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Invitation

Denise had so much dirt on her
neighbors now, but had too much decency to out them. Really she
just wanted to join them, but wasn’t sure how to do so. Divorced
now, and bored, she often strode the safe roads of Tuxedo Park with
Sansa, her oversized furry friend late in the evenings. She had on
occasion overheard lovers in the night, and even once caught a
woman letting the plumbers that had worked on her plumbing, plumb
her depths. That had intrigued her, but then the husband presumably
caught her in her transgressions and they moved away, and in
opposite directions.

She had been walking along not too long
before when she’d heard a commotion from Jarrod and Amber’s garage,
and thinking it might be another stray tearing into the trash she
went to investigate. When she heard the moans and the strokes of
the lash, along with the rough talk from Jarrod she had not been
strong enough to just move on, but had listened from just beyond
the thin metal door, rubbing herself until she came before moving
on swiftly, somewhat ashamed of what she had done.

Certainly, Kyle and Bailey had not been
very discreet, but her’s was probably the only home that had a
window actually overlooking their back yard. She had seen them
enjoying the hot tub many times, and thought little of it, but that
one weekend, when the tall amazon had joined them, it was hard to
ignore, especially when they were so clearly doing a great deal
more than just lounging in the tub.

The last one on her list was the least
certain, but Denise doubted very much that she was wrong. Clara was
a young and beautiful single woman who could have and should have
perhaps been dating and having a good time, but the package that
the post had left on the wrong step that morning had been quite the
surprise. It was not until she had removed the wrappings that she
realized the error. She’d never seen such a toy, but it intrigued
her and she’d considered ordering one for herself. She’d returned
it, and handing the clearly opened package over to the lovely maid
Simone had been intrigued by her obvious embarrassment.

For weeks now, she had been obsessed
with one thing, and that thing was getting all these people
together, and see if they could not all enjoy one another’s bodies.
The trick was to discover which if any were willing, without
embarrassing them. She had a plan, but she wasn’t sure it would
work. She didn’t like how intricate it was, but then again, if this
were easy, everyone would be doing it she reasoned.

She was nervous as she slipped the
little notes into the mail slots of her closest neighbors. She
hoped that at the least she would not offend anyone. She wanted to
bring all of them together for fun and good times, but it would be
hard to be neighborly if anyone felt they were being pressured, or
that they lived among people they thought of as perverts. If her
plan worked, or at least the first step, she would know very soon.
If they were uninterested, she would know that too.

Within each of the pretty little
envelopes was the same note. “Exclusive swingers group open to new
members. If interested, please use the email below to request an
application and questionnaire.” It was a longshot, but even if only
one of them responded, it would be a start.

 


Reactions

Amber couldn’t believe what she was
reading. It had clearly been hand delivered, as it had no postmark,
but by whom and when? She and Jarrod had been getting kinkier and
more open in their sex life, but they had only talked about doing
something like this light heartedly. Still, even those discussions
had turned her on more than she was ready to openly say just yet,
even if Jarrod’s arousal was obvious.

When Jarrod got home he read the note,
asked about the delivery, and was just as perplexed as Amber. “This
has to be someone we know” he said, “Kyle and Bailey
perhaps?”

Kyle was Jarrod’s friend, and Amber
knew Bailey from all of the parties around the block, but it was
hard to imagine that they were as open as this, unless it was a
prank. “Perhaps I should have looked, sent the email, and waited to
see what response we get” she mused.

Jarrod snickered, “that curious eh?” he
asked.

She laughed with him “just like you,
lover mine.”

“Yes, tonight I am your
lover, Friday you are my slave, don’t forget!” he reminded her.
They had settled into spending only two nights a week in the
dungeon they had built. Friday was a play day, but this evening,
she could ride her man as an equal.

“So if we do decide to do
something like this, would you want me to go as lover or slave?”
she asked.

Jarrod grinned. “Let’s not get ahead of
ourselves, but I suppose that would depend on how we and the other
parties felt” he replied.

He was not joking now but contemplating
it. “Let’s email them, probably just a joke anyway, but if not,
requesting information is not agreeing to anything” she suggested,
and Jarrod was quick to agree.

Meanwhile, around the corner Kyle and
Bailey had already sent their email, thinking that if this wasn’t a
joke, it would be perfect for them. Ever since Sasha’s visit, they
had wanted to explore more. Their already good sex life had gotten
as exciting as it had been when they were first falling in love,
and neither had wanted to give up that feeling so long as they were
comfortable and able.

In the corner lot, Clara was still
pondering what to do. She’d been having a lot of sex with Simone
and the toys, but this sounded intriguing. She wasn’t as confident
as the rest, but she was curious. It had been a long time since
she’d had a man, and while she got off incredibly well with her
toys, there was nothing quite like a man grasping your hips and
driving into you over and over again. Finally, she opened one of
her email accounts that she rarely used, and sent the
request.

Denise couldn’t believe that all three
had responded so swiftly. She had intended to give it a week, but
this was putting her plan into action more swiftly than she could
have dreamed. She responded to each email, sending the
“questionnaire” she had developed, which principally was just a
list of questions about what sort of activities each person
enjoyed, or didn’t. She wanted to go into the first meeting, if any
of them indeed showed up, to be a fun and sexy affair.

It was quite a surprise when thirty
minutes later, Kyle and Bailey returned the form. She suspected
that after the ebony princess’s visit they must at least be
intrigued by the notion, though that could well have been a
one-time thing. Clearly they had opened a door, and Denise was
thrilled that they at least would likely be joining her in
debauchery.

Jarrod was excited but trying not to
show it. The questionnaire as it were was essentially a list of
questions about sexual desires, appetites, and experience. Amber
and he were answering them easily until they got the more
complicated question of what they were interested in trying out. He
was open to most anything but didn’t want to pressure her into
anything.

For her part Amber was just as nervous.
The idea of a group of men and women all pleasuring one another was
so exciting to her, but she was afraid that Jarrod would become
jealous and angry. He wasn’t showing her his reactions, and that
was troubling. Finally, she resolved to test his
reactions.

Standing up she offered to get them
some coffee, and disappeared into the kitchen where she stripped.
When she returned, he was busily reading through the questions,
until he noticed her state of dress.

“Let’s take a short break
and cool down a bit, shall we?” she asked coyly smiling at
him.

Jarrod could tell she was up to
something, but had learned long ago to go along with it, for her
antics were always a pleasure. “Certainly” he said, as he began
peeling off his clothes.

When he was undressed she walked up
hugging him, and standing on tiptoe, kissed him passionately. At
the moment she wanted him to take her as his slave, but it wasn’t
that night, and it was going to be better that she take charge to
make this test work. Pushing against his chest, she coerced him to
sit back in his chair. As he sat down she straddled him, enjoying
the feeling as he cupped her ass. She usually liked to suckle him,
and he was the best pussy eater she’d known, but tonight she wanted
to get to the point of her test as soon as possible. She lowered
herself upon him, happy to find him already hard and ready. For her
part the whole situation, and the myriad possibilities it
presented, had her wet and more than ready to take his thick cock
inside her.

“Oh baby” he moaned as she
slid down on his shaft in one smooth motion.

Amanda moaned lustily. She wrapped her
arms around his neck and leaned in close as she began to ride him
slowly. “Oh baby, your cock feels so good” she whispered. She was
waiting on him to be in the moment, before testing his reaction.
His grip tightened on her ass, and she decided it was time. “I want
to ride your cock while another fucks my ass” she moaned out,
pleased to hear his gasp of pleasure and feel the grip on her ass
tighten further. Pressing on, she made a decision. “I would love
for you to make me service other men and women as it please you.
Offer me up to be gangbanged or used in any way you like. Trade my
body for your pleasure” she said.

What happened next was quite a
surprise. Jarrod usually had all the stamina in the world, but her
words made him grunt once, and then she felt the unmistakable
sensation of his cock spurting into her.

“I see you do like that”
she said with a giggle.

Jarrod was mortified. “I’m sorry” he
murmured.

She couldn’t stop her laughter now.
“Baby, you don’t have to apologize for anything, just tell me you
can share me with others without getting jealous and I’ll be happy”
she told him.

“What of you though, will
you be able to watch me fucking another woman?” he asked, deferring
his answer.

“Baby, I can’t wait to
guide you into another woman and lick her clit while you show her
just how good you are with that cock” she replied, knowing why he
was avoiding an answer now. “Now, how about we find out if this is
the real deal, or if we need to find another group to
enjoy?”

Jarrod kissed her then, with such
passion that she knew this was something they both desired. His
cock was growing flaccid now, but she knew that by the time they
finished answering the remaining questions, he’d be ready and
certainly more than willing to finish what she had
started.

Meanwhile, Clara was hovering her hand
over the send button. She had answered the questions, but she just
wasn’t sure. The idea of group sex intrigued her, but she wasn’t
sure that she wouldn’t be getting into more than she could handle.
Finally she pressed the button, and soothed her nerves by telling
herself that nothing in the information she had shared would help
anyone to find her.

 


Party Time

Denise awoke around two am, wondering
if anyone had responded, and nearly squealed with delight seeing
that all three had responded. It was after five in the morning
before she could sleep again. She had read each response multiple
times, effectively memorizing their answers, and had concluded that
she would want to strike while the iron was hot. It was now Friday
morning, and in less than a week she had all the answers she
needed. Some might find it difficult, once they realized they were
all neighbors, but others would surely play along, as the cat would
undoubtedly be out of the bag.

She wanted to respond straight away,
but had to wait until she had procured a venue first, and one that
was safely distant from Tuxedo Park, yet nice enough to appeal to
her affluent neighbors. Still, sleep did not come easy, and when it
came it was filled with such dreams that she found upon waking in
the mid-morning hours that she could not wait, and relieved herself
quickly with fingers made slick with her dew.

Amber, Bailey, and Clara each found
themselves checking their respective emails routinely all day, and
both Jarrod and Kyle texted frequently to their respective wives in
hope of hearing what if any response. It was after three when the
hoped for response came in. There was two be a meeting Saturday
evening at the Café DuPont which was known for its amazing food.
The private loft had been reserved and each was instructed to
notify the maître de that they were with the IWF group. The email
ended with “Please RSVP by email before five pm on the day of the
meeting”.

Denise hated to wait so long, but she
felt already that her plan was rushed, no matter how amazing the
response so far had been. Still, it was going to seem such a long
wait she feared. She napped then, exhausted from her late night,
and wanting to be as refreshed as possible when the time
came.

It was a bit after five when she got
up. She was excited to
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