
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Cars & Girls

        

        
        
          The Gang, Volume 15

        

        
        
          Mary Tales

        

        
          Published by Mary Tales Books, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CARS & GIRLS

    

    
      First edition. June 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mary Tales.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231015184

    

    
    
      Written by Mary Tales.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Sally loved to drive fast, but had the sense to resist the urge on the roads. Which was why she had created her own race track.

The roads had already been there, they were the streets around an under-occupied business park. Only a quarter of the units were currently being rented, so the landlords had been open to Sally’s suggestions. They were happy for her to close the complex occasionally and set up a track.

Centre of operations on a race day was the warehouse she and her husband rented to work on their cars and store all the portable safety barriers when they weren’t in use. Between the tuning business her partner, John, ran, the graphics and design work she did, and the track days themselves, their little enterprise made a surprisingly high profit.

High enough that they could have a private party to celebrate their third year in business.

John had organised it all. He had told her the theme was ‘Cars and Girls’, and then he had shown her the girls he was inviting, and she knew he intended her to have as much fun after the racing stopped as when she was on track. He knew her very well, and she had told him all about her fantasies so many times, but it had still been a total surprise to her.

They had been told about The Gang by one of their regular racers. Sally couldn’t say how he had known they’d be interested, but Derek had mentioned it a few times, then, when they’d taken the bait, described the time he and his wife had trekked out to a cabin in the hills so she could have sex with five strangers. They had been hooked after that, and started the process to join.

There weren’t any onerous requirements to become part of The Gang. New members just had to be suggested by existing ones, and, if there were no objections, they were in. Derek and his wife Zoe had been happy to put Sally and John forward, particularly after they spent a weekend together, swapping in all sorts of ways.

Sally had put John’s name forward for a few multi-partner parties, and it was only a matter of time before he organised something for her. She loved the thought of five men playing with her, licking her and penetrating her. But, even more, she wanted to experience the glorious sensuality of being surrounded by female flesh. To press against breasts and pussies and butts, taste and finger other women, and have them do the same to her would be so incredible. And, of course, one or more of them could have a dildo as well, so she could still get the penetration.

John had been listening, and he had found five women who wanted to be a part of the fantasy for her. They were lined up now, wearing one-piece racing suits, with open face helmets under their arms.

Sally already knew Zoe intimately. She was short, with cropped black hair and fair skin, a small package of sexual energy. It was a surprise she had never driven on the course before, it seemed like just the sort of thing that she would love to do.

Beside her was Xena, tall, pale skinned and slim, with long blonde hair. She was a dancer, and moved with the grace that came from years of training. Beside her was Eniola, almost as tall, but with a fuller bust, pronounced waist and hips and dark brown skin.

Victoria was another slim blonde, her slightly darker hair cut into a sexy bob. She and Eniola were younger than the other girls, still students, their profiles had said, and already lovers who shared a very lucky man.

Last in line was Wanda. She was Zoe’s cousin, and there was some family resemblance around the eyes and cheekbones, though she was a good head taller. She had a trim body, nice size breasts, and a pretty face. Sally looked forward to finding out if she was as horny as her cousin.

“Okay then, ladies.” John said, “We don’t have enough cars for a head to head race, and I understand that you don’t all have the same level of driving experience....” He paused, Eniola had put a hand up, and he smiled at her, inviting her comment.

“Ah, I do not even have a British driving licence. I have passed my test, but at home.” Eniola had a lovely, dark, South African accent, the harsher edges smoothed by her warm, friendly tone.
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