Carrie in Training
Day 3

In the Evening

When I entered my cottage, I realized I had an hour and a half to get ready. Believe it or not, that wasn’t very much time.

I went immediately into the bathroom and ran some cold water into the bathtub. After filling it half full, I got down in the tub. God, it was cold! I placed my left foot up on the side of the tub to keep the ace bandage from becoming wet.

I know you’d believe I didn’t take long in that cold water to scrub my body down with soap. Boy, it made my nipples stand out though.

I got out of the tub carefully and toweled off immediately. I slipped the bath robe back on and went and retrieved Lisa’s outfit from my closet.

I first put on my underwear, no exotic panties this time. I had learned my lesson with that, just some plain white cotton. A bra would have been larger than the top and would have looked extremely tacky to say the least, so unhappily I had to go without one. Slipping off the bathrobe, I then put on the rest of the outfit. I took particular care in tying on the top and adjusting it over my breasts.

I chose a pair of black flats to wear on my feet. I realized they wouldn’t look good with my outfit, but there was no way I was going to try to wear heels with my left ankle being slightly damaged.

I then applied the minimum of makeup that I usually wore and fluffed up my hair. I went over and lay down carefully on my bed so as to not wrinkle my outfit.

‘Carl and I were sitting in his car in the parking lot outside the restaurant where Lisa, Carrie, and I had eaten the first evening. I had no idea how we had gotten there and I was worried about going in that particular eatery for fear they would recognize me; although I couldn’t think of one reason to explain to Carl why we shouldn’t eat there.

Carl stepped out of the car and walked around to my side. He opened my door and I swung my legs out of the car being careful not to show too much leg in the process. I smoothed my skirt down before standing up. Carl shut the door quickly before I could step away. The door slammed on the back of my skirt.

Before I could complain, Carl took me by my arm and began to walk toward the restaurant with me. My skirt caught in the closed car door and in less than an instant it was pulled completely off my body. I stood wearing only white panties and shoes below my waist!

There were several other couples in the parking lot and they all immediately recognized my dilemma. They laughed and pointed at me. I was so embarrassed and dropped my free hand down by my panties, even though I knew no one could see anything through them.

I attempted to explain to Carl what had happened, but he laughed and said that I looked fine. We walked into the eatery as I attempted to loosen my grip from his hand in vain. He was actually pulling me around.

Even though I was feeling extremely embarrassed, I also was beginning to feel sexually excited. Everyone in the restaurant noticed me as soon as we walked in. I heard them all murmuring about me and some of the women were calling me a slut among other things.

Once the hostess got a good look at me, she said that we couldn’t enter with me in my panties. Carl laughed and, then before I could move away, he pulled my panties completely off! I stood there half naked for everyone in the establishment to see. I felt myself becoming very wet as all the men stared at me with lust written across their faces. I felt my pussy lips engorging and my labia opened.

I complained most vociferously to Carl and the hostess, but they paid me no mind. The hostess said that it was now okay for us to be seated. I walked past all the diners blushing furiously at being seen half naked, but moreso since my wetness had become obvious to anyone looking closely. I heard several women point out that I was getting turned on by being naked in public and what a pervert I must be.

Carl helped seat me and at least my half nakedness was out of the public eye. Or so I thought. Once I was completely pushed in my chair up to the table, Carl leaned down and untied my top and kept it with him! I sat with my breasts completely exposed to everyone in the restaurant!

I was now completely nude in public. I couldn’t believe what was happening  and then it became much worse. Carl began to rub his hands over my nipples and they grew instantly erect. They were longer then I had ever seen.

The waiter approached our table and Carl seated himself across from me. Naturally the waiter couldn’t take his eyes off me and I grew even more embarrassed when I saw he was obviously developing an erection beneath his black trousers.

We placed our orders and the waiter left our table. Carl looked across the table at me and smiled. He told me I looked very beautiful. He then ordered me to stroke my pussy lips. Of course I told him no. He explained to me if I didn’t do it, then he would get up and come over to me and do it himself.

At this point I didn’t doubt him and I began to do as he ordered. It was so embarrassing and yet felt wonderful.’

Knock! Knock!
‘What was that? I wondered while continuing with my task. I was growing extremely wet.’

Knock! came again and I woke up. I had my skirt pushed up above my waist and my hand down my panties. I was extremely wet. ‘Oh my God! What am I doing?’
I quickly arose from the bed and straightened out my skirt. I went to the door and Carl stood outside smiling at me. “Ready?” he asked.

I was so embarrassed with my panties sticking to me and I was afraid he could smell my arousal. “Almost,” I answered and in my panic I closed the door in his face.

I flew to my suitcase and retrieved a fresh pair of panties and hurried into the bathroom to change them and clean myself. I returned to the door and opened it. “Sorry,” I murmured.

He stood looking strangely at me but assured me it was alright. We were soon on our way into the small New England town. I don’t know a lot about cars, but I did realize he had a brand new red Corvette. Now you all know about these guys that own Corvettes and particularly red!

Carl attempted to make small talk on our way, but I just there like a bump on a log. It wasn’t that I was feeling shy, I was still so overwhelmed by my dream. ‘I wonder what in the world that was all about, it felt so real.’
I realized with a jolt that of course it had felt real, I had actually been playing with myself when I woke up. I’d never had a dream like that before. I realized it must have been a repressed desire.

“What are you thinking about?” Carl asked breaking into my thoughts.

Of course I flushed embarrassedly and I said, “Oh nothing really.”

“I don’t buy that,” he replied good naturedly, “because I’m thinking about the same thing.” ‘Good lord, I hope not,’ I thought.

“I wouldn’t count on it,” I answered him and temporarily wiped that smile off his face.

To say I had a feeling of de’ja vu would have been an understatement when Carl pulled up in front of the same restaurant Lisa, Carrie, and I had eaten at earlier in the week. As in my dream, I couldn’t think of one earthly reason to protest going there. I certainly wasn’t going to tell him about Carrie walking stark naked through the place.

You’d better believe I was extra careful of being clear of the car door before I allowed him to shut it. There were some other couples in the parking lot, but I couldn’t remember if they resembled the people in my dream or not; although overall the entire coincidence struck me as eerie.

After entering the restaurant, Carl stepped up and spoke with the hostess. She looked at me oddly, but didn’t say anything. I glanced around the dining room and was relieved when I didn’t see that family with those awful children.

We were seated and ordered without incidence and conversed until our dinners arrived. It turned out that he was a fairly nice guy and he apologized again for trying to pull my bikini bottoms off. He said he just got carried away after seeing Carrie and he appeared sincere to me.

I made a very small joke about being Carried away and the matter seemed settled. It turned out he was involved in a business that was closely related to my career and I began to think we had more then enough in common for me to want to see him again.

Cutting to the chase in this narrative,  we ate our dinner and left the restaurant shortly there after. I had elected to have two glasses of wine with dinner in order to possibly loosen up some.

We were sitting in his car in the parking lot and Carl asked, “What would you like to do now?”

“Go back to your cottage,” I answered him.

Carl looked at me in surprise but simply said, “Okay.”

What Carl didn’t realize was I was looking at this as the last opportunity to see if I could have a normal sex life. If this one didn’t work out, I was finished with it. I would become an old maid and have forty cats surround me in my home.

Carl drove back in record time and we entered his cottage. I had glanced around and observed no one watching me when we arrived.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked me.

“No, I’m fine,” I answered.

I could tell he was a little nervous and didn’t know where to begin. I’m certain I had thrown him off balance with my former behavior and then the way I was acting now. I decided to take the bull by the horns and I asked if I could see his bedroom. Subtle, wasn’t I?

We walked into his bedroom and I immediately laid down on the bed. Carl murmured something about getting comfortable and disappeared into the bathroom. I don’t know what I expected, but I was totally shocked when the bathroom door opened and Carl stepped out as naked as on the day he was born. I don’t know what he had been doing in there, but he was fully erect and hung like a horse.

I was speechless and blushing bright red.

“Oh,” he spoke, “I’m sorry, I thought you knew what I meant.”

I understood that he fully expected to find me as naked as he was and waiting for him. How little did he understand about me. He crossed the room and lay beside me on the bed. Before he could do anything, I ordered, “Turn the light off.”

I could tell from the expression on his face that he was disappointed but he did as I asked plunging the room into darkness. It was already night out and the curtains were tightly drawn. Carl began to kiss me, but I was totally unable to respond. Believe me, I wanted to…I so desperately wanted to, but I just lay there like a board.

He attempted to force his tongue between my clenched teeth to no avail. I suddenly spoke, “I can’t do this without protection.”

“Of course,” he murmured. He rolled over to his bedside stand and opened the drawer. I heard him open the packet and roll the condom down his erection. Carl leaned back to me and this time he reached up under my skirt.

As soon as I felt his touch on my hips, I began to weep quietly. I think I was crying for myself. I so wanted to do this and just couldn’t. I couldn’t understand what was wrong with me. I don’t know if he didn’t hear me or didn’t care, but he proceeded to pull my panties down and off my body.

Carl rubbed his hand gently on my pussy lips and I swear they shrunk in size. I began to sob hysterically and I felt so sad. Carl finally couldn’t ignore that and he asked with some anxiety in his voice, “What’s wrong, Becca?”

“I’m – I’m,” I attempted to say. Suddenly I jumped up and fled his cottage, still crying hysterically. I stumbled out into the dark night and ran haphazardly up towards my cottage. I must have been very confused and instead of running into my cottage, I veered into Lisa and Carrie’s.

I threw open the door and ran right into Larry who was standing on the threshold in just his shorts.  Now I was totally embarrassed that I was interrupting their private moments.  I don’t know what I was expecting them to be doing with Carrie naked and Larry seeming very interested when I left them. 

I was apologizing profusely to Larry for barging in when Carrie walked out of the bedroom to see what was going on. She was completely naked as she had been when I left and appeared total flushed and a little out of it.

She appeared a little wobbly and probably stunned as she came out to see what was going on,  “Oh,  Becca, ah, what’s the matter?”

I realized I had probably interrupted their love making so I ran straight into their bathroom and locked the door behind me. 

I heard Larry exclaim, “What the-.”

“It’s okay Larry, I’ll talk to her,” Carrie answered. “You just go on and I’ll see you tomorrow like we planned.”

“Okay, thanks for a wonderful evening.”

“My pleasure,” Carrie answered seductively.

I was so embarrassed for interrupting them, I could have shriveled up and died.

I heard the cottage door shut and then Carrie spoke to me through the bathroom door. “Becca, what’s wrong? Did that bastard do something to you?”

No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t quit crying. I just felt so ashamed about everything. I next heard Carrie rattling the locked door handle.

“Becca, either answer me or open this door,” Carrie ordered, “or I’m going to knock this door in.”

There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that she would do it or at least vigorously attempt it, so I managed to get my sobbing under control enough to speak. “I’m ok, give me a minute and I’ll come out.”

“Okay.”

After a couple of minutes I came out of the bathroom sheepishly and went over and sat on a chair by the table. Carrie had a glass of ice water waiting for me in her hand. I drank it straight down and thanked her.

Carrie sat down next to me and stroked my hair gently as she quietly asked, “Did he try to force you to have sex?”

“No,” I explained. “Quite the contrary, I forced myself on him…I couldn’t follow through. I froze just like I always do.” And I began to weep quietly again.

Carrie appeared stunned and I didn’t blame her. I’m sure she had never heard anything of the sort before. She slid next to me and took me by the hand and said soothingly, “It’s okay, Becca. It’ll happen when it’s suppose to.”

“No, it won’t,” I wailed. “It’ll never happen. I’m doomed.”

“Oh my God, Don’t say that Becca. It will work out believe me.  I’ve had my share of bad dates. You’ll find someone that makes you feel special and it will all come together.”

Carrie was such a sweet friend. I still found it hard to believe Carrie would have ever had a bad date, but her comforting was most reassuring.

Just them, Lisa walked in carrying a grocery sack. “Oh, what’s wrong?”

I was really embarrassed now. 

Carrie explained, “I’ll tell you later. If that’s alright Becca?” 

“Sure,” I answered with a slight sob as Carrie reached out and pulled me tight. Her concern was so genuine that I couldn’t help but feel a little better. 

Forgetting for a moment that she was still naked, I squeezed her tight and simple said, “Thanks. You’re a good friend to have.” 

“Well, I have some cheer up juice right here,” Lisa explained and she set two gallon jugs of wine on the table. “Carrie, get some glasses.”

Carrie brought over three 12 ounce tumblers and Lisa filled them up from the first jug. “Bottoms up,” she directed. “No one is leaving here tonight sober.”

I took a rather large swig for me. Despite it being inexpensive wine, it tasted quite good to me in my present condition. I knew I wasn’t going to allow myself to become intoxicated, but felt a little wine would help the situation.

We sat and drank while Lisa talked about her date. It sounded as if she had had a very good time. “Well, did you?” Carrie asked.

Lisa flushed slightly and asked, “Did I what?”

“You know.”

“What about you, miss meets her date naked at the door,” Lisa responded impishly.

“Well what do you think?” Carrie protested.

“What do you know about this, Becca?” Lisa inquired.

“All I know is Larry couldn’t keep his hands off her when I left and she looked very  satisfied when I barged in,” I joked.

“You barged in on them?” Lisa asked. “Tell me all about it.”

“Well they weren’t, ah, you know having sex when I, ah, saw them, ah, but ,ah  ..”

“Ok, out with it.” As Lisa laughed. Carrie told me to shush.

“Ok, ok, what do you think we did for 4 hours, sit around and play cards.   But enough already,  I don’t think Becca wants to hear about this, ” Carrie said shyly as she blushed.

“Oh go on,” I said, “maybe I’ll learn something.”

Carrie seemed to grow embarrassed and blushed even more as we interrogated her about her night with Larry.

“Was he good?” Lisa asked inquisitively.

“Well, let me just say, I’m probably going to be a little sore in the morning,” was Carrie’s only explanation. 

We laughed and joked for a while and against my better judgment I had two more glasses of wine. Carrie and Lisa had drank even more than I had and they were both slightly flushed and perspiring. 

The effects of the wine were starting to show its affects on all of us as we all got more and more animated and silly.  For me at least it didn’t go unnoticed that Carrie was still sitting there naked as the day she was born.  She looked so lovely and her body was just screaming for my attention, but somehow I resisted that unexplained feeling that I had boiling within me. 

Then in one of my over enthusiastic moments I accidentally brushed Carries bare breasts, which reminded both me and her that she was still sitting there naked.  She then asked Lisa about the whereabouts of her bikini.

 “Your bikini is hidden somewhere outside and you can find it in the morning if you want to wear it tomorrow,” Lisa answered grinning crookedly at Carrie.

I’m ashamed to admit that I was already so sloshed I found the entire situation eminently amusing, which I don’t think Carrie found amusing.  At least she was not laughing or appeared happy about it.

“But I’ll tell you what I’ll do to make you feel less uncomfortable,” Lisa spoke. “I’m getting too warm anyway and I’m afraid I’m going to spill wine on myself, sooner or later.”

Lisa stood up and carefully removed her outfit. She folded it carefully and placed it on an empty chair. Lisa was now only dressed in a very revealing bra and panty set as having already kicked her high heels off before.

As I’ve already mentioned, Lisa was beautiful in her own right and had a wonderful figure. I suppose because I was drunk, I continued to stare at her in befuddlement and some appreciation of her near nudity. I was amazed that she had stripped down because I knew she was almost as modest as I. 

“It looks like Becca is enamored with you, Lisa,” Carrie said in a laughing tone.

Lisa cast a glance at me and I began blushing again. “Well, she can look but she can’t touch. By the way, why should she sit there completely dressed?”

“Good point,” Carrie agreed and quickly stood up and turned to me.

“No, no, wait,” I protested, completely panicked realizing the little amount of clothing I was wearing beneath the outfit.

Carrie stepped behind me and pressed both of my arms tightly to my body. I stood up to attempt to counteract, which turned out to be a big mistake. Lisa simply untied my top and then slid my skirt leaving me standing in my cotton panties.

“Oooh, Becca, topless, I’m impressed,” Lisa declared.

I couldn’t believe it when my nipples became hard, which caused me to feel even more embarrassed. I mean after all it was just us women and they had seen me previously wearing less then that. I drunkenly wondered again if I were becoming gay.

Carrie had me secured with her arms wrapped tightly around mine.  I could feel her firm breast pressed hard against me back as I struggled to get free with no luck.  

“I still think she’s still wearing too much, Lisa,.” Carrie yelled.

“I agree,” her friend acquiesced and before I could move Lisa has whisked my panties down and off leaving me stark naked except for my shoes and the ace bandage.

Now I was completely embarrassed and blushed furiously but more over apparently being under their complete control than being seen naked.

I said bitterly, “You’re forgetting my shoes and the ace bandage. Don’t you want to remove them too?”

Carrie laughed and said, “No, you can keep them.” And she stepped away from me releasing my arms.

As Lisa very carefully folded up her outfit, which just so recently had adorned my body, she continued to stare at me and laugh at my obvious discomfort.  I had once assumed my crouched position.

Carrie joined in the laughter at such foolishness on my part and I thought, ‘Hell, enough is enough!’ I brazenly stood up and cupped my breasts and pushed them out at them. I was obviously more drunk then I had realized and worse was yet to come.

I felt totally vindicated when their laughter died on their lips, but then Carrie smiled and said, “Now you’re getting into it, Becca.”

Lisa turned away I’m certain to go use the bathroom but she had made a fatal mistake given my present temperament. I motioned to Carrie what I intended to do and she nodded her head in affirmation.

I stepped forward and grasped Lisa by the arms much the same way Carrie had done me and in a trice Carrie had successfully stripped Lisa. She stood there is all her glorious nakedness appearing completely stunned.

Lisa turned to me appearing highly flushed herself and began to speak in protest when I interrupted her. “What goes around comes around,” I reminded her.

Laughing, Carrie filled the three large glasses to the brim and ordered, “Drink up, me hearties!” as she raised a toast to her two naked companions.

Throwing caution completely to the wind, I sat back and did as directed. Carrie and Lisa did also, but I noticed Lisa was leaning forward in an attempt to protect herself. In my presently drunken state, I thought that was funny and told her so.

Lisa looked at me strangely but didn’t say anything. I proceeded to tell them about the erotic dream I had had just prior to Carl arriving for our date. I told it in great detail and when I was finished I could tell it had excited them. Hell, it had excited me to admit to it and I had the overpowering urge to do something about it.

What I really wanted to do was masturbate right there as I told them about the dream but even I wasn’t that drunk. I stood up quickly.

What’s wrong, Becca?” Carrie inquired. I’m positive she had seen the excitement I was feeling cross my face.

“I’m going down and see Carl,” I explained and before Carrie or Lisa could act in any manner I had lunged out into the night stark naked.

It had grown somewhat chilly even though it was the summer because it was so far north. My nipples immediately responded to the cold by growing even longer. I looked about me in wonderment as I stood outside in public completely nude.

Luckily for me, there didn’t appear to be a soul stirring outside, although I observed lights on in a few of the cottages. It had grown quite late. I began my journey down to Carl’s cottage, but with each step I took the more the reality of the situation pounded through my drunken state.

I had only taken about a dozen steps away from Lisa and Carrie’s cottage when I grew so paranoid I was hearing footsteps and voices. I glanced wildly around me but of course there was nothing except a slight wind. I could suddenly visualized myself being arrested stark naked and taken to jail completely nude with my hands shackled behind and my breasts and my pussy on full public display.

I could suddenly hear my co-workers’ sharp wit when they heard about it and demanding pictures of me while on vacation. I realized I would have to resign in shame and become a recluse.

I panicked completely, almost hysterically and I began to breathe so swiftly I was afraid I was going to hyperventilate. I desperately desired to return to my cottage. Being drunk and panicked is not a good combination and I immediately got all turn around and headed off in the wrong direction.

The more hysterical I grew the less I understood where I was headed until I found myself in front of Carl’s cottage. ‘Oh my God, what am I doing?’
I was finally able to comprehend that I had ran off in the wrong direction. I managed to stagger up to my cottage and I fell into it and passed out immediately on the floor.

