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  The Sex Club


  When I woke, I felt disoriented. I didn't know where I was, or whose warm, naked body was pressing against my back.


  I was in a big bed. I could see the spindly iron-frame through my slitted, still-sleepy eyes. The room was big. I could sense the space all around. The light was bright, flooding in through wide windows.


  The body against mine: warm, smooth, soft. Firm butt cheeks pressing against mine.


  A woman.


  Katie.


  I rolled onto my back, and then over onto my side so I could spoon her, wrapping myself around her form, her neat, muscular butt nestling in my lap.


  Katie.


  A friend from work. The friend whose husband I had been fucking for the last two months.


  Katie.


  I raised my head to look past her. He was there. Reuben. Lying on his back, arms above his head, the sheet rucked down to his waist, only just covering his dick. Katie had a hand on his belly, just resting lightly.


  Katie and Reuben.


  I was at their big house, just up the coast from the city.


  Last night... a torrent of images came to me then. Limbs and torsos, mouths, hands. Fucking and sucking, bodies sandwiched, tangled. Little wonder that I ached so much this morning.


  I had thought I was having an affair just with Reuben, but Katie had known all along, had even helped plan the whole thing. And then yesterday, when I'd come to see Reuben, to tell him it was over, she had been here, waiting with him.


  Katie and Reuben. These last two months I'd been having an affair with both of them, even if last night was the first time the three of us had actually got it together physically.


  I slid my hand up Katie's rib-cage so I could cup a breast. She grunted, shifted, and her nipple began to harden.


  Now, she pressed back against me, her ass a perfect fit in my lap, and her hand on Reuben's belly slid down beneath the tangled sheet.


  §


  It was hard to say what it was, but something had changed, something was different, now.


  Maybe it was a power thing. Katie and Reuben had always been in control, but I hadn't understood. Now that I did, though, I felt like an extra, a walk-on part in their movie.


  Maybe that was it: they'd only set out to seduce me as a way to brighten up their relationship. I was not an equal.


  Her hand on him, that morning. Sliding it down beneath the sheet, she took a hold of his hardening dick, raising it to lie flat against his belly. Spooning her, I watched as she stroked it delicately with the palm of her hand. She must be barely touching it, the contact so light. Then, moistening her hand with some spit, she started to stroke harder.


  Cupping her breast, I trapped her hard nipple between my fingers and started to twist and squeeze it. As she changed position, her blonde hair caught the morning sun, and for a moment I was able to let it brush across my face, and then she leaned over Reuben and took his dick in her mouth.


  Now, her ass was facing me, and I was able to wriggle down and slide a hand between her thighs, edging up towards her moist pussy. With my thumb inside her, I cupped her mound in my hand and worked my palm against her, twisting and rolling at the wrist as she spread her legs to give me easier access.


  Just as I was about to lower my face to eat her from behind she moved again, mounting Reuben, throwing her head back as he sunk deep inside her.


  Staying upright like that, she ground her pelvis against him.


  I kneeled, and took one of her nipples between my teeth so that I could nibble at it and flick it with my tongue, and she gasped out loud as I did so. Sliding my hand down his belly, running my fingers through the thickening hair, I found the base of his dick and held it as Katie ground against him, and against my hand. The extra pressure of her clit against my knuckle had her crying out and then she tipped her head back again and – keeping him deep inside her – she climaxed with a long, shuddering groan.


  When her orgasm had subsided, she raised herself a little so that Reuben's dick was still inside her and I could wank his shaft.


  His climax was a sudden pulsing in his cock, a swelling, an extra thrust, and then his juices were spilling back out of Katie's pussy, down his dick and over my hand and then the three of us collapsed in a heap of sweaty, tangled bodies, exhausted, spent.


  §


  But I wasn't spent.


  Later, we lay there, waking up all over again.


  I wanted more.


  That change... A change in my head, perhaps, but a change nonetheless.


  The sex was hot and intense, but... like I say, I was starting to feel like an extra.


  I wanted more.


  "Reuben," I said, tentatively, "d'you remember that club? The place you took me?"


  He grinned. "Of course I do," he said. "All I need to do is close my eyes and I can see you tied up, blindfolded, with a circle of men around you, wanking over your come-soaked body."


  "Can we go back? Can we go back there today?"


  §


  The club was housed in a sprawling red-brick building with mock-classical columns and a long gravel drive, built by some wealthy city trader in the early 20th century. Reuben had told me the building's name but that didn't matter. The club – the informal network of swingers and exhibitionists who used it as a base for their partying – was called Indulgence, and that's where we were going.


  I had remembered Reuben telling me last time that the parties usually lasted an entire weekend, so it didn't seem odd to be going to a sex club on a Sunday morning.


  We parked at the side of the building and entered through the main front entrance. Passing between white pillars, we entered a lobby with sweeping stairs and polished wooden floors and walls. A tough-looking man sitting at a reception desk gave us a single glance and, clearly recognizing Reuben and Katie, returned to his newspaper.


  This was as much as I recognized from my previous visit.


  That time Reuben and I had been greeted by a tall, dark-haired man wearing a loose silk robe. He'd shaken Reuben's hand, and then mine; strangely formal, considering what was about to take place.


  From a pocket in his robe, the man had produced a short piece of cord, tied into a figure of eight. Enclosing my wrists in the cord, he'd pulled the loops tight, and suddenly my whole attitude had changed. No longer the assertive, modern woman, I had become submissive.


  I didn't object when he produced a blindfold from another pocket and covered my eyes.


  I didn't object when he led me through, away from the lobby, my steps tentative, uncertain, reliant solely on his direction. I was his captive. I was his slave, and it was a feeling that was new to me.


  I didn't object when they stripped me and tied me to that bed where the men had gathered round, all hands and bodies and mouths, fucking me and wanking over me. Using me however they wanted.


  I was theirs. Totally.


  §


  This time, Reuben and Katie, each holding one of my hands, led me through to a bar.


  At first it could have been any bar, any place. There were a few men in suits gathered round one table, watching something on a screen I couldn't quite see. A young couple occupied seats by a window, holding hands across their table and laughing at something.


  Then, at a nearby table, I saw another man in a suit, and with him a dark-haired woman in a red and black basque and fishnets. She was twisting in her seat to face him, a cocktail glass half-raised to her mouth.


  I assumed we were getting drinks, but Reuben and Katie led me on past the bar. Suddenly, I felt like I had last time: subservient, going wherever I was led. "Where...?"


  Katie leaned in to me then, and kissed me on the cheek. It was at once an innocent, affectionate gesture, and one laced with promise – that slight, extra pressure, the brief touch of a tongue.


  We passed through a doorway – one oddity I had noticed about this building was that there were no interior doors – into a dimly lit lounge bar. People sat on leather sofas here, some kissing, all in various states of undress. At the corner bar, a skinny black man sat on a tall stool while a ghostly pale, red-haired woman went down on him, bent at the waist, presenting her bare ass to the rest
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  Afters


  Polly J Adams comes from a comfortably middle-class background, brought up in Surrey, England, by a mother heavily involved in charity work and a father who was a high-flier in the financial world before he retired. Bit of a shame for them that she writes about sex, then!


  As well as writing scripts for adult movies, Polly is a bestselling Amazon author. Her works include the Girls’ Club series, The Billionaires’ Sex Club, and Wings of Desire, the story of a young woman’s relationship with the wealthy owner of a New England sex club.


  Writing under other names, PJ Adams is a successful romance novelist, with several novels published by major publishing houses and optioned for movies. Her novels – love stories with that added heat – include the international bestsellers Let’s Make This Thing Happen and Trust.


  You can find out more about Polly and her writing on her website, on http://www.facebook.com/pollyjadamswriter and on Twitter as @PollyJAdams.
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