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He knew he shouldn’t have been doing this... that it might have even been a bad idea. After all, what if someone he knew saw him? What if they passed that information on to his wife? What if...? No, there was a lot about this that felt like he was breaking the rules, but honestly, wasn’t that what made it so exciting?

And the odds of anyone he knew being on this side of the town were pretty slim as it was. Besides, Danielle was out of town for the week, both of his kids were away at college, and 44-year-old Michael Harrison knew he could get away with a little bad under the circumstances. At a muscular, if somewhat stocky, 6’0”, he knew that he was well past his best years, even though he still liked to think he was in better shape than most middle-aged guys. His salt and pepper hair was a little more salt than he’d have liked these days, but his strong, stubbled jaw and steely blue eyes were still as strong and striking as ever, looking focused, if a little nervous as he followed the GPS’ instructions.

He kept his grip tight on the steering wheel, following directions down an unfamiliar road into a semi-industrial sector of town, streetlights flashing overhead illuminating the inside of his car, glowing beacons in a dark night. Every time the directions changed, every time he was given new instructions, he felt like he was being watched, that he should turn back... the glint of another street light off of his wedding ring hitting him, a reminder that maybe he shouldn’t be doing this.

Every time that feeling hit him, though, Michael tried to laugh it off. After all, what he was doing wasn’t illegal; it was harmless, good fun... it was just something that Danielle wouldn’t approve of, and today he was feeling a bit rebellious. He turned up the air conditioning, finding that while it did cut through the warm night nicely, it did little to steady his nerves as he continued on his course.

Michael had always been a good guy, the kind of guy to follow the rules. He’d gotten a good job, a pretty wife, two kids and even a house in the suburbs. From the outside, Michael was living the American Dream, but on the inside... well, for a while now, he’d felt like he’d been missing out on parts of his existence. He knew it was a midlife crisis of sorts, but it was persistent and annoying that he felt compelled to do something different, to play things a little more dangerously than he always had. He couldn’t do that with Danielle around, no, he’d be a fucking wreck if he had to sneak around like that, but with her out of town... well, it was an opportunity to get all of this out of his system and hopefully back in order sooner rather than later.

After considering the various ways he could do that, he decided to do something that he’d never done before: he was going to a strip club. When he thought about it, said it out loud, it felt exceedingly lame that this was his form of rebellion, but as ideas went, it stuck in his head, and if he could do something this harmless to indulge in his mid-life crisis... well, it could be worse, right?

The neon sign glowed up ahead, advertising “The Siren’s Lounge,” a non-descript-looking building from the outside in the middle of a half-occupied strip mall. Michael tapped his fingers nervously on the steering wheel as he approached, but he didn’t stop himself from pulling into the darkened parking lot. It didn’t exactly appear dangerous here, but compared to his sterile office and warm suburban home, it was about as outside of his usual experience as he could get.

He parked his sedan in view of the club, leaving the engine idling for a moment in the lot as he watched patrons slowly drift inside. Though they all looked like they’d prefer to be anonymous, their silhouettes moved confidently under the lights of the club’s sign as they made their way inside. Michael sat, frozen in place, fingers idly drumming on the steering wheel as he tried to hype himself up into breaking this rule. His hands felt slightly shaky, his pulse beating heavily and his wedding band suddenly feeling tighter than it had ever felt... but he’d come here tonight to break some rules, and if he couldn’t do it by simply going to a strip club, when could he do it?

Finally, he took the keys from the ignition and got out of the car, shaking his head. This wasn’t something he had to be afraid of, this was something he was going to have fun with, for fuck’s sake.

With a confidence that was mostly real, and maybe partially bravado, Michael walked toward the club’s front door, pushing his way into the small lobby. Large posters of naked women decorated the walls, as bass heavy music filtered in through the door leading further into the club. A large man in a black suit surveyed him, a man large and intimidating enough that it looked like he could rip boulders apart with his bare hands, but with a slight nod he said.

“Entry fee’s fifteen dollars,” the bouncer explained, his voice gruff, but not unkind.

“Oh, thanks...” Michael said, reaching for the wallet.

He paid the fee, and complied with the bouncer’s security scan and speech explaining the club’s rules, which all sounded pretty standard as near as he could tell. While this was a night of breaking some rules, he had no intention of breaking any rules that the club would have. Finally cleared for entry, Michael stepped past the inner door, and into his first ever strip club.

The music hit him first, its bass beat heavy, resonating in a deep, primal part of his body. The darkness of the club, combined with the chaotic swirling of multicolored lights, got to him next, creating a uniquely disorienting atmosphere. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to this new setting, but once his eyes cleared, what he saw didn’t seem so bad after all. It was a small club, with a bar on one side, a few rows of seats on the other, and a raised main stage with a couple of poles for dancing in the middle. There were perhaps a dozen other customers milling around at various chairs, waiting or watching... and oh was there plenty to watch.

There were nine dancers that he could see, women who ranged from their early twenties to mid-thirties, all of them statuesque and gorgeous. Some had large breasts, some small, almost all had long, statuesque legs, more than a few had tattoos, and all of them were dressed in the flimsiest of underwear and lingerie, looking like the slightest breeze might tear it off. Despite the high stripper heels each woman wore, Michael instinctively knew that they were all quite strong and sturdy in the way that most dancers and athletes were. It was an overwhelming sight to take in at first, one that took him away from the already naked dancer who quickly made her way off the stage to make room for the next dancer.

It was all at once overwhelming, but now that he had breached the threshold of the club, it was no longer alien and intimidating, and proved to be a sight he rather liked. Michael walked through the club, not exactly confidently, but enjoying what he was seeing well enough to no longer feel out of place. The glances he got from each of the dancers was appraising and curious, trying to see just what kind of customer he was set to be. He always smiled back politely, never looking at them longer than felt appropriate, even though he also understood he was kind of supposed to be leering. With his button-up shirt and khakis, he felt at least a little out of place in a place like this, but was too lost in enjoying the scenery that he barely paid too much attention.

A drink server wearing a black bikini top and short skirt walked past him.

“Wanna drink?” she asked, her voice and smile practiced and even.

“Bottle of water?” he replied.

The server nodded. “I’ll bring it out to ya, enjoy the show!”

Chuckling, Michael replied, “I am.”

He doubted that she heard him given the din of the club. The DJ, speaking a mile a minute and so fast that Michael could barely make out what he was saying, announced that the lovely “Sapphire” was about to take the stage. Knowing that this was what he came for, Michael took one of the chairs surrounding the stage and looked on as a lithe brunette wearing dark blue bra and panties took the stage. She looked at him, briefly, her expression unreadable. She took to the chrome pole on the stage easily, spinning around it dramatically, athletically, putting on one hell of a show. Feeling his nerves tightening, a strange tang in the back of his throat of guilt mixing with adrenaline, he felt a decided thrill.

He was doing this.

Opening his wallet, he put a couple singles on stage for Sapphire, something that she nodded approvingly at. Leaning back in his chair, he marveled at how comfortable it was, much like the rest of the club it was far less seedy than he’d expected. Looking around briefly to see the other men who’d come, he mostly saw guys who clearly wanted to avoid looking at anyone else but the dancers, something he could sympathize with greatly.

He watched Sapphire strip naked, exposing her large breasts and shaved pussy for an appreciative audience, before he dropped more singles to the stage.

Soon a petite redhead who went by the name Dayna took the stage. She wasn’t quite as good a dancer as Sapphire, but once her clothes came off, revealing small, pert breasts with pierced nipples and a prominent pussy with a bush as fiery red as her hair, none of that mattered really. When she smiled at him, Michael found he could take a breath without guilt overwhelming. What he was doing was just entertainment, after all.

Harmless.

Michael tossed more singles onto the stage as Dayna’s clothes came off, then more as she finished her set, and he did much the same as the next two dancers, a busty black woman who went by the name of Diamond, and a predatorily beautiful dark-haired woman who went by the stage name of Brynn. Every dancer made it easier to relax and get into the moment, the whole experience becoming more normal by the moment. Every so often a dancer would come by and introduce herself, ask if he wanted a lap dance, and while he was interested, he wasn’t quite there yet, convinced he should watch the stage show for a while longer before he committed to anything. He waited for that taste of guilt to fully go, as it was almost gone, replaced with something a lot like excited anticipation. That was a feeling he could thoroughly approve of.

Brynn gave him a nice show, spending time gyrating in front of him, before she spent the rest of her set spinning around the pole athletically. Michael hoped he would find a dancer who truly spoke to him, one who just screamed “I need a lap dance from her,” but he hadn’t been quite that lucky yet. Nevertheless, he was having a good time, a curious warmth spreading through his chest that he rather welcomed.

As her second song wrapped up, Brynn left the stage, offering Michael a polite, if not terribly warm smile. Before he could register the sway of her hips, the DJ’s fast-paced announcement that the lovely Lena was about to take the stage hit him, pushing him into place. Michael laughed at his own startled reaction, shaking his head in amusement and curious to see what “Lena” would bring to the stage.

The stage lights dimmed to a deep indigo, a new, more playful beat kicking in with a softer, synth-heavy tune. The stage’s fog machines hissed, adding an air of mystery to the new arrival.

The mystery didn’t last long. Emerging from the fog as she climbed up onto the stage was a dancer with a distinctly different vibe from the others, sweet and playful rather than sharp and predatory. Blonde hair cascaded in waves down the shoulders of the 5’2” dancer, her face holding a softness and a sweet, warm smile that made her look much more innocent than what he was here to do. Wide blue eyes scanned the audience quickly, her full, pouty lips parted as if pleased what she saw. She wore a simple black bra and thong set that accentuated curves that, while youthful, were utterly built for sin, with a full, round ass that led to long, toned legs and E-cup breasts that strained the impressive fabric of her bra. She walked over toward the pole furthest from Michael with a confidence easily masquerading as innocence, a tentative smile on her lips as she ran her fingers lightly over the pole.

There was a distinctly magnetic trait to this girl that had Michael instinctively leaning in closer, knowing this show would be different from any that he had seen so far.

On that, he wasn’t wrong, though not for the reasons he thought.

With both hands on the pole, Lena turned away from Michael, rocking her hips in gentle, hesitant patterns for a moment, before suddenly spinning herself upward, wrapping herself around the pole and climbing with impressive ease as she swirled around it. The straining cups of her bra seemed fit to burst the higher she climbed, her exertions getting some nice jiggles for Michael’s hungry eyes. The way her breasts rocked and shifted, the view of her full ass bisected by the tiniest thongs... god, even with her innocent looks, this girl was absolute, walking sex. Michael didn’t think he even blinked since she took the stage, all thoughts of Danielle and guilt evaporating into the fog machine as he watched the gorgeous blonde dance.

Here, surrounded by darkness and anonymity, the pumping bass of the music surrounding him like an embrace, he could surrender to uncomplicated sensations, living for the show. He watched as Lena’s skin glowed under the shifting lights, looking impossibly smooth and perfect.

She slid down the pole, landing easily on her high heels and shifting around so that it seemed she was facing him. He enjoyed this view of her body, his eyes drifting up to her face as she scanned the audience once again, her cheeks looking flushed even past her glittery makeup. Her smile reappeared, seeming tentative, shy, almost apologetic even, yet thoroughly calculated with the persona she put on. There was no doubt in Michael’s mind that this act brought in the big bucks for Lena, but before he could analyze any further, she reached behind herself and unhooked her bra clasp, dropping the flimsy garment to the floor.

Her massive breasts swung free, full and high and crowned with dark pointed nipples. Lena’s breasts were a work of art, the kind that begged to be worshipped, demanding your touch, your mouth, your tongue rolling over every inch. He knew at the sight of them that they were perfection, and would bring out the most divine sounds of pleasure from deep inside of her if you were to touch them just right.

It took some effort to tear his eyes away from her tits now that they’d been exposed, but as soon as she stepped toward him, looking at him with that sweet smile, it felt like the floor dropped out from underneath him as he realized one simple, frightening fact: he knew this girl.

Well, he didn’t know her anymore, but he knew her once... at this range, her face was unmistakable, if certainly more mature since the last time he’d seen her. For the better part of ten years, he’d been
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