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Cars & Girls

[image: ]




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.

“I passed last year, but I don’t have a car, so I’ve hardly done any driving since then.” Victoria added.

“Exactly.” said John. “So, what we’re going to do, is run this as a training day. We’ll rank you at the end based upon who has improved the most over the day.” He stared at Zoe and, smirking, added, “And no running a deliberately bad first lap, so that you can fake a huge improvement.”

“I would never consider such a thing.”

“Of course not.”

“So, what is the prize at the end of the day?”

“In descending order of improvement, you’ll each get stripped by Sally, and then she will go down on you. Then you all help her come, as many times as possible.”

Sally felt herself going red hearing John’s plans. Tasting five other women, what a wonderful adventure that would be. Then, to have them kiss her all over and play with her....

“Will you be joining in?” Zoe asked John.

“Well, I don’t know. This is all about Sally, after all.”

“He will be joining in.” Sally said. “We’ll find something for him to do.” She gave John a thank you smile for his planning. He definitely deserved some reward.

“That’s decided, then.” John said. He pulled five wooden coffee stirrers from overalls and clasped them in his right hand. “Sally will be giving you instruction for your first few laps, then you can do one all by yourself. So, to see what order you drive in, pick a straw. They each have a number on them.”

John worked his way along the row of drivers. Zoe reached down and squeezed his crotch before taking her stick. “Three.” she said, holding it up.

Xena glanced at Sally, nodding down to John’s crotch, and got a smile and nod in return. She, too squeezed the shape of the erection that was now becoming visible in the front of his overalls. “Two.” she said when she picked her stick.

The tradition had been established now, and Eniola stroked John through the material, helping him straighten out and grow a little more. “One.” she said, looking at her stick nervously. She wasn’t sure she wanted to go first.

Victoria massaged the length of John’s shaft, and he looked like he was wanted to hold the sticks out of her reach, so that she wouldn’t stop. He relented, and she plucked number five out.

“Well, we know what number I’ve got.” Wanda announced. “Can I play with him a little bit more, to compensate?”

“Don’t make him come. Not yet.” Sally said. She could imagine his scowl on hearing that.

Wanda unzipped the front of John’s overalls, and found he was wearing a T-shirt and boxers underneath. She soon had his shaft out in the open, and dropped to her knees to give it attention. Sally joined the other women as they crowded round to get a look.

Ducking her head quickly, Wanda took about half of John's length into her mouth. Then she slowly, with loud slurps, drew back along the shaft till only the tip was between her lips. John let out a low sigh. She slurped back down again, further than the time before, then slowly let the cock leave her mouth.

Wanda kept the slow rhythm going for a while longer, until John's thighs had started to move in little thrusts. She started bobbing her head faster, along a shorter length of John's shaft, tasting the pre-cum dribbling from the tip.

John's breathing had sped up, to match the pace of Wanda's lips on his shaft. Now it was catching each time she twirled her tongue on the head of his cock. Wanda judged the sound just right, letting him get closer and closer to climax, then pulling back when he was right on the edge.

Sally wanted to laugh at her lover’s predicament. But that would have been mean. She couldn’t cheat him of a climax any more. Turning him to face her, and kissing him hungrily, she ran her fingers up and down the warm shaft. “Anybody else want to give him a little stroke?”

Everyone else nodded eagerly. “Okay. In driver order, then. Eniola, would you like to start?”

The gorgeous young black girl stepped up beside John and slowly wrapped long fingers around his cock. “How many strokes?” she asked.

“If everyone gives him three each, that should be enough. If that doesn’t finish him off, I’ll do it myself.”

Eniola stroked John’s wet shaft, slowly and sensually. He shivered, and there was a little twitch which everyone thought signalled ejaculation. But he didn’t come. Eniola stepped back, and Xena came over to give three of her best.

Still John didn’t come. Zoe stepped up. She ran her hand slowly from one end of John’s shaft to the other. Then, surprisingly, made two quick, hard pumping motions. John jumped in surprise, but still didn’t climax.

“I’ve done my bit.” Wanda said, signalling for Victoria to take her turn. The young blonde walked behind John and reached around. One hand cupped his balls, whilst the other stroked up and down his length. At the end of each stroke, she rolled the palm of her hand around the gland, getting a grunt of pleasure from John.

Still, John didn’t ejaculate. Sally recognised his expression. He was holding it in as long as possible, prolonging the pleasure, saving it for her. She liked Victoria’s method, so she stood behind him as well, squeezing his balls and playing with his cock.

It didn’t take long to push him over the edge. Pushing back against Sally’s crotch, John made a last attempt to hold it in, then thrust forward as the semen spurted up his erection. Fat, white drops splattered onto the concrete floor, and he let out a long, “Ooooh.”

Sally was warm with excitement, and could feel herself getting wet. It was tempting to carry on, now they’d popped John’s cork, and start stripping and fucking. But, there was fun to be had before the naughtiness properly began. She kissed his neck. “Put it away, dear, and go and open the doors. Then we’re going to need you on timing duty.”

There was a collective sigh from the girls as John popped his softening cock back into his boxers and zipped his overalls up. As he walked off to open the building’s main doors, Sally stepped up to Eniola.

The young woman was nervous about being the first out on the track, so Sally wanted to reassure her. Taking her hands, she smiled up at her. “Ready to go? We’ll set them a good, fast lap time for them to try to match.”

Sally’s positive attitude transferred to her pupil, who grinned. “But not too fast, so that I can improve a lot by the end of the day.”

“A cunning plan. I like your thinking.”

The school had two cars for racing lessons. The main one was a BMW which was modified for speed and safety, but still road legal. Whenever they went to a race meet, they’d drive it and use it as advertising. Because it was so close to a normal road car, it was a good introduction for learners.

The other car was a race ready Caterham Seven. Fast and nimble, it was quite a handful, and would terrify anyone who hadn’t done laps in the BMW first. It was much more of a squeeze inside, as well, not great for training.

Eniola settled into the BMW’s driver’s seat, adjusted it and made herself familiar with the controls. She pulled on her helmet and tightened the strap. “I am ready.” she said.

“Excellent. Head out of the door and turn right. Then the course is all marked out. Take it easy for the first lap, and I’ll give you pointers to braking points and the best lines. Then you can do your first flying lap.”

The track changed every so often, but today it was laid out in Sally’s favourite. A short way from the start line, they went right, along the side of one of the bigger buildings, then left, right, and right again onto the road that ran along the outside of the park. All the other turns were right angles, the only disadvantage of the location, but this corner was long and fast. Right back into the park, a medium straight, right and right again, then slow down for a hairpin, and they were back at the start again.

Instructed by Sally, Eniola took her practice lap slowly and carefully. But as they neared the line, she took on a determined look. As soon as they were around the hairpin and straightened up, she accelerated. Her second lap was much faster, and Sally was very impressed.

When they had finished the lap and driven back to the garage, Eniola stepped out of the car with a huge grin. The other girls, and John, applauded her, and she high-fived Victoria. Xena pulled on her helmet and stepped up to the car.

They each had a go at setting their baseline fast lap, and Sally got to learn more about their driving styles and characters. Zoe and Xena were the fastest of the group, but for different reasons. Zoe attacked the track, braking at the very last moment and accelerating hard. Pushing the way she did meant she made the occasional mistake that cost her time. Xena approached driving rather like she did dancing, trying to keep everything flowing and graceful, with an emphasis on maintaining her balance. The pair’s times were very close, Xena just leading. In an actual race, Zoe would probably charge past under late braking and stay ahead, as long as she didn’t overdo it in a corner and slide off.

Eniola and Victoria may have been best friends and lovers, but they were competitive as well. There was a gap of nearly three seconds between Zoe and Victoria, but it was then only two tenths of a second back to Eniola. Wanda put in the slowest time, nervousness showing when she wouldn’t push as fast as possible on the long corner and braked early for a few of the corners.

But it wasn’t the first run that mattered, as much as the improvement by the last one. There were boards set up in the garage for Sally to draw diagrams on, and a screen they could watch instructional videos on. They drank tea and ate nibbles and learnt all the ways they could improve.

Then they all went out onto the track again, for two rounds of runs. John noted down the times, keeping them hidden from the girls, despite their pleading for hints. Even Sally didn’t know the final results when they assembled back in the classroom.

There were rooms for changing, and they had even managed to plumb in showers. Driving fast could be a sweaty exercise. After their final run, each of the girls went to the showers, and returned in a light blue one piece suit that John had got for them.

As the trainer, Sally was last through the showers. She returned to the classroom to find the girls sat in a semi-circle facing one of the whiteboards. John had been busy, and behind the white board was a big mat, with several cushions spread around it, that would be useful very soon. Heaters had been set up, to keep the space warm and comfortable for the frolics that were about to begin.

John clapped his hands together and rubbed them eagerly when Sally returned. “Right then, shall we reveal the times, then?” he said.

“Yes, please.” Sally replied, even more eager than the girls themselves.
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