School Reunion.....


Sarah smoothed the pale white stockings over her thighs, and adjusted the lace tops to ensure a comfortable and glamorous fit. She had accepted the invitation to her old school reunion without any reservation, but now that the evening was upon her she was a little nervous. Her choice of dress was a classic white mini-dress, which complimented her figure perfectly. She slid the dress over her head and pulled the hem down to its final position 4" above her shapely knees. The dress showed her slender stocking clad legs off to the full with a small front slit, and her shapely figure accentuated as it clung at the breast and hip. A respectable, but significant, amount of breast was revealed through a combination of deep cleavage, and high lift bra. As she applied her make up, and brushed her mid length blonde hair, she reflected on her school days, and wondered who would be at the reunion. 

Sarah had enjoyed her schooldays, and had been very successful since, both at college, with her double first, and also in her job as a city broker. She was currently the Chief Accountant for a major stockbroking house. A degree of success which she had found difficult to match in her personal life. One failed relationship, followed by a number of 'one night stands', and nothing for the last 8 months. She remembered fondly, Bruce who had sat next to her at school. He had been her boyfriend during her sexual awakening, and had ended her virginity, in what she imagined had been a better than average experience. He had occasionally written to her, but had married and for the last few years had been working abroad in one or more of the middle east emirates as an oil executive. She couldn't remember many of her female school friends, just her best girlfriend Jill, who had given up on modern life. Jill had moved to South America, to live with a tribe of Indians. She was acting as their agent, in their regular discussions with the country's government as it attempted unsuccessfully to force them into the current century and abandon their traditional lifestyle. Sarah knew, that even if Jill could have been contacted, she would have rejected the invitation. She completed 'her face' and collected her coat, before a final inspection in the mirror confirmed a confident successful sexy image. She smiled approvingly as she left her flat, looking forward to the evenings potential.

As she pulled the BMW up at the address on her invitation, she could see that the evening was showing promise. The address was a large modern town house, with a number of people stood outside. She recognised Bruce immediately, a couple of the other men waved at her as she attempted to recognise them all, and remember their names. Bruce walked over to her car and opened the door,


"Welcome, beautiful Sarah," said Bruce, offering her his hand to help her out of the car. Sarah thanked him, and gathered her bag, before preparing herself to alight from the car in a discreet manner. Knees together, she lifted her legs out and stood up as she was greeted by four other men and Bruce. 


"Sarah, beautiful Sarah, you'll remember Steve, David, Carl, and Peter." said Bruce in introduction. It sounded a little like a command, and as she kissed each one she could only vaguely recall them as members of the 'chorus' in her memories. 

"Come Sarah," said Bruce, "lets get you a drink." Sarah was led by Bruce through the impressive hall into a substantial very expensively furnished lounge. A beige deep pile carpet, mounted by a red 'Chesterfield' suite and mahogany table. Bruce poured Sarah a drink, and began to fill in his recent past. She listened as he entertained her with stories of his experiences in the middle east. She was quite surprised when he explained that his wife had tired of him, and left him for a Physicist, 


"Complete with anorak," laughed Bruce.


"I'm sorry," said Sarah.


"Don't be, I'm not," said Bruce


"No?" questioned Sarah.


"No, not at all."


"Where are the others?" asked Sarah.


"Oh there's no-one else invited," said Bruce.


"But I'm the only girl," said Sarah.


"Ahh, I wondered when you'd spot that," replied Bruce, "There's a story there. I met the guys for a boys night and we got reminiscing about the old days, you know school, girls and all that. Basically we're all in the same boat, done it, been let down by it, now we're all Hedonists, you know, life is not a rehearsal etc.."


"But I'm the only girl, with five men," replied Sarah, "why?"


"Ahh, anyway I was telling you about our reminiscing, When it came to the girl bit, we  did the old, best looking, best breasts, best figure, best bum, best legs, and finally most 'fuckable'." Sarah's face flushed a little as she adjusted to the implications of Bruce's reply.


"What exactly are you telling me?" said Sarah, not quite sure she was prepared for his reply.


"Oh come on Sarah, do you want me to spell it out," laughed an embarrassed Bruce.


"Yes please," said Sarah, enjoying Bruce's discomfort.


"OK!" said Bruce regathering his composure.


"You won all categories, you must remember my interest in your gorgeous little bottom. Steve and Carl are big admirers of your breasts, David says you've got legs that he's dreamed about seeing in full for years, and all Peter can say is that you're gorgeous. You won every category. This is your fan club."


Sarah blushed at that news, and she felt a little light headed with pleasure at being chosen.


"Steve, Carl, David, Peter, I've told Sarah about our competition," shouted Bruce to the others. The four men walked over and gathered around Sarah.


"I've told her that you two are desperate to see her breasts," said Bruce pointing at Steve and Carl who both blushed.


"And that you've been climbing her legs in you're mind for years," Bruce said slapping David on his shoulder. 


"And as for you Peter, all we could get from you was, She's gorgeous." Bruce laughed at Peter and began a long introduction, to what Sarah had already concluded would be a proposition. 

As Bruce spoke Sarah looked around, initially at Carl and Steve, she wondered how they had imagined her breasts, how had they gathered their information, had they watched her as she played netball, or as she swam. She then looked at David, she imagined him following her upstairs looking up her skirt, attempting to catch a glimpse of her knickers, or something even sweeter. She could feel a little dampening around her vagina, as she imagined her fan club discussing her finer points and arguing their merits over a pint of beer. Then sweet Peter, what would he really like best about her? As for Bruce, he'd clearly set her up. All the planning, and the seduction using his reference to Hedonism, she felt a little offended that he was willing to share her, but she'd already made up her mind to go along with them, whatever was their plan. Bruce had concluded his story, Sarah hadn't heard a word he'd said.


"So, beautiful Sarah, what do you say?"


"To what?" said Sarah. Bruce laughed,


"You haven't heard a word have you, you've been checking out your fan club. Your fans want to check out if they are correct in voting you their dream girl, and they've asked me to approach you. I told them that you would require a deposit, and they have offered one thousand pounds each, with you to set the rules." Whatever Sarah had expected, she was completely taken aback by Bruce's proposal.


"What about you," said Sarah, her mind spinning.


"You couldn't leave me out," said Bruce, " my thousand was the first in," and he handed Sarah a very thick envelope. She opened it nervously, and found it to be stuffed with twenty pound notes. The last thing she needed was money, but to know that five handsome men had put all this together to enjoy her, completely overwhelmed her. In addition, after an eight month drought, the thought of performing for money was turning her on.


"Well, what about it?" Sarah kissed Bruce to stop his question.


"Rules?" asked Bruce. She kissed him again, and said,


"Gentlemen, I'm your fantasy, fantasies don't have rules." Bruce took her in his arms and hugged her close to him, he whispered in her ear,


"I'll look after you, don't worry." Sarah replied,


"I know you will, and I'm a big girl now, I can make my own decisions. Besides they won't harm me, they just want to fulfil their schoolboy fantasies." Bruce kissed her hard on her lips, and she felt his hands slide down across her back onto her bottom. He pulled her to him and she could feel his appreciation through his trousers. He squeezed her cheeks and whispered,


"Beautiful Sarah, can I allow them to join us?"


"Of course," she replied.


"Gentlemen, our fantasies are about to be fulfilled, please join us." said Bruce.

Sarah could feel the presence of the five men around her as she was embraced by Bruce, and was conscious that they had gathered very close to her. Nothing happened for a little while as she continued to be cuddled by Bruce, however the anticipation was having an effect upon her knickers, which were becoming ever more damp. 


Eventually she felt another hand around her waist, which pulled her slightly to her right against its owner. As she became close to him, she could feel his erection pressing against her leg. His hand eased up across her dress to her left breast, and began to explore its outline over her dress. She then felt another hand quickly repeat a similar action, but from her left eventually exploring her right breast and cleavage. She could feel the closeness of the three men, and was enjoying their attention as a fourth joined from the rear. Bruce raised his hands to Sarah's back as number four pressed himself close against Sarah from behind. She could feel herself being pulled against him as he slid his arms around her waist and held her upper thighs.


"Gentlemen, it's time to unwrap our present," said Bruce. The pressure on Sarah eased a little, and she felt the zipper on her dress begin to descend. She thought about stopping at this point, 'it's gone far enough', that thought passed across her mind. But she rejected it, and allowed proceedings to continue. She could feel the anticipation as the men detected the zipper movement and awaited its descent. Eventually it reached its minumum point and she could feel the back of her dress open from the neck to her bottom. Bruce release her from his embrace, and held her waist as he slowly turned her around until she faced Steve who had been behind her. She noticed as she turned that she was surrounded by four of the five men, and that John was slightly outside of the group looking on. Bruce moved his hands up from her waist and began to ease her dress off her shoulders. She panicked a little as the dress reached a point of no return, but Bruce reassured her, much to the relief of the other men who had imagined losing their fantasy, and coming so close. The dress slid off her shoulders, and quickly down her arms to the floor around her feet. She closed her eyes to ease the initial embarrassment, not wanting to look at the mens response to her, yet wondering if they were disappointed. 


"Gentlemen, isn't she everything you dreamed about for all these years?" said Bruce.


"Please sit down Sarah, let's let them explore you." Sarah sat on the edge of the Chesterfield with Bruce stood in front of her. David immediately knelt in front of her and began to kiss her knees, easing them slowly apart allowing him sight of her inner thighs and beyond. Steve sat beside her and began to explore her breasts with his hands, easing her free from her bra, allowing him to fully indulge himself. She could feel David's exploratory kisses reaching her damp knickers. He began to ease them aside. She looked at Bruce and lay back slightly, allowing David better access to her. She lifted her hand and Bruce came closer, allowing her to investigate his erection through his trousers. She undid his fly, and his belt allowing his trousers to fall to the floor. She then reached into his boxers and began to massage his erect penis. 

