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Tanya stretched across the bed. She was tall and long limbed, and almost reached from corner to corner. When she had been twelve, and had suddenly shot up, the other kids had made fun of her. It had taken more than ten years before she felt comfortable in her body, and more to find a lover who appreciated it as well. Now, she revelled in being supermodel slim. Her legs were long and shapely, sculpted by cycling and swimming. Her buttocks were rounded and firm from the same exercise, and her belly flat as it swept up from the exclamation mark of neatly trimmed, coppery pubic hair. Her tiny breasts were tipped by tight, sensitive, coral pink nipples, which stood up now as she enjoyed being naked.

She had a pretty, elfin face, which looked younger than her thirty years. It was framed by tight, coppery ginger curls that she could never completely control. A not quite symmetrical splatter of freckles ranged across the top of her cheeks and small, sharp nose. It was impossible to look at her pale green eyes as she studied everything, or watch the quirks of her pale lips, without seeing the intelligence that animated them. Right now, the lips were curled up in a little smile of anticipation, and her eyes traced the patterns in the dark wood of the heavy beam above her. She wasn’t really concentrating on the grain, though, her mind filled with thoughts about the day ahead.

With a fast, fluid move, she sat up and bounced off the bed. She let her momentum carry her to the door out onto the balcony. She didn’t open it, but looked out at the fields behind the house, made grey by the drizzle. It was too late in the year to enjoy the balcony nude. She and her husband, Zach, would wrap up warm and sit out there on a crisp, clear day. But today certainly wasn’t one of those days. A shame, but there was going to be so much to do today anyway.

The door was triple glazed, and the walls of the old barn they had converted into a house were thick and insulating. So, though it was a dreary day outside, the building was warm and cosy inside. Perfect for walking around in the nude, and all the other naughty things she had planned.

Tanya had guests due, though she didn’t know when they were going to show up, or whether they’d arrive all together. She should get ready to greet them. Maybe naked would be fine for that, then she wouldn’t have to worry about what to wear. And it would be appropriate, given what they had planned.

Or, perhaps she needed to be wearing something, so she could be unwrapped later. Not too many layers, though. No point in delaying the main attraction. She opened the big cupboard that was actually the bedroom wall, and started looking through it, searching for something appropriate. None of her dresses, suits or casual wear seemed right. Maybe naked was the way to go.

Then she had an idea. Crossing to her husband’s side of the cupboard, she started going through his clothes. There was one shirt of his that she kept borrowing. A work shirt made of light denim, it was oversized, and they had both worn it as a light jacket before. She fastened the middle two buttons, leaving the bottom two and top two unfastened. Stood up straight, the hem of the shirt was just below her crotch. Just so she would take a little longer to unwrap, she went back to the drawers under her cupboard and chose a pair of knickers. They were white and lacy. Against her pale skin, a casual glance would barely spot them.

Ready to welcome visitors, Tanya busied about the bedroom. She tidied a few things away, and straightened the bed sheets. Satisfied, she headed downstairs. The landing outside the bedroom looked down on half the lounge. The double height wall opposite sported a large and striking piece of art. The square canvas at first appeared to be decorated with abstract splashes and spots of colour. Look a little longer, though, and the marks on the white surface became recognisable. There were foot prints and hand prints, and curved shapes that must be buttocks or breasts. Other shapes were calves, shoulders or arms. Look closer still, and it became obvious that some of the paint covered bodies had been intimately entwined.

The art didn't have a title. Tanya and Zach had commissioned it from their artist friend Florence after she had- slightly drunk- outlined the concept to them. One of the naked bodies used as a brush had been Florence's. Another had been Tanya's, joining in at the end to fill in some empty space. Zach had been involved as well, along with five willing and well hung men from The Gang.

The Gang was a very exclusive club, dedicated to satisfying the carnal fantasies of its members. Primarily, it's male members were more than happy to turn out to satisfy female fantasies of multiple partners and gang bangs. Four of them- and Florence’s lover, Keith- had helped create the artwork, and a different four were visiting the house today. Tanya didn’t know exactly when they were all arriving, but she had been told they might not reach her all at once.

The stairs down to the lounge were broken into two short flights, turning back on themselves so they didn’t block the door out to the porch and yard. Anxious and excited, she stopped on the landing and did another quick scan.

The big double doors had been glazed, making the lounge area under the bedroom light, and there were other windows, and a door out to the garden, that hadn’t been there before conversion. There was a large table between the windows, and a well equipped open plan kitchen beyond it. A short hallway had two doors off it. One went into the downstairs bathroom, the other to the second wing of the house, at right angles to the barn. They called it the Stable, though they knew it had really been a cow shed, and they had built an office and guest bedrooms in it. Everything was neat and tidy and ready for visitors. She and Zach had spent an age that morning cleaning before he had set off to collect a few members of The Gang for their adventure.

The time when people would start arriving was drawing closer. Tanya knew she was just nervous, worrying about whether their adventure was going to be a success or not. She had to try to relax, to be calm when her visitors turned up. She strode over to a large armchair under the artwork, and dropped into it.

It was a comfy seat, but she couldn’t settle into it. She twisted around until her back was up against one of the wings, and her long legs draped over the opposite arm. From here, she could watch the door, or, at least, keep glancing through it to check the yard. She picked up a text book she had been reading for the last week and picked up where she had left it.

Tanya had read four pages when she heard the familiar rippling sound of a car pulling up on the cobbles outside. She dropped the book as she sat up straight. A dark blue Volkswagen Golf- an older model, though it had new wheels and other mods- had stopped in the yard. It wasn’t Zach’s. The first of her guests had arrived.

Tanya used her long legs to lever herself up and out of the chair, and took a few strides to get to the door. She grabbed the handle, but didn’t open the door just yet. A young man stepped out and looked around. He was black, in his early twenties, wearing a black leather jacket and jeans, with a head of short, tight dreadlocks. Spotting her, he walked over. Tanya opened the door to the porch and, quickly, the one out to the yard.

The man walked over, smiling broadly. Tanya spotted the way his eyes moved up and down, taking in her body and clothes. Once he was close enough, though, he was gentleman enough to look her in the eyes as they talked. “Tanya? Hello, I’m TC.” He was slightly taller than her,  with an attractive square face and sharp, brown eyes. She recognised him from a picture she had seen on The Gang’s website, but just couldn’t remember any of the details that had been under it.

“Pleased to meet you.” They shook hands, and stood on the doorstep for a moment. “Come in, come in.” she managed, eventually, leading him through the doors. She ushered him to the couch which faced the artwork. When he sat on it, she perched on the arm of the couch.

“I would have been here earlier, but the GPS was a bit confused.” TC said, gaze travelling up Tanya’s calves and, as she spread them, her thighs. His grin had hardly diminished, but it widened some more as he looked up to her face.

“Well, we are out in the middle of nowhere. And you’re still the first one here.” Tanya’s fingers played with the bottom of the two fastened button on her shirt. With a twist, she squeezed it through the eye. It occurred to her that, even arriving late, TC was here much earlier than the others were expected. He was here to give her a chance to play while Zach was away.

They had discussed their fantasies, and his desire to watch her with other men coincided perfectly with her gang bang fantasies. When they were talking about today’s adventure, he had told her she should have fun with some of the guys when he wasn’t there, so long as she told him all about it afterwards. She had thought it had just been an idle aside, but it turned out he had arranged just that.

TC turned so he faced Tanya more squarely. “Do you have a theme planned? The first time I did this, we got a message about what was planned.”

“What was that?”

“We were with Diane, and she wanted to play groupie with the band.”
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