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Chapter 1



It had always been a fantasy of mine to visit a sex club. The idea of bare bodies moving freely, of watching others lost in their desires, set my pulse racing. I’d imagined Emma, my wife, with other men, her body surrendered to pleasure while I watched. She, in turn, confessed her own fantasy of being taken by two men at once. In our bedroom, we played these scenes out, whispering dirty promises, but in real life, Emma always drew a firm line. It was just talk, she’d say, her eyes gleaming with mischief but her boundaries clear.

So, when she insisted on taking me out for my birthday, I expected dinner, maybe a bar, something tame. Instead, she pulled into the parking lot of the city’s most notorious sex club. My heart thudded as I stared at the neon sign glowing against the night. “Emma,” I said, turning to her, “are you sure about this? You know I’ve wanted to check this place out forever, but if you’re not ready, we don’t have to do this.”

She smiled, her hazel eyes catching the dashboard light. “I’m good with exploring, James. I want to see what it’s like. But we need to be clear on boundaries.” Her voice was steady, but there was a nervous edge to it, like she was psyching herself up. I nodded, ready to listen. “First, we’re not here to hook up with another couple. I thought it’d be fun to check it out, maybe flirt a little, but we’re not swinging on our first visit.”

A pang of disappointment hit me, but relief followed. The idea of swinging thrilled me, but it also made my stomach churn with nerves. Knowing we were just dipping our toes in made it feel safer, like we could control the chaos. “What about a private room?” I asked, testing the waters. “Could we… be together in one, maybe let another couple watch?”

Emma’s lips curled, and she tilted her head, considering. “You remember that story we read? The one where two couples fucked side by side on a bed, just touching a little?” I nodded, my throat tightening at the memory of how hot it had been. “That was sexy,” she said. “I don’t know… maybe.” Before I could respond, she hopped out of the car, her confidence catching me off guard. I sat there, stunned, watching her stride toward the entrance, her hips swaying under her tight dress.

The entrance led to a small, dimly lit room, all dark wood and velvet curtains. A woman in her forties emerged to greet us, her presence commanding. She wore a short black cocktail dress with a neckline that plunged to her navel, revealing a lacy purple bra and thigh-high stockings. She was dressed like she was halfway between a night out and ready to dive into the club’s deeper offerings. I couldn’t stop staring, my eyes tracing the curve of her cleavage. Emma noticed, her voice sharp but playful. “Hi, we’re a couple, and it’s our first time here. When he stops gawking, he’ll pay.”

The woman laughed, her eyes twinkling. “I’m Vanessa. I can show you around. You can pay here.” She handed me a card reader, then turned to Emma, her tone warm but professional. “Please read this form about consent and safe play. We reserve the right to ask you to leave if there’s any issue. Would you like the tour?”

Emma and I skimmed the form, signing quickly. My pulse quickened as Vanessa took Emma’s arm, guiding us past the entrance. Her fingers brushed the inside of Emma’s arm, a subtle, intimate gesture. Emma didn’t pull away, and I felt a jolt of arousal mixed with unease. Vanessa was stunning, and it wasn’t just me who noticed.












Chapter 2



Vanessa led us past the entrance, her arm still lightly linked with Emma’s, her fingers occasionally brushing Emma’s skin in a way that felt deliberate. My eyes darted between them, a mix of curiosity and heat stirring in my chest. We moved through a small staff door into the heart of the club, and the atmosphere hit me like a wave. The air was warm, thick with the scent of perfume and something earthier, primal. Dim lighting cast soft shadows, and the low hum of conversation mingled with faint moans from somewhere deeper in the building.

To our right was a bar, buzzing with people in various states of undress. Some wore cocktail dresses or sharp suits, like they’d just stepped out of a upscale lounge, while others lounged in lingerie or just a white towel wrapped around their waists. The towels, I figured, were provided by the club—mostly men wore them, their casual confidence making the scene feel strangely normal. Couples and small groups chatted, sipped drinks, and laughed, barely reacting to the nudity around them. It was surreal, like stepping into a world where inhibitions were checked at the door.

Vanessa guided us past the bar, her heels clicking on the polished floor. “This is the social hub,” she said, her voice smooth. “People mingle here, get comfortable before exploring.” She gestured toward a staircase leading up. “Let me show you the private rooms.” As we climbed, the sounds from the bar faded, replaced by a quieter, more intimate energy. The hallway was lined with doors, some closed, others ajar. Vanessa paused, her hand resting lightly on Emma’s shoulder. “If you close a door, it means privacy—no interruptions. An open door signals you’re okay with visitors. Don’t be surprised if someone tries to join if you leave it open. And never open a closed door.”

A soft moan drifted from a room with its door half-open. My pulse quickened as I caught a glimpse of movement inside—shadows of bodies intertwined. A man stepped out, towel slung low around his hips, his face relaxed but flushed. The moaning continued, unbothered by his exit. Emma’s eyes lingered on the doorway, her lips parted slightly. I wondered what she was thinking, if the sound was pulling her in or making her second-guess this whole thing.

We ascended another set of stairs, emerging onto a rooftop patio. The warm night air hit us, and the scene was breathtaking. A small pool shimmered under string lights, surrounded by people lounging or swimming, almost all of them nude. The casualness of it was jarring—bodies of all shapes and sizes, moving without shame, their skin catching the glow of the lights. Vanessa caught my glance and gave me a subtle nod, but my eyes were on Emma. She was staring, transfixed, at a woman in the shallow end of the pool.

The woman, probably in her thirties, sat in the water, her body half-submerged. Three younger guys—college-aged, maybe—perched on the pool’s edge, their erections obvious even from where we stood. The woman’s hands moved with purpose, stroking two of them, her movements slow and deliberate. She leaned forward, licking one, then the other, her spit making their cocks glisten as she rubbed them against her breasts. The third guy watched, his own erection twitching as she switched between them, keeping them all hard. Emma’s gaze was locked on the scene, her breath shallow. I could feel the heat radiating off her.

Without looking away, Emma spoke, her voice low but steady. “How would I… let guys know I’m interested in something like that?”

Vanessa’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “The pool is a general play area—perfect for casual group fun. Stay near the edge, make yourself approachable, and you won’t wait long. Once you show you’re open, men will come to you. If things get intense, take it to a second-floor room. Full sex isn’t allowed in the pool itself, but it happens nearby.” Her eyes flicked to me, gauging my reaction, but Emma was still watching the woman, her expression a mix of hunger and curiosity.

I shifted, my own arousal growing. “Is there more to see, or should we get changed?” I asked, eager to dive into this world, to feel it instead of just watching.

Vanessa’s smile widened. “Let’s head back downstairs to the lockers. You can change and join the fun.” She led us down, her hand brushing Emma’s arm again as we descended. At the lockers, she turned to me. “A tip, James—let Emma enter spaces first. If she goes to the bar alone while you change, she’ll draw attention quickly. By the time you’re back, she’ll likely have company.” With that, she showed me how the lockers worked and left us, her parting glance lingering on Emma.

Emma stood there, her eyes still bright with what she’d seen. “Ready?” I asked, my voice catching.

She nodded, a small, determined smile on her lips. “Let’s do this.”
























Chapter 3


Emma’s eyes still held that spark from the rooftop, a mix of curiosity and something bolder, as we reached the lockers. I could feel the energy between us, electric and unsteady, like we were teetering on the edge of something new. She stepped into the women’s changing room, and I lingered, Vanessa’s words echoing in my mind: Let Emma enter spaces first. She’ll draw attention quickly. The thought sent a thrill through me, tinged with a flicker of nerves. What would I find when I returned to her?

Inside the men’s changing room, I stripped down, the cool air hitting my skin as I shoved my clothes into a locker. The club’s towel was soft but thin, barely containing the heat building in me as I wrapped it around my waist. My mind raced with images of Emma out there, alone at the bar, her body drawing eyes. I moved quickly, eager to rejoin her, but as I stepped toward the door, Vanessa appeared, her hand grazing my shoulder. “No need to rush, James,” she said, her voice low and reassuring. “She’s fine. Come meet someone.”

She turned me toward a woman standing nearby, her presence striking even in the dim light. “This is Priya,” Vanessa said, stepping back. Priya wore nothing but a white towel slung low around her hips, her small, firm breasts bare, her long, dark nipples catching my eye. Her brown skin glowed under the soft lights, and her short, curly hair framed a face with deep, dark eyes that seemed to pull me in. She was fit, her flat stomach and toned arms a contrast to Emma’s softer curves. If swinging was about variety, Priya was a stunning departure from what I knew.

“Your wife’s already met my husband, Ethan,” Priya said, her voice warm with a hint of amusement. She stepped closer, and I instinctively slid my arm around her waist, my bare skin meeting hers. The contact sent a jolt through me, my blood rushing as her taut, muscular back pressed against my arm. I felt myself harden beneath the towel, the fabric doing little to hide it. She turned, pointing toward the bar. “Look.”

There, at the bar, Emma sat on a stool, her sheer purple bra barely containing her full breasts, the white towel around her waist riding up slightly. Her curly hair was pulled up, a few loose strands giving her a messy, sexy look that made my throat tighten. Her nipples were visibly hard through the bra, betraying her arousal—or maybe her nerves. Ethan stood close, too close, his body positioned between her legs. Emma’s hand rested lightly on his arm, and she laughed at something he said, her head tilting back. His hand moved to her hair, then traced down her cheek, her neck, pausing just at the edge of her cleavage. She didn’t stop him, her body leaning slightly into his touch. My stomach flipped
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