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4. Evening Session Gangbang

The Mayfair apartment, nestled discreetly on a quiet street away from the bustle of central London, was a hidden gem—a place where only the elite of the city gathered under the guise of social sophistication. It was a space that, from the outside, looked no different from any other in the neighbourhood, but inside, it was something entirely different.

Tom and Jasmine had been there since five in the evening, making sure everything was in order. The apartment was their stage, and they wanted everything to be perfect before Michael and Tammy arrived. Jasmine, wearing a silk robe that hinted at the elegance of the lingerie beneath, moved gracefully around the main living area, lighting candles and adjusting the dimmer on the wall to get the lighting just right—soft, ambient, and with just a touch of mystery. Tom, dressed casually in a dark, open-necked shirt and tailored trousers, was at the bar, preparing the assortment of drinks they would offer tonight's guests.

By the time Michael and Tammy arrived at seven o’clock, the apartment was already alive with a sense of anticipation. Michael, ever the picture of confidence in a tailored suit and open shirt, walked in with Tammy, who wore a fitted dress that hugged her curves, a prelude to the seduction she would later perform. They were greeted with warm smiles and a glass of champagne each. The ritual of preparation was as important as the event itself, setting the tone and building the mood before the main attraction.

The living area was a study of understated luxury. Soft, low sofas lined the walls, upholstered in rich fabrics that invited relaxation. A Persian rug stretched out under the coffee table, its intricate patterns softened by the flickering candlelight. Jasmine had chosen a playlist of smooth, jazzy tunes that played softly in the background, mingling with the sound of ice clinking in glasses as Tom prepared a round of cocktails—Manhattans, Old Fashioneds, and French 75s, each drink meticulously crafted to cater to the refined tastes of their clientele.

At one end of the room, a long buffet table was being set with a spread worthy of any upscale gathering. There were silver trays laden with finger foods—a selection of the finest charcuterie, cheeses from all over Europe, delicately smoked salmon canapés, and mini beef wellingtons that oozed with savoury richness. A variety of fresh fruits—figs, grapes, strawberries—were artfully arranged, tempting guests with their sweetness. On the side, a decadent display of desserts was set up: small pots of crème brûlée, delicate éclairs, and a tower of macarons in pastel shades that were as pleasing to the eye as they were to the palate.

"Looks like everything's in order," Michael said, his voice carrying a hint of approval as he took a sip of his champagne and surveyed the apartment. He made his way to the bar, where Tom handed him a glass of neat Scotch, a nod to the tradition they had established over the months of hosting these events.

"We’ve got a full house tonight," Tom replied a hint of excitement in his eyes. He enjoyed these evenings as much as the guests—playing the host, setting the atmosphere, and watching as the night unfolded. Jasmine, catching Tammy’s eye, gave a little wink. They had done this enough times to know what worked and what didn’t, and tonight was going to be exceptional. Everything was set for a night of pleasure that would keep the guests coming back again and again.

The apartment was arranged with meticulous attention to detail. Along one wall, a large, king-sized bed had been prepared, its white silk sheets glowing softly in the low light. Plump cushions of various sizes were scattered across the bed, inviting and decadent. The sheer curtains on the windows were drawn, their light fabric catching the occasional breeze that carried the faint scent of jasmine and sandalwood from the room’s discreetly placed diffusers. Everything about the setting spoke of indulgence, privacy, and exclusivity.

The clock on the wall showed half-past seven. It was time for Michael and Tammy to get ready. They disappeared into the master bedroom, a large, luxurious space dominated by a four-poster bed draped with crimson and gold fabrics. The room was furnished with plush carpets and heavy, velvet curtains that added a sense of intimacy to the opulence. A dressing table held an array of carefully chosen items—bottles of expensive perfume, delicate lace masks, and a collection of silk lingerie in rich jewel tones. Tammy slipped out of her dress, revealing the barely-there lingerie she would wear to start the evening. Michael, already relaxed, undid the top button of his shirt and rolled up his sleeves, checking his watch with a satisfied nod.

In the living area, Jasmine and Tom made their final preparations. Tom adjusted the lighting, dimming it further until the room was bathed in a warm, golden hue. Jasmine set out a fresh bottle of champagne, its contents fizzing invitingly in the crystal flutes lined up beside it. The air was thick with anticipation, the silence broken only by the soft rustle of fabric and the muted chime of the clock as it struck a quarter to eight.

By now, Michael and Tammy had returned to the living room, exuding a sense of calm confidence. Tammy’s hair, loose and slightly tousled, framed her face in a way that was both innocent and teasing. She exchanged a few words with Jasmine, their laughter light and carefree, a signal that they were ready for the night ahead.

Then, the first of the guests arrived.

The doorbell rang precisely at eight, and Tom moved to answer it, a broad, welcoming smile on his face. The first man to arrive was an executive, his tailored suit and polished shoes exuding wealth and power. He stepped into the apartment, eyes widening slightly as he took in the scene, the luxurious setting, and the soft buzz of excitement that seemed to hum just beneath the surface. Tom handed him a drink, and they exchanged a few polite words before the executive moved further into the room, joining a growing group of men who had come for the same discreet indulgence.

Within minutes, the room began to fill. One by one, the guests arrived, each one more distinguished than the last. They were greeted with the same blend of warmth and professionalism—each man offered a glass of champagne or a cocktail, each one made to feel like he was the most important person in the room. They mingled easily, laughing and making polite conversation as if at any high-end social gathering, their voices mingling with the soft music and the occasional sound of clinking glasses.

Michael, Tammy, Tom, and Jasmine watched the scene unfold with satisfaction. This was their domain, and they had mastered the art of creating the perfect atmosphere for desire. Jasmine moved gracefully between the guests, offering food and drink with an effortless charm, while Tammy caught the eye of a few regulars, teasing them with a glance and a suggestive smile that promised more to come.

As the last of the guests arrived—a well-known figure in the financial world, his arrival causing a slight ripple of recognition among the group—the atmosphere shifted subtly. The room, now filled to capacity, seemed to pulse with anticipation. There was a sense that everyone knew what was coming, and yet, the anticipation of the performance was what kept them on edge.

Tom moved to the centre of the room, raising his glass to make a short, welcoming toast. The chatter quieted, and all eyes turned towards him. The evening was about to begin.

The living room of the Mayfair apartment had been transformed into an arena of luxury and indulgence, a space that promised an evening of hedonism and exclusive pleasure. At the heart of the room was the bed—a massive, three-by-three meter square, specially crafted for evenings like this. Its four polished mahogany posts framed a plush, deep mattress covered in sheets of the finest Egyptian cotton. The bedspread was a rich, deep burgundy, made from silk that shimmered under the soft golden lights, exuding an opulence that was both inviting and decadent. Large pillows, dressed in embroidered satin and velvet cases, were arranged with a sense of deliberate carelessness, suggesting comfort and abandon.

The bed stood as the centrepiece of the room—the focus of the evening, bathed in a warm, ambient glow. A subtle spotlight from above highlighted the gleam of the covers and created a play of shadows on the lush fabrics, making it clear that this was the stage where the night's entertainment would unfold. The light was low and intimate, but just bright enough to showcase every detail of the scene that would soon play out.

Surrounding the bed were several oversized, deep leather sofas, their dark tones adding to the intimate atmosphere. The seating arrangement was not random; the sofas formed a semi-circle around the bed, each perfectly angled for the best view, allowing the guests to relax while still being part of the unfolding action. These were luxurious sofas—plush and inviting, designed for comfort. They were upholstered in a rich, dark brown leather that was cool to the touch, contrasting the warmth of the room, and deep enough to sink into, creating a sense of opulent privacy for those observing.

Between the sofas, small side tables were set up, each one crafted from dark wood with intricate inlays of gold and mother-of-pearl. They were just the right height for easy access, each holding a selection of top-shelf spirits that had been carefully chosen to cater to the refined palates of the elite guests. There were bottles of vintage single malt Scotch, aged cognacs, and fine liqueurs. Crystal decanters glinted in the low light, their contents amber and inviting. An array of the most exclusive champagnes—Dom Pérignon, Krug, and Cristal—were chilled in silver ice buckets, their labels catching the soft light that permeated the room.

Each table also bore a heavy crystal ashtray, meticulously polished, and alongside it, a small wooden humidor lined with Spanish cedar, filled with the finest Cuban cigars money could buy—Cohibas, Montecristos, and Partagás, each one chosen for its rich aroma and smooth draw. The cigars, with their glossy wrappers, lay nestled in the humidor, inviting the guests to indulge. The rich, earthy scent of tobacco mingled with the subtle fragrance of sandalwood and jasmine from the room’s incense burners, creating an atmosphere that was both sensual and sophisticated.

A small drinks cart, adorned with a silver tray and wheeled discreetly between the tables, held an assortment of glasses—wide tumblers for the whisky, delicate flutes for the champagne, and the tall, slender glasses reserved for those who preferred classic cocktails. Fresh ice, garnishes of lemon twists, and crystal stirrers added to the sense of meticulous preparation. The clink of ice against glass punctuated the murmur of conversation, and the low thrum of a sultry jazz tune underscored the atmosphere, its soft melody barely audible over the gentle hum of anticipation.

To one side of the room, a long, low cabinet served as an additional bar area. Its mirrored surface reflected the golden glow of the chandelier, which hung just above the bed. The drinks on display here were just as exclusive—a vintage Armagnac stood next to a rare Japanese whisky, its ceramic bottle an art piece in itself. Expensive mixers—artisanal tonics, fresh fruit juices, and exotic syrups—lined the side, ready to be crafted into bespoke cocktails by the professional bartender stationed behind the bar, whose sole task was to cater to the whims of the evening’s guests.

The atmosphere was one of refined debauchery, carefully crafted to balance sophistication with an underlying promise of raw, unrestrained pleasure. The room was warm






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
By Malcom Adrian Highgate






d2d_images/image000.jpg
By Malcom Adrian Highgate






