizzie to kiss her with mounting passion as the more experienced woman molded her body to Carol’s. Letting go of Carol’s face, Lizzie dropped her hands to her sides and then began to slide them toward the slits on the front of Carol’s dress. Once there she contemptuously flicked the fabric to one side and, inserting her hands, moved them round under the dress to Carol’s naked ass.



This of course lifted the bulk of the dress at the back up and away, exposing a huge swathe of female thigh to the gaze of everyone else in the room. Conversations stopped and Carol broke the kiss to look down into the face of the woman casually plundering her assets.



“Are you sure you know what you are doing, Lizzie?”



She whispered as the shorter woman began to knead her ass cheeks under the dress.



“Sure am, honey.”



“You’ll start a riot in here if you don’t stop.”



“Not a riot, honey, but a really good orgy will do just fine.”



Lizzie stopped the conversation with a kiss that lasted a long time. Finally breaking it she spoke breathlessly in a voice only just above a whisper.



“Undo the back strap for me, sweetie, and then return the favor.”



As she said this she grabbed the flesh of Carol’s ass between her fingers and thumbs and pinched. Carol jumped and, realizing she had no other safe option, did as she was told. It was only a matter of a couple of seconds before she loosed the popper on the backstay of the dress. As soon as she had, the dress hung noticeably looser on Lizzie’s frame and the watching guys whooped as the floor show continued to develop.



 











Chapter 45



 



Carol followed the instruction she had been given and her hands moved to the top of the back of Lizzie’s dress and plunged inside to grasp her ass in the same way as Lizzie had hers.



As the two women slowly turned around, alternately kissing and nuzzling, and at the same time continuing to knead each other’s buttocks, their audience began a slow handclap in time to the music. As they turned Carol was able to see over Lizzie’s shoulder that even Rebecca and Susie had joined in. The men on either side of them were, however, beating out the time on the thigh of the nearest woman. Their other hand was out of sight behind the backs of the women; the way the skirts were hiked up spoke volumes of what they were doing.



Both women in the center of the room were getting hot now. Carol knew her pussy was beginning to leak fluids—she could feel them leaking onto her thighs. From the way Lizzie was beginning to thrust her pelvis at her, she was pretty sure Lizzie was getting into it, too.



Lizzie paused and looked into Carol’s eyes.



“I think it’s time for the dress to come off, sweetie.”



Momentary panic flared in Carol’s eyes. Only momentary, though.



“Mine, sweetie, silly.”



“Oh…”



Carol’s hands reluctantly let go of Lizzie’s ass and travelled slowly up the exposed naked back of her dance partner. As the men around the room realized something was really starting to happen, they began to clap louder, urging Carol on. Finally, Carol’s hands arrived at the thin straps at Lizzie’s shoulders.



“You sure about this?”



“Of course. Aren’t you. It’ll be your turn next.”



Carol smiled, her momentary nervousness forgotten.



“I’m sure, too.”



With that she casually flicked the two thin straps off Lizzie’s shoulders. At the back the straps hung right down, almost invisible against Lizzie’s skin. In front the dress fell away from the tops of Lizzie’s breasts but could fall no further as the two women were still pressed together.



“Move apart and let it fall, honey.”



Carol breathed the words in Lizzie’s ear and Lizzie slowly eased her body away from Carol’s, allowing a small space to open up between them, all the way down to the floor. There wasn’t that much to the dress, anyway, but gravity would not be denied. The dress began to fall; it caught briefly on Lizzie’s extended nipples and again on the pointed flair of her hips but fell with a final rush to the floor. Lizzie merely stepped one foot out and slid it clear with the other foot. Carol was suddenly dancing with a naked woman, one who immediately pressed her body to her own once more.



Lizzie smiled into Carol’s face from a distance of a few inches away.



“Your turn, sugar,” she whispered.



Carol winked at her, letting her know she was comfortable. Suddenly, Lizzie spun Carol around so that Carol was now facing the audience, whilst her body hid Lizzie’s own nudity. Realizing she would be the first to be exposed completely to the eyes of the watching men, reduced her comfort level considerably.



Lizzie’s hands held her by the waist for a moment or two and Carol was aware the men were all shifting around the room so that they were all in front of her. Even the ones fondling Susie and Rebecca had left them alone for a moment to watch her dénouement.  This was despite the fact all of them had already seen her naked and felt her up, at least four of them had already fucked her, too. She smiled at her audience as Lizzie’s hands moved behind her.



The clapping intensified as it became obvious from the movement of Lizzie’s arms that she was slowly drawing down the zip on the back of Carol’s dress. The dress didn’t immediately gape as she had left the hook and eye fastened at the top of the zip. Finally, Lizzie reached the end of the zip and her hands returned to the middle of Carol’s shoulder blades to flick the hook and eye apart, and now the dress did gape as the fabric across her bust loosened.



“Hold the front up whilst I slip the straps off.”



Lizzie hissed the instruction into Carol’s ear and, as Carol raised her hands as if to modestly clutch the top of the dress across her breasts, Lizzie slipped the shoulder straps down onto her arms.



“One hand at a time, keep hold of the dress.”



Carol held the dress clutched tightly across her chest with one hand and allowed the other to fall to her side, allowing Lizzie to slip the shoulder strap clear of her arm. She swapped hands and Lizzie repeated the process with the other hand. Now the men were beginning to chant “Off… Off…” and clapping in time. The music had stopped but nobody was actually interested in dancing at the moment, they merely wanted to see Carol stripped by their hostess. The only thing holding the dress up now was Carol’s hands.



The fabric was very loose around Carol’s waist and she quickly felt Lizzie slip one hand inside, which then quickly moved round to the front to cup and cover her sex.



“Cup your breasts and let the dress fall, honey.”



Slowly, as if reluctantly—and, to be fair, she was at least in part reluctant—she moved her hands to cover her breasts from their eyes, allowing the dress to slip from her fingers. The fabric of her dress was heavier than Lizzie’s so it fell straight to the floor in one pass, no catch no snag. As the dress hit the floor the men cheered, although Carol was still covered by her own hands at her breasts and by one of Lizzie’s at her crotch.



“Step out of it.”



Carol eased one leg clear of the dress and then the other, kicking it gently to one side whilst being acutely aware that any movement she made jiggled her hard nipples against her palms.



“Spread your knees about a foot apart and, when I say, raise your arms above your head.”



Carol took a deep breath in anticipation, that deep breath further exciting her tender nipples as they were pushed into her palms. She slowly wriggled her feet apart knowing that Lizzie intended a big reveal.



Lizzie began to count.



“Five… Four…”



Carol could feel her already sexually heated body responding even more. She was sure that Lizzie’s concealing fingers were drenched in her juices. The men took up the chant and as they did so, on each count Lizzie flexed her fingers against Carol’s wet slit making her gasp.



“Three… Two… One…”



“Now.”



Carol lifted her arms gracefully above her head revealing her breasts. At the same time, Lizzie took her hand away, exposing her pussy to the watching men. She was now naked in front of them except for her stockings garter belt and heels, and very close to the point of an orgasm. Lizzie didn’t touch her for several seconds and then gently cupped her breasts from below, squeezing them out and forwards, pointing the extended nipples at the couch in front of the pair of them.



“You know what’s going to happen to you now, don’t you, honey?”



Lizzie’s words had to penetrate Carol’s lust-fogged brain and she answered almost in a daze.



“No… What?”



“You are going to lie on the floor and I’m going to eat you.”



The perverse words stung Carol and her body shook as the impending climax took her in its grip. The watching men gasped in delight as Carol shuddered through an orgasm in front of their eyes, no stimulus at all to her pussy. Carol was practically helpless in Lizzie’s arms as the woman easily manipulated her pliant body into the position she wanted.



Form a standing position, Carol quickly found herself lying on her back on the floor with Lizzie, her charms now also exposed in full to the viewers, crouched between her splayed legs.



“That was a good one, boys. Do you want to see another?”



Lizzie’s question to the audience and the immediate roar of approval brought a blush to Carol’s face, but she felt powerless to stop her hostess as Lizzie lowered her face toward the gaping moist slit in front of her.



Lizzie planted a gentle kiss on the inside of Carol’s upper thigh, scant inches below her throbbing pussy. The thought of another woman doing this to her while a group of men looked on, was taking Carol to heights she’d never even dreamed of. Lizzie transferred her attention to the other thigh and then back again. Back and forth, each time moving ever closer to the waiting pussy. When she was less than an inch from it, indeed when she leaned in to kiss, her nose or cheek brushed against the wet mound, she used her teeth to nip the tender flesh at the top of Carol’s thigh. Carol squirmed and moaned as the sensation flooded through her.



Finally, Lizzie relented and deliberately touched Carol’s pussy for the first time. As Lizzie’s tongue slowly swept along the line of her slit from bottom to top, stopping momentarily at the top to circle her clit, Carol’s body jerked and she screamed. Her head rocked from side to side and her hands moved of their own volition—one to grasp her own breast, cruelly squeezing and teasing the nipple, the other to firmly clasp the back of Lizzie’s head, attempting to prevent her pulling away. Finally, the frenzy subsided and Lizzie looked up from between her thighs and grinned at Carol as she raised her head to look towards her.



Lizzie looked a sight, her face plastered with Carol’s glistening juices.



“I haven’t finished yet, girl.”



Carol looked past Lizzie to see the other two women were now naked as well. Joe had Rebecca bent over the arm of the couch and was plowing into her with fervor. The man sitting at that end of the couch had both of Rebecca’s breasts in his hands and was pulling and twisting at them. The two men who had been on either side of Susie had efficiently stripped the blonde and forced her to her knees. She was doggedly attempting to suck both cocks into her mouth at the same time.



As Lizzie again lowered her face to Carol’s gaping pussy, the other four men came closer and, as one dropped to his knees at her head and the other swung a leg over to straddle her chest, she knew what was going to happen to her. She opened her mouth to accept the proffered penis and obligingly squeezed her breasts together to provide the required channel for the other.



As the two men began to fuck her mouth and her tits she idly wondered what the two behind Lizzie were doing. When Lizzie screamed out her passion with her face pressed into Carol’s churning crotch she could make an educated guess.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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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.
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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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