2. A sunbeam gleaming through the trees woke her up, and she rose suddenly and looked around, confused. The river flowing in front of her and the faint sound of wind through leaves got her back to her current position; she was still at the riverbank, where she must have dozed off after the meal and wine.

She yawned and stretched her arms to the sky, almost like a cat. Then she noticed the sun. It was almost below the trees and would go down soon! She must have slept much longer than she first had thought. The reason the sun had woken her was that the tree above her no longer shaded her. A quick glance at the watch gave her quite a shock: it was almost five o’clock. The last bus home would leave in less than an hour!
Almost in panic, she picked up her satchel and started walking back, but after only a few steps she stopped again.

‘Calm yourself’ she said to herself, ‘Rushing of like this won’t help anyone’. She looked around in distress. The town was not very far back, only a kilometer or so, but on the wrong side of the river. The bridge she had used to cross it was almost five kilometers back on this side, and she didn’t know any nearer bridge in the other direction in less than a mile’s distance. There was no way she would get to the bus in time. Unless…

Carefully, she stepped down the steep riverbank to the edge of the water. If she could cross this river around here, she would make to the bus without trouble. She looked at the water; it was dark and flowed swiftly at her feet. Leaves and small twigs rushed past her with discomforting speed: the current was quite strong. But on the other hand, she had been told that it wasn’t very deep, despite what the color of it said, that was because of the soil along the river. Perhaps she could wade over safely.
Distress made her make her mind quickly. She gracefully stepped along the river bank to a place that seemed easy enough to get into, and didn’t look very deep either. In the middle right in front of her, something stirred the water; this must mean that it was shallow enough for her to get across without swimming.

But she would have to save her clothes somehow; the only way would be to carry some of them across. She looked around, but saw no one around. She didn’t want to be caught undressed by someone. Carefully, she took of the shoes and put them in the satchel. It was large enough to take them, but not much more; her socks could fit but nothing else. Then she opened up her skirt and took them off. Her blouse followed next, with her pantyhose after. She was now only wearing bra and panties. Once again she looked around for any peeping-Tom.

Finally, she took the jeans, blouse and pantyhose and tied them to a small bundle together with the satchel. This made a mice small package that she would be able to carry across without much trouble, she thought.
She took one more step forward and put her foot into the water, and gasped. It was cold! After only moments, though, the chill eased a little and she stepped in. It couldn’t be that could after all, it must be the current that fooled her. The strength of that wouldn’t fool her, though. Even when only getting her the ankles, it felt strong enough to carry her with it.

But she couldn’t stop with this. She braced herself and stepped further into the dark water mass that flowed around her. First, she held her clothes with both hands, but she soon realized that she had to use one hand for balance. The stony river bottom and current didn’t make the crossing any easier than necessary. Carefully, she got deeper into the water, step by step. Thankfully, the water didn’t feel very cold anymore; on the contrary, it only felt refreshing. The late summer-sun still reached her through the branches, and felt pleasing to her bare skin.

But the river was much deeper than she had first expected. After only a few steps, and it reached her knees. Less than a third crossed now, and it was at the middle of her thighs. She stopped, and for a moment lost balance because of an extra rush of current. Looking ahead, she cursed herself. If the river was this deep already, there was no way she would get cross without letting the water reach her hips. That would mean that her panties would get wet.

Quickly, she calculated on the possible solutions. She could continue, and wet panties and perhaps even her bra, but then she would have to get home wearing no underwear. That was something she almost never liked, and now even less, when she was using such light summer clothes; it would shine through, especially after bathing. The alternative would be to get back and take of everything before passing the river. That would mean stripping and walking stark naked on the country side, which wasn’t very pleasing either. But it wouldn’t last that long, only till she had crossed the river and let herself dry some.
“Oh, fuck it!” she said as she started stepping back to the side of the river she came from; the latter alternative would be the least discomforting, after all.

Getting back wasn’t easy, either, but after a few awkward steps she reached safer ground and could walk back to the shore. Well there, she carefully looked around, because she didn’t like one bit what she was about to do. No one seemed to be around this time either, so she first reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, then removed her panties. Both got stuck into the little bundle. A second thought made her take off her watch and put it in the satchel as well, in case it would get wet. Then she started walking back in. 
She didn’t hesitate as much this time as the last, the feeing of being watched would not let her go as she stood stark naked with water up her legs. Any time now, somebody could walk past and see her.

So this was no moment for laziness. After some swift steps, she had reached the height where she had stop earlier, but this time she could go on. The sensation that came with water reaching her inner thighs was rather pleasant after all, and made her continue, and soon she had water up above her waist. Skinny-dipping always felt kind of nice, and this time was no different, despite the situation. Still, she hadn’t reached the middle of the stream, and the water ran with great strength up to her ribs now.
She could see the item breaking the surface just a few steps in front of her, now, and she knew she had been fooled. ‘It must be some kind of branch’, she thought, as she looked at it from this distance. When she grasped it with one hand, still holding up her precious bundle of clothes with the other, she knew that was true. The water now reached her breasts, and made her nipples hard. Nevertheless, she was very thankful, because she had now reached the middle of the stream. From now, it would climb upwards again.

Or so she thought. Perhaps it was the false feeling of safety that tricked her, or maybe it was just bad luck, but one wrong step was all it took. She had stretched out to get help from the branch as much as possible, and that made her slightly out of balance. The first step out of the deeper water led her to a rock that was loose, and when she tried to put weight on that foot, it loosened from the bottom, and she stumbled. The front foot slid back as well as the back, and she plunged into the water. She gasped in shock, and water filled her mouth as her head went under.
The current grabbed her and pushed her away downriver. She fought with hands and legs to regain balance and once again tough ground, to no avail. Water got down her throat and hair got in her face as she turned around and around under water. Panic filled her, as the deeper, icy cold water of the bottom of the river reached her.

But then, her hand caught something hard, and she once again felt the comfort of steady rocks. Without thinking, she pushed herself upwards, and her head got up above the surface. Coughing water and inhaling fresh, living air at the same time, she paddled with all her power towards the shore, which she now could see was only meters away.

Soon she was back in safety on the river bank. Cold, wet and out of breath from the drowning sensation, but safe. She crawled up a bit more and fell onto the riverbank, totally exhausted, and there she lay while regaining some strength. She thanked her lucky gods for the fact that she had kept up with her swimming lessons back in school days, eons ago.
The sun was still up, and reached her body, warming her, and making her come back to her senses. She was alive, she was on the right side of the river, and the time couldn’t be that much, but there was still something nagging her mind. Something was completely wrong with this situation.

She found out when some bug landed on her bum and she instinctively tried to slap it with her hand. When it hit soft and wet skin, it caught her: she was naked!
Her clothes! She had held them all in a bundle with one hand when she plunged. She frantically looked at that hand and then to the ground around her, but to no avail; her clothes were nowhere around. She quickly rose to get down to the water again and look for them, but that turned out to be useless as well. She must have let them go instinctively when she was drowning, and now they had either sunk or drifted away with the stream.
Desperately, she started walking along the riverbank, somehow hoping that her clothes would be there somewhere. She tried to move as quickly as she could along the edge, still crouching in case someone would be there, watching her. She reached a few meters before the bank got so steep that couldn’t move on, but still no clothes could be seen. The sun was going down as well, and it was getting darker by the minute. This search seemed more and futile.
Despair grabbed her, and she slumped down on the riverside, clutching her legs with her arms, making herself as small as possible. The sun didn’t feel warming anymore, and she started feeling goose bumps all over her body. The only welcoming thought with the forthcoming night was that she would be less visible to any observers. But that was little comfort; it wouldn’t help her one bit in her situation. Tears flowed down her cheek and onto her knees as she pitied herself in her current situation.
Crying helped some, it seemed. After a few minutes, she didn’t feel as totally distressed as she first had done. Sitting here doing nothing would only make her cold, and only she could make any changes to her situation. The summer nights were still warm, nut not warm enough without any clothes at all: she had to go and find some help.

With newfound determination, she walked up the riverbank and started walking towards the town. She skipped between bushed and trees along the edge of the river. Although there was no road or path here, one couldn’t know when someone would show up.

She had no real idea on what to do if someone did, or when reaching the city. There was no way to tell whether she would make it to the bus or not, since she no longer had any watch, but she doubted it. Besides what if she did reach there in time? She had no money to pay for the ride back, and no keys to get into her apartment. She had to find some local law or something.
Not far away, she reached her first barb-wire fence for animal herding. It was old and not very high, but very awkward to get over, even more so being naked. Slightest touch would hurt her. Only a few hundred meters afterwards, there was a second, and a few meters after that a third. Very carefully, she climbed them all, but it was tiresome. How long could this go on? She really regretted sending those youngsters out here, how long could they have gotten?

She soon found out. After the third fence, when she was becoming exhausted from all climbing, she saw the light of a fire in the sunset, and she heard voices only a few meters away. She recognized the voices right away; it was the two young couples she had sent out here in wilderness. Walking up a small hill, she could see their camp not far away. They had put up tents and obviously made camp for the night.

At first, she froze, afraid of being seen in her condition, but then she reconsidered. Perhaps this was her only help she could get? She was tired from swimming and walking, and it was getting late. Wasn’t it worth risking a little?
Cautiously, she started walking towards them. She tried to cover herself as much as possible with her hands, but it wasn’t easy. They seemed tired and talked quietly, yet they didn’t notice her until she was almost at their side. 

“Ahem. Could you please help me?” she croaked. Her voice got stuck somewhere on the way. She cleared her throat.

The four young people in front of her got very startled; she had taken them with total surprise. Four eyes gazed at her in bewilderment, and when they saw that she wasn’t wearing any clothes, they stared even more. Carrie started blushing, despite the cool evening air.

“Whoa!” a young man finally said, “What’s happened to you?”

“I – I lost my clothes when trying to cross the river here”, she started. “It’s a long story, and I’ll tell you all about it, but could you please help me?”

They continued to stare with non-blinking eyes. They had all risen to their feet except one girl, who was sitting with her legs spread. Carrie glimpsed some blood between her legs. They didn’t seem to recognize her, a fact she considered being luck. After all, she hadn’t been very nice to them. It was possible that they wouldn’t think it had been deliberate, but what was the point of risking that?

Finally, one of the men got into motion. “Of course we’ll help you” he said. “Let me just find a blanket or something”. With that he started rummaging in his backpack for some unknown garment. Carrie let out a small sigh of relief.

“Hold it!” the girl on the ground suddenly said. “Don’t you recognize her? It’s the woman who sent us out here, on these unfriendly grounds! Why should we help her?”

Once again Carries mood sunk, as four pairs of eyes once again studied her. They had recognized her, and at least one of them didn’t like her one bit. “Hey, you’re right – it’s her” the other young man finally said. The one looking for some garment stopped in his motions, not so eager any more.
Nothing happened for a moment. They all stood frozen, looking at each other. Carrie’s arms clenched to her breasts and pubic hair. Distress grew inside her as the young woman continued.

“She put us in a situation. Now, we’ll get back with the same coin.” Carrie didn’t really know what this situation was, but it sure had made them angry.

That woke the young man who had started helping her up: “Look, Megan, we can’t leave her like this, despite what she did to use or not – it’s not human. One way or another, we’ve got to help her.”

“I’m not so sure of that” the Megan replied, although she wasn’t as steady on her voice now. The other two remained quiet, probably still indecisive.
“At least, we have to give her some protection before she moves on!” the young man countered.

“I don’t want to give her anything!” was the quick response from the girl on the ground.

After that, they fell silent again, staring at each other instead. Carrie felt partly thankful that she had stopped being the object everyone was staring at, even though she was still the center of the events.

It was Megan who spoke again, almost in reply to herself. “How about this: we’re all very tired after this walk, how about putting her to work for us? Let her serve us tonight, and we’ll let her stay till the morning. She put us here, now she’ll help us out. And this way, we won’t have to give her anything.”

Once again, they fell quiet thinking about the idea. Before anyone could react, she continued: “One more thing: no clothes for her tonight. I want her humiliated!”
First, they all stared at her in disbelief, Carrie most of all. But to her astonishment, the other three nodded in agreement to the suggestion. “That seems fair, I’m with you”, the other girl said. The two men agreed to, and one turned to Carrie and said:
“So, woman, your choice here: stay with us naked tonight and serve us, or take the ditch!” He had intonated woman, as like talking to some lower people.

Carrie stared at them in disbelief, and her hands fell to her side, so chocked was she that she didn’t care covering herself anymore. She couldn’t help noticing the bulging jeans on the two men, which she thought must have helped convincing them. Men had half their brain in their dick – at least. The two women looked at her in anticipation, and there was some hunger in their eyes as well that she didn’t like one bit.

But what could she do? There would be no other help tonight, and they all knew that. Carrie lowered her head in a silent ‘OK’.

“Okay, woman, let’s make us some food” the young man said in glee to her.

3. Dinner was served and eaten, and the two couples sat by the fire letting their food sink some. Carrie sat just outside of the circle, still as naked as when they had met. Not that she cared very much; she had had too much to do all the time. Packing up everything, finding something to make food of from the disparate ingredients they had brought. Finally, she had made up some pasta sauce not even her daughter would have eaten, but her ‘bosses’ hadn’t complained.
All the time being naked as they day she had been born. In the beginning the four of them had stared at her at taunted her, and she had done the very best she could to cover herself from their eyes. But after a while, she had become too busy taking care of everything to really bother. It seemed as if they young couples’ staring had subsided. Perhaps this was just that she didn’t bother as much any more. One thing didn’t subside though: the boys’ erections; during the whole time she couldn’t help but notice the throbbing bulge beneath their pants.
The teasing had thankfully stopped at words and looks. Well, almost: once, one of the boys, who she had found out was named Tom, had slapped him very lightly on her bum when she had hunched over the cooking pots. But she had reacted so strongly and hit his hand that none of them had tried anything again. They all had become more and more friendly towards her the longer the evening had proceeded, so this was a natural development.
Now, she sat down and thankfully ate what the other had left. She was incredibly hungry after today’s events, and the food actually tasted superb. She would have complimented the cook over and over if the cook hadn’t been herself.
After a while, Tom rose and said:

“Hey, time for some evening skinny-dipping. Are you with me?”

The other guy, who Carrie had found out was called Mike, immediately got to his feet and nodded in approval, and so did Rose. “Yeah, that would be great”

Megan still staid on the ground, though. “Nah, I don’t want to bath with my leg. Besides, I don’t much like it anyway”
“It’s okay, chicken!” Mike said and turned to Carrie. “How about you?”

Carrie, who had involuntary shivered when thinking of the river again, didn’t really know what to answer. One thing was sure, though: no more swimming for her! “I better take care of the dishes”, she mumbled.

The three of them walked away with some comment that sounded like ‘cowards’ and left the two girls by the fire. Carrie started collecting the dishes while Megan leaned back and rested.

Carrie turned her back on her companion and started the cleaning-up. After a while, she had forgotten about her companion. That was why she jumped a little when Megan spoke to her.

“So, what do you do when you don’t run around naked on the countryside?” The words were a little wicked, but her tone wasn’t; it seemed she really just wanted to talk.

“I’m a nurse” Carrie answered when she had gotten herself together, and turned to companion.
“Really? Where? At the county hospital?”

“Yeah, at the emergency”

There was a small pause, after which Megan spoke again. “My friend used to work there. Sally, did you know her?”

Carrie shook her head. She had never known anybody with that name. “I have only worked there for a couple of months”.

Silence fell again, and Carrie was just about to turn back to her dishes when Megan spoke up again, this time with more urgency in her voice. “Say, you wouldn’t… …could you have a look at my leg afterwards?”

Carrie looked at Megan’s inner thigh, which was bloody after stuck on a bared wire. “Sure”, she said.

“Thanks!” Megan smile really was appreciating; she seemed to have forgotten all of her antagonism against her now.

After finishing the dishes, Carrie turned towards Megan and sat down by her side. If it hadn’t been for that the night turned a bit chillier, she couldn’t have cared less about being naked so close to Megan. Her companion didn’t seem to be as relaxed about the, though. Carrie told her to spread her legs a bit more, so that she could have a look at the cut. Megan complied, and Carrie bent down to examine it more closely.
Her jeans had been ripped open far way in on her thigh, almost at her buttock; a 10 cm gash with a mixture of fabric and dried blood showed where the wired had cut her. Carrie touched the end very lightly to see beneath the jeans, how deep the cut was, but Then Megan wheezed in sudden pain.
“It doesn’t seem like a deep cut, but the jeans have stuck in the dried blood. Do you have a knife?” Carrie said.

Megan pointed to a bag a bit at the side, and Carrie went over there too look. Soon, she found a sharp knife she could use. Then she bent over Megan’s legs again. Her breasts touched Megan just briefly, but she didn’t care about that.

“I’m going to cut loose you pants now. Just stay still.”

With the knife, Carrie could easily cut loose those parts that were stuck from the wound. “Now, you’ll have to take of you trousers if I am going to be able to clean you up”.
Megan looked uncertainly at her, but saw the truth in it; she bent forward to remove her shoes, but winced in pain immediately. “You’ll have to help me” she said. 

Carrie understood, and quickly removed the shoes of her feet. Meanwhile, Megan unbuttoned her jeans and smoothly drew them over her hips. “Could you help me with the rest?”

Carrie resolutely got hold of Megan’s jeans and drew them off her. To get past the thighs, she had to draw her hand on her bare skin above her. Neither Carrie nor Megan could disregard the light touch on her skin. Now, Megan sat with only panties covering her lower body. Carrie told her to spread her legs once more in order for her to start cleaning.

Using a wet towel and the knife, Carrie could clean the wound quite easily. She was very light on the touch, and hardly noticed any reaction at all from Megan. Of pain, at least; she had to get really close to get a view in the fading evening, and at the end she practically sat with her face in Megan’s crotch. One of her breasts constantly touched her companion’s thigh. But she was too concentrated to notice.
Only when she was finished, it got to her how she was sitting, only centimeters from another woman’s pussy. And then, she couldn’t help noticing Megan’s breathing, which was rather fast and shallow. She looked up to meet her acquaintance’s eyes, and then back to between her legs, where there clearly was a dark spot on the panties, right between the legs. At that moment, she also felt her own breast, which had leaned against Megan’s legs all the time. She understood how this must have felt for her young friend, and now she finally couldn’t help but starting to feel aroused, too.

Carrie didn’t know how it got to her, but she just did what she felt was right. “Now, I’ll just clean around the wound a little” she said, and with that she bent down and started kissing Megan on the inside of her thigh.

The reaction was immediate. Megan started breathing harder, as Carrie kissed her with more and more intensity. At some points, she could feel a slight taste of blood, but that only heightened her own feelings. She rocked slightly to and forth while she continued the kissing, letting her breast slide along the legs all the time. Her nipples steadily got harder, and she could feel the familiar warmth between her legs.
Carrie let her tongue wander up over the hip bone, towards Megan’s belly. There, she started unbuttoning her blouse, at the same time as she pushed up the linen she had beneath. Her tongue followed in the trail of soft skin that became available a little at a time. She soon had covered the entire belly and lower ribs, and reached Megan’s breasts. But that didn’t stop her.
Megan lay on the ground, breathing heavily, as Carrie parted the last of the blouse and drew the linen over the breasts. Only a light sports bra covered them now, and underneath, the nipples stood out, rock hard. Carrie massaged them a little before moving the bra over the breasts as well. Then she could stroke one nipple while she kissed and sucked on the other. Small crying sounds came from Megan’s lips from this treatment. Carrie let her body rest fully on Megan now, with one leg between her own. That way, she could get pressure of her own pussy all the while.
After some time, Carrie pulled lightly in Megan to allow her up into half-sitting position. Then, she could remove the blouse, shift and bra completely. She got hold of Megan’s neck and pulled their mouths together for a deep, long kiss. She could feel Megan’s hand on one of her breasts now, which it started kneading in an intensifying way.

That only made her want some more, though. She quickly dived between Megan’s legs once again, and this time got hold of the last piece of clothing on her young body: her panties. She could see that they were all wet-through now, as she pulled them of her. Then she parted her legs once again but this time went straight at the moist vulva. As her tongue touched the soft flesh beneath the pubic hair for the first time, Megan screamed out her first orgasm.
That stopped neither her nor Megan, though. She continued sucking and soon felt Megan tugging at her legs. Complying, Carrie moved herself to a 69-position, and not long after, she felt two hands on her buttock and a tongue between her legs. The sensation was so intense that she for a while couldn’t continue her own treatment, just get pleasure from Megan’s tongue. She raised her head and started screaming out her first orgasm, at the same time looking right into the face of Tom!

The other three stood around them, looking right at the two naked bodies engaged in intense sexual contact on the grass floor. They were only wearing towels, and by the size of the bulging in front of the men, they had been staring for a while. Carrie immediately froze in her position, and when Megan felt that reaction, she stopped too and looked at her friends, shocked at being caught in a situation like this.
Tom just gaped, and didn’t even notice when his towel fell of him, leaving him standing completely naked with his red cock out for everyone to see, pulsating. Carrie guessed he hadn’t even dreamed of seeing his girlfriend having sex with another, and even less with another girl! The other just stared in silence, holding each other’s hands

Once again, Carrie took control. When she saw that vibrating cock just a meter or so from her, her spine started giving commands once more. She urged Tom to come closer, and get down on his knees in front of her. When he silently obliged, she took hold of the root of his penis and opened her mouth to let his gland inside. Tom grimaced of pleasure, and soon she let as much as she could of his cock inside her mouth. At the same time, she felt Megan’s tongue on her pussy once more.
She was just about to come once more, when she felt Megan stopping and moving out from beneath her. Almost directly after she felt another hand on her hip, and a rod-like thing steering towards her pussy! Apparently, Mike wanted to join, too. When he entered her, it was more that she could take. She had stop her blowjob to scream out her orgasm, at the same time as Tom spurted his cum in her face
