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7. London Party

Michael was lounging on his sofa when his phone buzzed, interrupting his thoughts. He glanced at the screen and saw Susan’s name flashing.

He answered with a smile, “Hey, Susan! How are you?”

“Hi Michael,” Susan's cheerful voice came through. “Do you have a minute to talk?”

“Of course, Susan. What's going on? I’ve missed you guys.”

“We've missed you too, darling. That’s why I’m calling. We’re thinking of visiting you in London this weekend. Would that be all right? We can have some fun—shopping, theatre, a couple of nice restaurants. There’s also an exhibition at the Tate I’m dying to see. And, of course, we can be very, very naughty,” she added with a playful tone.

“That sounds fantastic! You’re always welcome. So, is Tim coming along too?”

“Yes, Tim will be there. And we’re bringing a friend as well—Tammy. She’s a sweet Thai girl and an old friend of ours.”

“Great! I’d love to see Tim. Tell me more about Tammy. What’s she like?”

Susan’s voice turned mischievous. “She’s just like me—horny as hell and willing to try anything. I was thinking we could organize something a bit wild at your place, maybe a gang bang with up to ten people. I can call a few guys I’ve been with and invite them too. How does that sound?”

Michael was taken aback by the bold suggestion, though part of him wasn’t entirely surprised. He knew Susan well. Trying to keep his voice steady, he replied diplomatically, “Of course, Susan. It sounds like we’re going to have quite a party. Is there anything specific you need me to prepare besides the venue?”

"No need to bring anything, darling, just pick us up from the station," Susan instructed. "The guys will handle everything we need for a fun night. Thank you, Michael. I’ll call you tomorrow to finalize the details. Love you, darling. You’re the best."

"All right then, see you soon," Michael replied before ending the call.

As he expected, the plans for the evening had already been set. He didn't mind, though the thought crossed his mind: was this truly a free encounter? He quickly brushed aside his scepticism, reassuring himself that it would be an experience worth trying at least once.

Michael turned on his computer and logged onto the website "Adult Work," a hub for independent escorts, couples, and organised parties. Browsing through the latest gang bang parties for the weekend, he found four listings: Sheffield, Manchester, Cardiff, and London. His heart raced with anticipation, but his tension eased when he realised the events were organised by strangers.

"Wow, that was ridiculous of me to be so paranoid," Michael muttered to himself. He didn't despise the sex industry; in fact, he saw it as a necessity in today’s world. His concern lay with the human trafficking aspect that plagued the industry. Knowing that nearly 99% of prostitutes were forced into the profession troubled him deeply. He valued the rare 1% who genuinely enjoyed the work and was willing to support them. Finding such individuals, however, was like searching for a needle in a haystack. Reflecting on his reaction, he realised that Susan’s insatiable appetite for pleasure, a nymphomaniac, had simply triggered his momentary paranoia. He hoped Tammy shared the same enthusiasm.

Michael knew that this was just the beginning of a night he would never forget. As he lay there, spent and satisfied, he realised he was in for the ride of his life.

As Susan and Tammy busied themselves around the flat, preparing tea and unpacking their bags, Michael watched them intently. His eyes were particularly drawn to Tammy, the petite, 5'3" Thai woman. She made him wonder if she might become more than just a fleeting encounter. At 45, she looked no older than 30 and was in her prime. Although there was a significant age difference—Michael being 33—he felt no gap between them. He suspected Tammy might be a bit of a sex addict, but he knew very little about her and was determined to learn more. With ample time and enough money to live comfortably, Michael was ready to explore this new possibility without any reservations.

Once the women had left, Michael found himself alone in the house again. He decided to engage in one of his favourite pastimes, a game of online Rummy. In this special room within the game, he was joined by four virtual companions, playing for hours and discussing almost everything under the sun. This daily routine provided a safe haven where he could share stories and be listened to by complete strangers. The room only allowed four players, each represented by consistent avatars and handles, suggesting long-term familiarity. Michael, known as F1sh0nR00f, had built a rapport with these players over nearly five years, all of them champions at the game.

Distracted by thoughts of the evening ahead, Michael found it difficult to concentrate on the game. Instead, they started conversing. Michael recounted his recent experiences with Susan and Tim, and now, Tammy. His friends were intrigued and confused, yet they refrained from judgment. The discussion stretched on, with one player, in particular, showing a keen interest. They had never seen each other, only communicating through voices, microphones, and speakers. "NoDirtyNails" was a woman of unknown age, highly intelligent and a masterful Rummy and Bridge player, reportedly a five-star hotel manager in Berlin. After several hours of intense conversation, Michael excused himself, mentioning that his guests were on their way.

True to his word, twenty minutes later, Tim arrived and parked his 1960s VW camper van in the driveway outside Michael's upscale mansion block. He was accompanied by five men carrying numerous boxes. Introductions were made, and the men quickly settled into the flat, unloading all the necessary supplies—drinks, nibbles, and other essentials. One man, in particular, piqued Michael's curiosity as he unloaded cameras and filming equipment. Introducing himself as Martin, he was a part-time cameraman who had been enlisted by Tim and Susan to professionally film the evening's festivities for their private enjoyment, with participants receiving face-blurred copies if desired.

As Martin meticulously set up the lighting, sound, and filming equipment, Michael approached Tim and requested a private conversation in the kitchen.

“What on earth is going on, Tim?” Michael demanded.

Tim's response was straightforward. “Well, you know how Susan and I are. We enjoy having our encounters filmed, and Martin is my best friend from secondary school. He’s a porn producer and cinematographer.”

With the ladies still out, the apartment buzzed with activity. Tim moved gracefully through Michael’s home, arranging the buffet on side tables, and setting out glasses and paper plates with meticulous care. Soft laughter and the murmur of conversations filled the air as guests introduced themselves, sharing stories of past adventures and newfound connections.

Michael’s home was a sanctuary of elegance and warmth, an unexpectedly grand abode for a divorced man. The four bedrooms were cocoons of comfort, three of which featured en-suite bathrooms that whispered of privacy and luxury. Two spacious bathrooms, with showers that invited long, leisurely escapes, added to the allure.

One bedroom had been transformed into an office space, where shelves of professional books created a haven of knowledge and inspiration. The living room, the heart of the home, invited with its vastness: a jukebox playing tunes of yesteryear, pinball machines sparking joy, and two large sofas promising relaxation. A cosy reading nook beckoned for quiet moments. At the centre, a Bang & Olufsen music system – sleek and sophisticated – commanded attention, surrounded by an impressive collection of LPs. Hidden discreetly, a large television waited, ready to bring stories to life.

The reception room, alive with the gathering, offered more seating with plush sofas, a well-stocked bar glimmering with potential, two credenzas standing gracefully, and a poker table hinting at playful camaraderie. Two large archways with sliding doors opened to the hallway and dressing rooms on one side, and the dining area and kitchen on the other.

The kitchen, a true masterpiece, combined beauty with impeccable organisation and functionality. It was a dream for any chef, equipped with the finest tools and appliances, crafted with style and finesse by a masterful designer.

Michael’s apartment was a testament to refined taste and thoughtful design, where every room whispered tales of elegance and comfort. Tim, ever the devoted friend, ensured that tonight’s gathering was perfect, his careful touch bringing harmony and warmth to the enchanting haven.

The men have gathered around, absorbed in Martin's tales of his experiences as a porn producer when Tim interrupted, and reminded them that they needed to prepare the "party" area. The mattresses and clean sheets had to be fetched from the van, the lights set up, the four automatic cameras mounted, and so on. Like a well-oiled machine, all seven studs sprang into action. In less than ten minutes, the living room had been transformed into a superb porn studio.

Not long after, the two female stars of the evening arrived by Uber, fresh from a mysterious shopping spree. Both Susan and Tammy were a bit tipsy and very giggly. The men welcomed them with open arms and kisses, inviting them to join in the reception for some drinks and food.

"We're going to join you in just a minute, but first we need to shower and change for tonight's fuck," Susan insisted.

"And I suggest you all go and shower and come back here naked," she added with a playful wink.

The lads exchanged glances and silently agreed to follow her instruction.

After a good ten minutes, the guys returned to the reception area, sheepishly covering their private parts, but all seven were completely naked. They looked utterly ridiculous, the previous banter and laughter replaced by an awkward silence. They stood there, counting floor tiles, until Martin, the seasoned porn veteran, started laughing. "Come on, guys, this is silly. We're going to be very intimate in the next few hours. We've been here before, done this before, so just relax." Suddenly, the tension melted away.

A few minutes later, Susan and Tammy entered the room, dressed to kill for the private amateur porno shoot. Susan was clad in a black lace crotchless bodysuit and over-the-knee high-heeled boots, while Tammy wore black silky stockings held up by an elegant underbust corset that showcased her firm, pear-shaped 32C breasts. Both ladies had smooth, shaven skin. Elegantly, they mingled with the lads, an hour slipping by in a blur of flirtation and laughter until the clock struck five minutes to midnight. Susan broke the noise by tapping her champagne glass.

"Dear all, in exactly five minutes it will be midnight, and Tammy and I will start the party with our little show. So, let's move to the living room; it's time to fuck."

They all proceeded slowly into the "studio."

Michael was savouring every moment; he had nothing to do but be a "guest" in his own home, free to be himself. He liked all the guys, and the girls were perfect.

As Susan and Tammy took their positions on the covered mattress, the men began to gather around, ready to pounce as soon as the signal was given. Michael settled into an armchair, stroking his cock and watching the action unfold. Martin, ever the professional, was capturing all the close-ups while remotely coordinating the static cameras. He wasn’t just a producer but a skilled cinematographer.

Susan and Tammy started kissing passionately, their hands exploring and teasing each other. They were already wet and ready for the men, but this was their moment, and they were fully immersed in it.

As they moved into a 69 position, the men edged closer while Michael remained seated, now fully erect, stroking his cock with slow, deliberate movements.

Susan’s tongue delved deep inside Tammy’s cunt, while Tammy’s
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