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“Oh my god! It’s huge!” Paula squealed with delight.

“Well, it seemed appropriate to upgrade to a proper suite, rather than just a room. This is an important business, after all. And it will give you more places to play.” Dennis said. “Let me take your coat, then you go and have a look around.”

As Dennis hung up her coat, and stored their luggage, Paula walked through the suite’s rooms. They had entered the lounge as soon as they came through the door. It featured a pair of large, leather couches facing each other, with a glass topped table on a plush rug between them. Beyond them was a large dining table with six chairs around it, which was placed before a wide and high window that offered a view over the city. In one corner, at the door end of the room, was a large television with a powerful sound system and all the right kit.

Paula did a twirl on the rug, spotting the door to the bedroom on one side, and the full wet room bathroom on the other. She danced over to the bathroom first.

It had all the amenities, but, instead of a cubicle, the far half of the room was one big shower, with a wide, flat, chrome plated, head hanging from the ceiling, and several side nozzles on the walls. These were angled such that they would hit anyone standing under the main outlet and add extra soaking and sensations. Everything was controlled by a complicated looking collection of taps and handles. All that water had to go somewhere, so the floor sloped in gently from all sides to drain through a grate in the middle of the room.

She vowed to test the power of the shower as soon as possible, and to learn how all those controls worked. But, first, she needed to see the bedroom.

The bed was at least king sized, with sheets and fittings of a pure white. On one side, another window looked out on the city, with a large writing desk under it. On the other, the whole wall was mirrored, panel lines and subtle handles showing that storage space hid behind it.

Paula studied her reflection in the mirrors. She was tall and slim, with deep red hair and light brown eyes. The navy blue dress she wore was a conservative length, but was cut to hug her figure and show it off. It curved in at her waist, and was low at the front to show off her chest, while the slits up the sides, and the expensive heels she wore, emphasised her long legs. Under the dress, she wore sexy and expensive lingerie, bought especially for this occasion.

Later, she knew, the mirrors along the wall would reflect many interesting and dirty scenes. She intended to be at the centre of all of them. It was her job for the day to assess the performance of all the possible recruits who entered the suite.

In truth, everyone who walked through the doors was already a member of The Gang, if they wanted to be. They had been told they were being tested, so that Paula could fulfil one of her and Dennis’ fantasies.

The Gang was a secret club for people who wanted to experience as much carnal fun as possible. They arranged for couples to get together to swap partners, or meet singles for threesomes. But the signature adventure involved one person enjoying the attentions of multiple others. Usually it was one woman and four or five men, but Dennis had promised that Paula’s menu for today featured a little extra variety. He hadn’t told her exactly what, though.

New members were mostly found through recommendations from existing ones. Occasional lucky coincidences added spice and variety to what was essentially an ever widening circle of friends who fucked. A couple spotted making love below the balcony of a holiday villa had been invited in almost immediately. As had a pair of young exhibitionists, who had spotted members of The Gang at play on a band’s tour bus.

Paula and Dennis had been introduced by one of his friends. They had enjoyed a number of threesomes, and met a few couples, but this was the first time they would get together with more than two others. She was so excited, she couldn’t put it into words yet.

Dennis was standing in the door, smiling at his younger wife’s excitement. “Are you ready, then?” he asked.

“I don’t know. When do I find out?” She rushed over and kissed him enthusiastically.

“As soon as you want. I just have to give them a call. They’re all in rooms a floor or two below us.” Dennis showed her his phone. “Which one first?”

“You choose.”

With one hand holding Paula’s, and the other flicking through screens on his phone, Dennis led the way back into the lounge. She noticed that he had moved all but two of the chairs from around the dining table. The remaining pair faced each other across it. “I thought you would like to conduct it like a proper interview.” he told her.

“Yes. Yes, I think that will be a good way to start it.” Paula walked over to the chair on the window side of the table. She sat down at it, and practised her authoritative pose. Dennis slid a small pile of manilla folders in front of her. She moved them all, so she could see that each had a name on it.

Paula thought she was ready. As she ran a checklist of things to do through her head, she had an idea. Standing, she bunched her dress up until she could hook her fingers under the waistband of her knickers. She pulled them off, then leant across the table to lay them neatly in the middle. “There. A little decoration.”

With her dress straightened, she sat again, and fought back a grin. Perfectly on cue, there was a knock at the door.

Dennis walked over to answer the knock. Before he reached out for the handle, he looked back across the room. One last check that this was what she wanted to do. She nodded, and he opened the door.

Standing in the hallway was an attractive black man. Paula guessed he was in his mid thirties. He was slightly taller than average, with square, handsome features and hair trimmed to a business-like length. He was dressed in a smart suit, as if this was a real job interview. Dennis gestured, and he entered.

“This is Shaun.” Dennis announced. He shook hands with Shaun, closed the suite door, and led the way to the table.

Paula watched as the two men approached her. Dennis was several years older than her, but still lithe and trim. He still looked stiff limbed, though, next to the confident stride of the newcomer. He pulled the chair out from the table for Shaun, then retired to one of the remaining four, which he had arranged as if for an audience. He was going to watch the interview, and would enjoy every moment of it.

Shaun didn't seem quite so confident up close. He wasn't trembling or sweating, but he didn't appear sure of what he should do next. He stood by the chair until Paula motioned for him to sit. She liked that she had that power over him. It raised a little pulse of pleasure from her groin, which warmed her whole body.

Paula sorted through the folders, and pulled out Shaun's. Holding it upright, to shield the contents from him, she opened it. There wasn't much information inside. A sheet of paper had some basic details, and there were a couple of photographs. One was a head shot, in which Shaun appeared more nervous than he did sat across the table. The other was a full body nude, showing just what she had to look forward to.

Shaun had a little smile. Perhaps he had guessed what Paula was looking at. She smiled back, then glanced down at the table top. His gaze followed hers, and he finally spotted the thin, lacy underwear that was the centrepiece. For a moment, his mouth opened in an O of surprise. Then it spread into a wide grin. They both knew where this was going.

“So, Shaun, how did you find out about The Gang?” Paula asked, closing the folder and setting it aside.

“Well, I was told about it by my neighbours.” There was just a hint of a Birmingham accent to his voice, almost buried by the practised deep tone of someone trained in public speaking. “I helped them to move in, and then we got to know each other.”
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