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Chapter One

Club Mirage was literally the first thing I saw when I stepped out of the van.  Jim had pulled over across the street from our new apartment complex, leaving room for the moving truck on the opposite side.  I rolled up my window, stepped out onto sidewalk at the foot of two short stone steps leading to a non-descript metal door.  Only the sign above, ringed in lightbulbs which were all unlit on a mid-summer day, gave any indication that what I was looking at was anything other than the back entrance to a convenience store or something.  Club Mirage, the sign said.  A restaurant or a cocktail bar, probably.  The building was only two storeys tall, but the rooftop was completely encircled in a wooden fence, which I assumed enclosed a rooftop patio.   Even with the sign, located as it was on a side street off the main thoroughfare, and with its otherwise unremarkable entrance, it was probably the kind of place only the locals or those in the loop were aware of.  Big cities have a lot of these, where the very obscurity of a place creates its own incentive to make the scene. 

I went around to the back of the van, opened the rear hatch.  Jim had the routine down well by this point, had already transferred from driver’s seat to his wheelchair, and was waiting for me.  I could have extended the ramp manually, but he handled it via button press from inside, then rolled out to join me on the street.  Some fifty paces straight ahead, cars passed back and forth unendingly and even a streetcar trundled by.

“Welcome to our new home,” he said.

“Welcome to our new city,” I responded.  “It’s louder than I expected.”

“We’ll get used to it.  And you won’t be able to hear much of it up on the sixth.”

“I hope you’re right.”

We had come from a small town where traffic was a passing car once every three to five minutes, not three to five vehicles per second.  We were going to have to adapt to a lot in our new environ.  Of course, at that point, I had no idea just how much.

The unloading of the truck took the better part of four hours.  The apartment was smaller than our old home, and we had actually purged a lot of unnecessary bric-a-brac, but the sixth floor meant the movers had to use the service elevator, which lengthened the process.

“Are you sure about a sixth floor apartment?” I had asked Jim when we’d first come to see the place.  “What if there’s a fire?”  It’s not that I was pyrophobic, but Jim had been in a wheelchair for almost five months by that point, ever since the accident, and while doctors still insisted there was hope he would regain the use of his lower half, five months of little progress had left me secretly skeptical.  I hoped I was wrong, I prayed I was wrong, but I had to be practical.  The elevator would serve him fine.  Unless there was a fire.

“That is some worst case scenario thinking, right there,” Jim had answered.  “But Collette has me working my upper body in conjunction with the physio.  If you want, I’ll race you down those stairs.”

He was fiercely independent and adamant that he would one day walk again.  I thought looking for a first floor apartment was a worthy thing to consider, but I was sorry I’d brought it up.  We were both on the same team, and I didn’t want to make him feel like a source of worry.

It was late afternoon by the time the movers were dropping off the last load.  Our living room looked like a box fort made by children with no understanding of architecture or even basic geometry, and the last thing I felt like doing was rooting around for cooking utensils and getting dinner started.  So, as I was signing the paperwork to signify that everything had made the transfer without damage, I asked one of them, “Is there some place we could grab a bite around here?”

“Lady,” he said, “you’re surrounded by restaurants.  Pick a direction and walk.  There’s gotta be fifty within two blocks of here.”

“What about that place across the street?  Is that any good?  Club Mirage?”

He chuckled, shook his head, took the clipboard and pen back from me, tore me off a carbon copy.  “That’s not a restaurant.”  He was still grinning when he left the apartment.

We ended up finding an Ethiopian place one block over and one block down.  It was my first experience with that kind of food and I loved it.  Neither my husband nor I were foodies, but I’d been promised that the culinary diversity I would experience in the city would blow me out of the water, and we’d been here all of six hours and already my palette had been expanded.

The movers had set up our bed for us, and the first thing I did on returning to the apartment was to lay on some sheets.  It had been a long day for both of us, and I definitely didn’t want us having to dick around with searching that stuff out when we did decide to retire.  It was only early evening now, though, the sun not even down behind the buildings yet, and although we’d promised to leave the unpacking till the next day, I did start unloading some boxes into cupboards and closets. 

Jim was still feeling productive, too, I guess, because he was busy setting up the television.  I felt a small twinge of anxiety when I saw him heave that heavy thing off the ground by himself, then wheel it over to the entertainment centre.  But I had to admit, he handled it fine.  His biceps and deltoids bulged as he lifted it into place, and I even felt the stirrings of old arousal, watching him do it.  It’s not that I didn’t still feel attracted to him daily, quite the contrary.  He was an extremely handsome man, and had been very athletic before the accident.  At thirty two, his looks rode a fine line between young, hunky lifeguard (which he’d actually been) and steely news anchor (which he’d once harboured ambitions of becoming before settling into freelance journalism).  Collette, his physical therapist, trained him hard, and he hadn’t lost any of the chiseled upper body that I’d always found so attractive - in fact, he was more powerful than ever.  But someone had ignored a four way stop sign almost half a year ago, and Jim had lost the use of his legs, and was left with minimal sensation from the waist down.  He still occasionally offered to help get me off, still seemed every bit as interested in sex as ever, so it was my hangup, not his.  But I didn’t always feel comfortable engaging in sex when there was no way I could reciprocate the sensations he was giving me, so our sex life had largely died over the last several months. 

I’d gotten the cutlery and some of the dishes put away, and night had actually come on solid, the living room window not black, like it would have been back home, but a dim blue and orange cast by countless city lights, when I noticed that Jim had taken up position beside it, staring out.  We’d come to the city because of my work, not his, and the first thing I thought when I saw the concentration he was giving the view was that maybe he was having regrets.  He’d grown up in our former town, and while he was extremely supportive, I didn’t know if his heart was really behind coming here.  But I could see his face reflected in the window pane, and after a while I realized he was grinning.  So, that wasn’t regret.

“Whatcha looking at?” I asked him.

He didn’t break his gaze as he responded, “Um...  come here.”

I put down the pot I’d just removed from a box, walked over to stand beside him.  To the west the city was all highrises and office buildings, but this window looked east onto what was mostly low-rise shops, townhouses and parkland.  It was all lit up like someone had knocked over a colossal Christmas tree, and in no way resembled where we’d come from.   

“It’s different,” I acknowledged.

I could hear the grin in his voice as he said, “It’s very different.  Look.”

He pointed and I followed the line of his finger down.  We could see street directly below us, the same street on which we’d parked when we’d first arrived.  But that’s not what he was trying to draw my attention to.  The Club Mirage sign was lit now, those ringed lightbulbs dancing in sequence, on and off, creating the illusion of a  twirl that drew the eye straight to the signage and the door.  And, from our vantage six floors up, at least, to the rooftop.

The rooftop was lit up, too, like everything else around, and I saw straightaway that I’d been wrong in my expectation of rooftop dining.  The bulk of it was given over to a swimming pool, casting its own illumination via subaquatic lights that lined its tiled edge.  A decorative flame pit also cast light from one corner, though the outer edges of the rooftop, behind that tall wooden fence that would block the view of anyone lower than about the third floor, was still, at some places, in shadow.  There were people moving about, sixteen or so, swimming, talking, or curled together on the cushioned benches that made up the perimeter.  Some of them had drinks in hand.  A few were dressed in business attire; I could see three men in suits and a woman in what looked like a pantsuit.  Two others of the rooftop partiers wore bathing suits.  The rest...

“Are those people naked?!” I asked, leaning so forcefully forward that my forehead thumped on the window.

Jim chuckled.  “Yeah.  They’re more than naked.”  He gestured again, emphatically, and as my eyes toured over the small crowd of mostly nude men and women, the drinkers, the chatters, a young couple making out in the pool, I saw what he was, in particular, trying to draw my attention to.  Against the far fence, on one of those cushioned benches.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I gasped.

“Nobody’s kidding,” he said.  “But those two are definitely fucking.”

The nude woman on the far bench was on her back, legs in the air, parted in a sky pointing vee. The man between those legs was driving in and out of her forcefully.  We were a good sixty or seventy feet from them, far enough that details weren’t crystal, and far enough that we could hear nothing of their revelries through our closed window, but I could still easily see his naked ass clenching and releasing, her legs shaking with the drive of him, her face turned to the side, watching the others who were mostly ignoring her.

“It’s a sex club,” I breathed.  “We live above a sex club.”

“Yeah, I think so,” Jim answered, his voice amused.

I felt shock, having never been witness to public sex before.  And I felt shame for the arousal that spiked through me, as well.

Jim felt no shame.  I caught him watching my reflection in the glass, the way my eyes had locked onto that one guy’s bare and thrusting buttocks, the way I was staring, drop-jawed, and my shame doubled.  I turned quickly away, walked back to the kitchen, shaking my head in disbelief.

“Where you going?” he called after me.

“I don’t wanna watch that,” I lied.

“I think you do...  come back.”

I returned to the archway that separated kitchen from living room, leaned inside it, throwing him my best come on, be serious look.

“What?” he demanded.

“You wanna watch that?”

“Yes!” he laughed.

“You wanna watch people you don’t know having sex?”

“Yes!” he insisted again.  “And I want you to come watch with me!”

I sighed, shook my head again.  But the truth is, he was right.  I did want to watch.  I just felt embarrassed about admitting it to him.  Or even myself, really.

“Please?” he added.

Which gave me an out.  I went back to stand beside him.

The couple on the bench were still going at it, even more forcefully.  His tempo had picked up and her legs were shaking like palm trees in a hurricane.  There was a new couple to watch now, though.  Not on the benches, but at the poolside.  I’d noted a young and attractive couple kissing in the pool earlier, before my attention had been stolen by the main event, but the male half of that couple was now sitting with his feet and shins down in the water, long and obvious erection standing between his legs.  And the female half was finishing a doggy paddle in front of him before planting both feet on the bottom, both hands on the pool deck to either side of him, and taking that long dick into her mouth.

“This is fucking crazy,” I whispered.

“It’s hot,” Jim said.  He took my hand, and I reciprocated, enjoying when he brought up his other to caress the back of my hand, my forearm.  When he stealthily fit fingers to my wrist, it took me a moment to realize he was checking my pulse and I yanked my hand away from him.  “You’re turned on!” he insisted.

“So what?  So are you!”

“Yeah,” he agreed, then he cupped my ass and dragged me toward him.

“What are you doing?” I demanded.  “I’m not messing around in front of the window!”

“Kim,” he laughed, “Ain’t nobody out there gonna be looking at us with what’s going on down there.  And if that is a sex club, then this is probably something of a nightly occurrence, at least in the summer.  Most of our neighbours are probably bored of it by now.”

“Still,” I protested, but my resolve was weakening.  It had been a long time since anyone but myself had tended my needs.  Which was, I reminded myself again, my own fault, as evidenced by what was going on now.

“Kim,” he said again.  “It’s our first night in a new place.  Under normal circumstances we’d be christening the bed, but...  I’m going to need a few more months before that happens.”

Oh, how I prayed he was right. 

“In the meantime,” he went on.  “Throw me a bone.  Or, more to the point, let me throw you one.”

I sighed again, my lips pressed into a thin line.  We’d been married three years, but he’d always been the more sexually adventurous of us.  Not because I didn’t have the same thoughts and urges as he did (God, if he only knew the thoughts and urges I had), but because I’d been raised a good little Catholic girl, and taught through too many years to suppress or, at the least, mask those urges.  Jim had no idea, but I was always secretly thrilled when he pushed my boundaries.  He gave me the excuse and permission I needed to do things I very much wanted to do.

He misread my inner dialogue, plead his case further with, “Just turn out the lights.  No one will be able to see us.”

So I sighed again, and rolled my eyes, as I often did at his sexual requests (or as I had, back when sex had been a regular thing for us), as a visual reminder that this is for you, buddy.  Just for you.  Even though it was never just for him.  It took me a minute to orient myself, remember where the light switches were, but I killed the kitchen and then the living room light.  I had to pick my way carefully through the box littered floor to reach him again.  And I did feel safer with the lights off.  No one would be able to see us in this darkness, with the amount of light that was flooding those city streets.

I alternated my gaze between the couple fucking and the guy receiving the blowjob, hoping one or the other of them would pull away long enough to get me a look at some cock again.  Jim had a gorgeous, thick dick, that had never failed to get me off.  But I was a straight up fan of the male form, and it had been months since I’d seen an erect penis.  Unless you counted the brief glimpse I’d gotten of that girl’s boyfriend below just now.  If only she’d stop bobbing her head, maybe tread water for another ten seconds or something. 

I felt Jim’s hand on my leg, didn’t pull away this time, even when that hand slid up the inner seam of my jeans to touch on the heat between my legs.  He cupped me there, open palmed, said, “Why don’t you get out of these?”

I gave another eyeroll that he couldn’t even see in the darkness, but I unbuttoned and removed my jeans immediately, adding them to the chaos of our living room floor.  His hand returned to my leg, pulled the same maneuver, sliding over bare skin now till he encountered my panties.  His fingers toyed with me through the cotton, and I bit my lip.  The girl below had finally withdrawn from the boy at the pool’s edge, leaping up beside him to sit on the tile.  She was naked too, as I’d suspected, her tits too young to even have a hint of sag to them.  I could barely make out the dark line of her wet pubic hair.  More importantly, I could see her boyfriend’s long dick again, arching slightly backward to point at his bellybutton.  She took him in hand.

“Too bad we haven’t unpacked my binoculars,” Jim said, grinning up at me.  I’d planted both hands on the window sill now, crouched a little to provide him better access.

“You want your binoculars, you go find em,” I told him.  But it was distracted.  I was loving what he was doing between my legs and loving what girl was doing between her boyfriend’s.

“I meant for you.  So you could watch.”

“I’m only watching for you.”

“Really?” he teased, and he slipped his fingers around the edge of my panties, touching on my soaked pussy.  My knees trembled and I unconsciously thrust myself down to meet his touch.  “Come sit in my lap,” he instructed.

I did it with only the barest hesitation, always worried about hurting him.  But he had very little sensation in his legs, and a glance at his face now only revealed his turned on grin.  I sat facing the window, legs over his but spread, resting my back against his muscled chest.  He reached under my right arm, returning his fingers between my legs, delving in through the top of my panties this time.  I turned my head to try to kiss him, but he shook his head, instructing, “Just watch.”

So I did.  The couple on the bench were coming to a conclusion, now, probably growing more vocal because a few people had finally turned to look their way.  One of the naked women even took up a seat near them, above the prone woman’s head, sipping casually at her drink and watching with gentle amusement.  I wouldn’t have minded such a front row seat.

Jim’s one finger was popping in and out of me now with slick ease, and as if he read my mind, he asked, his voice a whisper, “Do you like watching them?”

I didn’t answer but I’m sure my vagina told the tale.  I was watching that guy’s ass again, the way it clenched and unclenched.  The way the woman’s legs rocked as she was pounded.  The woman being fucked reached up behind her, all of a sudden, extending one hand to the watching woman.  That woman transferred her drink, and clasped the offered hand, smiling supportively all the while.  It was surreal.  And they were definitely reaching a conclusion now, because that guy was thrusting so hard that the woman he was fucking was being inched along the cushion toward the drinking lady.

His ass went from repeat contractions to one sudden concrete clench, and even though his thrusting had stopped, the woman’s legs continued to shake, differently now, shuddering as she stared into the eyes of the woman whose hand she was holding.

I groaned and Jim asked again, same whisper, “Do you like watching them?”

It was a trick he used whenever he wanted me to confess to my dirtier desires, and it never failed, because when I got turned on enough, I wanted to confess, wanted him to know the filth that occupied my heart and mind.  I whispered my response to him now, desperately:  “Yes.”

“I love watching you get turned on,” he said.  His fingers were still dancing in and out of me, but he reached around the other side now with his other hand, fed it through the top of my panties to play with my clit.  And I knew I wasn’t going to last long.

“Know what I’d love to watch?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.  He was going to fill in the blank, anyway.  It was another game he liked to play, whispering fantasies that he knew we’d never enact, just to push me over the edge and enjoy the knowledge that it was his whispered perversion that had sent me there.

“I’d love to see you down there,” he said.  “Would you like that?”

Still I didn’t answer.  The man and woman had concluded their fucking, the man withdrawing from inside her, rolling himself to a seat with his back against the fence.  He was an older fellow, maybe fifty, and his cock, wrapped in a condom, was shorter than that of the guy by the poolside.  But that condom was bulging with his seed and I felt a wicked lust shoot through me to be witnessing something so personal, and to be in a position to compare their penises without their knowledge.  This night had taken a weird spin, but yes, I was enjoying it.

“You could go down there,” Jim whispered again.  “And I could watch from up here.  And it could be you taking some young guy’s dick in your mouth.  Would you like that?”

Not answering that one.  It wasn’t the first time he had voiced such a fantasy, but I never took the bait.  At least not out loud.  Still, his dirty statement drew my attention back to that couple at the pool side.  They were making out again, her hand a blur on his long penis.  The boy wasn’t going to last long either, because he suddenly gripped her wrist, tried to pull her away before he could pop off.  But she was playing games with him the same way my husband was playing with me, because she refused to leave off, just leaned away from his kiss, still pulling at his cock, staring at it now, too, smiling with the naughty knowledge of what was about to happen, of what she was about to make happen, and after one more forceful attempt to pry free her grip, he just gave up, body visibly jumping as he came.  His cum shot well into the air, across his chest, his thighs, her hand, and she was leaning back in suddenly, taking him back into her mouth to finish him off, and that was it, I was cumming too, legs spasming just like those of the woman on the bench, feet audibly thrumming against the wall, accidentally pushing Jim’s wheelchair backwards a good three feet as I groaned at the ceiling. 

Jim’s fingers twirled and dipped, and he chuckled in my ear, a sound I often heard during our foreplay.  That self-satisfied, lecherous acknowledgement of his accomplishment, like I was a play thing he had mastered.  A sound that never failed to turn me on.

Only this time it wasn’t foreplay, this was the whole event.  As I came down from my orgasm, I turned my head to him again.  He was smiling, clearly enjoying himself, but I asked anyway, fearfully, “Was that okay?”

“What are you talking about?  Was what okay?”

“I just...  I feel guilty.”  I didn’t have to fill that blank in either.  He knew what I meant.

“Honey,” he said.  “I’m gonna get better.  You’ll see.  And things’ll be just like before.  And in the meantime, that was totally fucking hot.  Way more than okay.  I even felt a tingle down below, so watching you cum is like medicine.  Got that?”

I nodded, and we kissed, and then I got up to retrieve my jeans. 

He wheeled himself back to the window, continued watching.  He said, “But first thing tomorrow I’m finding my fucking binoculars.”


Chapter Two

Although I didn’t have to start putting in full time hours at my new office until the end of the next week, I did have to make a brief appearance the next day to get myself added into the system and to take a tour of the place, and was expected to stop by for a couple hours each work day for the remainder of the week for training.  I’d been a librarian back in our small town, and the new job was similar, in that I would be indexing, cataloguing and proofing works of fiction, but different in that I was doing it for a major corporation now instead of the city, was handling online rather than physical literature, and was getting paid about three times as much as previous.  I would have liked to have taken the full week just to unpack but as the new girl I was hardly in a position to make demands, and was ultimately grateful that they’d met me halfway, giving me the better part of each day that first week to settle in.

Jim’s physical therapist lived in the city, not far from our new place, actually.  Before, he’d had to commute in for his physio, because our small town just didn’t have anyone up to the task.  So, the new living arrangements did make that aspect of Jim’s life more convenient.  Immensely so, actually, because Collette had long made a point of wanting to visit where we lived, to help work on some routines that Jim could do easily around the house.  There was no better time to start, so while I was getting ready for work, Jim was wheeling about, hauling boxes to the room’s edges to make floor space on which they could work.  She would be dropping by around noon.

Adding to my list of firsts, I took a subway to work.  In our old town public transit of any kind hadn’t even been a thing, let alone underground trains, so it felt like a bit of an adventure.  My job was on the 32nd floor of a skyscraper, with outer walls that were floor to ceiling windows.  They looked out onto more skyscrapers in one direction and a lake that stretched as far as I could see in the other.  So, we had definitely left familiar territory behind.

Another first:  I met Collette.  She was leaving just as I was getting home.  She was dressed in track pants and a somewhat tight halter top, and although Jim had told me she was pretty, I have to admit I was a little taken aback by just how much so.  Her body, especially that mid-riff proudly on display, was taut and trim.  She had a long neck, mostly exposed, as she wore her long dark hair done up in a bun, though a number of locks and wisps had broken free, framing her face in an attractively wild and unintentional wreath.

“Ah, this is Jim’s Kim,” she said, while I was still trying to find my own voice.  Jim had mentioned her accent, too, French, more Quebecois than Parisian, and coupled with her wild beauty it lent her an intoxicating exoticness.

“Uh, yes,” I said, and I stepped fully into the apartment to shake her hand.  “You’re Collette?”

“Yes.  Your husband is doing quite well.  He is a hard worker.  You should both be proud.”

“That’s good to hear.”

She nodded, said, “Well, I have to get to the clinic.  The rest of my appointments are all on site.”

“Do you do these home visits often?”

“Sometimes.  If someone is located not far away, it can be useful, to get a sense of their home environ, what exercises can be done to best advantage within that environ.  I’ll be back from time to time, if that’s okay.”

“Of course,” I said.

She nodded again, looked over one shoulder.  “Bye, Jim!”

Jim was in his chair, in an empty circle of floor he had cleared to facilitate their training.  I could see my yoga mat rolled up and tucked to one side.  “See ya!” he called back.

When she was gone, I raised my eyebrows to him.  “Wow.”

“Yeah, she’s easy on the eyes.”

“Should I be jealous, coming home to find that in my apartment?”

“Pfft, I wish,” he said.  Then seeing the look of surprise on my face added, hastily, “I mean I wish I could with anybody right now.  I mean wish I-”

But I let him off the hook with a knowing smirk.  “Uh-huh,” I said.  I looked for a convenient place to doff my purse, settled for a box top.  I wasn’t looking forward to the rest of the day, unpacking and setting things up.  I wended my way through a stack of cardboard, angled around for the kitchen.  As I was passing the living room window I noticed something resting on the window sill.  “You found your binoculars!”

“Yeah,” Jim said.  “They were at the top of one of the boxes I moved.”

“Any good sightings?”

“It’s not as active during the day, but a couple.  There’s probably people down there, now.”

I opened one of the kitchen boxes, got back to work on the pots and pans.  “Yeah?” I called.  “Did you tell Collette about it?”

“I showed her!”

That...  was weird.  I had a sudden strong mental image of the two of them at that window, the way we’d been at that window the night before.  There was a jab of jealousy - I hadn’t been entirely kidding with my joking question to him and, if I’m being honest, I’d felt it as soon as I’d first laid eyes on her - but there was also another tickle of the kind of arousal that brought me shame.  I could see her at that window, binoculars to her eyes, breathing heavily, chest rising and falling, that taut stomach at Jim’s eye level.  I went back to the archway separating kitchen from living room.  “You watched naked people with your physio trainer?”

“Not watched,” he shrugged.  “I mean, people put out weird stuff in their homes as conversation starters, right?  We don’t need weird stuff.  We live next to it.  She asked me how I was finding Toronto, I told her about the club, she went to the window, saw the binoculars, took a look.”

“Yeah...?  What’d she think?”

“Well, she wasn’t surprised...  she’s, uh...  well, I guess she’s been there.”

“She’s been to Club Mirage?  Specifically?”
“Yeah.  I don’t think it’s an every day thing for her or anything, but she said she’s been a number of times.  I guess her friend is...  well, not exactly an owner, more like a figurehead?  Like her friend facilitates stuff or...  I didn’t really get it.  But yeah, she’s been a bunch.”

“Really?  Did she say what it’s like inside?”

“We didn’t get into it a ton.  But it’s extensive inside.  And very definitely a sex club.  She said to check out the website if I was curious.”

“They have a website?”

“Everywhere has a website, Kim. “

I stood thoughtfully where I was for a moment, long enough for that look to steal back over Jim’s face - the one he gets when he believes I’m aroused by something naughty and he’s entertained by the fact of it.  When I saw it, I spun back into the kitchen and got back to work.

But his assessment hadn’t been wrong.  I mean, maybe it wasn’t arousal I felt at the thought of the website, let’s call it more curiosity...  I lived next to the joint, and I wanted to know what went on there.  So when I’d made significant progress on the kitchen, and while Jim was still working on the living room, I fired up my laptop, carrying it to the bedroom, taking a seat on the bed.

The layout of the site was professional, and I was impressed.  I guess I was picturing something particularly seedy...  probably an inherent bias caused by that residual Catholic shame I dragged everywhere with me.  But while the theme of the place was undeniably sex, and lots of it, via the photos provided I could see that the interior looked clean and well maintained.  There was even a video tour that I clicked on, fitting earphones into my ears so as not to alert Jim to what I was watching.

The tour guide was a perky young lady with long blonde hair kept in a ponytail.  Throughout most of the video she wore a Club Mirage tank top and black shorts, though during the portion that detailed both the swim area on the roof and the hottub in a dim, almost romantic interior, she donned a swimsuit.  She made it clear, though, that throughout the club, at all times, clothing was optional.  The tour led from a spacious bar area that looked like any other nightclub, except for the small stage and stripper pole to one side, to three separately themed rooms devoted to open sex.  There was a red room with padded red couches and what looked like, possibly, even cushioned floors.  No room for privacy here, this room even featured a mirrored wall behind which, she demonstrated, were private booths allowing viewership into the room via the mirrors which were one way.  There was another room with four king sized canopied beds - the curtains here could be drawn or left open “for those exhibitionists among you”, the tour guide said.  There was a dungeon area with various restraints: a chair with leather leg and arm manacles, a St. Andrew’s Cross with the same.  And of course, there was the “private” rooftop pool.  The tour guide didn’t mention that viewership was also open here to anyone living a few floors up in the next door apartment complex.

The place was empty throughout the tour, but my mind’s eye filled it with various couples fucking openly, the young couple from the rooftop, the older man and the woman he’d banged, even Collette, taking a leisurely seat beside them the way Drink Lady had the night before.  So engrossed did I become with my imaginings that I didn’t realize Jim was in the bedroom doorway smiling at me.  With the earphones in, I hadn’t heard him coming.

I quickly lowered the laptop screen, pulled an earphone from one ear.  “What?” I asked him.

“What you looking at?”

“Nothing, I...”  But I could tell by the look in his eyes that he already knew.  Probably my hasty closing of the laptop had been an obvious tell.  “I was curious!  I just, I wanted to know what it was about!”

“I knew it!” he said, grinning, and he wheeled himself over to park beside me.  “What do you think of it?”

I pried the laptop back open.  The video was still paused, and I scrolled it back to the beginning to show him, but he stopped me with, “I’ve already seen this one.”

“You’ve seen this one?  When?”

“I googled the place shortly after you left,” he laughed.  “I was curious, too.  So, I didn’t tell Collette, but I already knew about the website.  And about...  some of the other videos.”

“What other videos?”  I scoured the site’s home page, didn’t see any other referenced video links.

He gestured for the laptop, and I unplugged the earphones from the machine and passed it to him.  He went to Google, typed in “Club Mirage” as I had done, and a number of sites popped up.  The first, the one I’d clicked, was the club’s website.  But Jim scrolled down, clicked on another lower down.  A porn site popped up with thirteen separate videos all claiming to be shot at Club Mirage.  He clicked the first one, and yes, it was the same place I had just seen in the video tour, but I no longer had to fill in the people with my imagination, because there they were.  The first video was shot in the red room and showed open group sex between multiple parties, all rolling around that padded floor and those couches.

“They film you while you’re there?” I asked.

“No, no,” Jim said.  “The website says they confiscate all phones and video equipment when you first enter.  There’s a strict privacy code maintained.  I’m sure this was set up special, probably as promotional material for the club.”

If it was promotional material, it worked.  While I may have had the odd and passing fantasy about group sex before, it was never something I’d considered a possibility in my life.  I mean, it still wasn’t, of course.  Not really.  I was a married woman.  But apparently it was not just a possibility but a reality for many, many people, just next door.

He clicked through a few of the other videos.  There was one shot up at the pool involving just a man and a woman making love on the cushions.  There was another featuring two women and a strap-on, shot in the dungeon.  Another involved the same perky blonde that had conducted the video tour.  She was addressing an audience in a matter of fact way before being strapped into the binding chair and fucked by some sort of pistoning machine.  The chair had been moved, however, with this shot in a room that I didn’t recognize from the tour.   I lost total track of the time, and in all, we watched for some 45 minutes, my breath quickening, my panties growing damp.  And the whole time, Jim was there, watching me, gauging my reactions, grinning his assessing grin as I got more and more turned on by the events of next door.

When he’d perhaps gauged that I was aroused enough to consider it, he said, “You should go check it out.”

But aroused as I was, I was still shocked.  “What?” I demanded.  “I am not doing that.”

“Why not?”

“What do you mean, why not?  Are you actually encouraging your wife to go to a sex club, where she’ll be surrounded by strangers fucking?”

He shrugged.  “Yeah.”

“Bullshit,” I said.  “What if I fucked someone else while I was there?”

“Kim, I’m not advocating you bang any and every stranger you meet.  I’m just saying...  and I’ve voiced this before...  I get turned on by you getting turned on.  That’s the bottom line for me.”

“I’m not going,” I said, but exactly as the night before my resolve was weakening.  I was a play thing he had mastered.  I tacked on, “At least, I don’t want to go alone.  You come with me.”
“Believe me,” he said.  “I would if I could.  They’re not wheelchair accessible.”

“Well then, I’m not going.”

“Look,” he said.  “I’m making progress.  Collette says I’m making progress.  So I will join you there one day, if you’re still into it at that time.  But in the meantime, I want you to be happy, in every way possible.  So you go scout it out.  Tell me what it’s like.”

I frowned at him.  “I’m not having sex with anyone else.”

He put his hands in the air.  “I’m not telling you to.  I’m saying if something did happen...  Just tell me about it.  Or better yet, do it on the roof.”  He smiled.  “That would be okay by me.”

I shook my head.  Jim had more than once in the past voiced a fantasy of watching me with another man, but it had always been just that - a fantasy.  I had never expected it to be something we actually went through with, wasn’t sure how he’d actually feel if it came to pass.  I certainly didn’t want to risk our marriage.  But I was younger than him by five years, still a woman very much in my sexual prime, and I’d be lying if I didn’t say there was some sex appeal in the notion of...  well of having sex.  It had been five months, and there was a possibility that sex with my husband had been taken off the table forever, not by either of us, but by some asshole driver on their cell phone.  Still...

“They have classes,” he said spontaneously.

“What?”

“They have classes,” he said again.  He went back to the main website, clicked on a link, handed the laptop back to me.

I’ll be damned.  They did offer classes, in everything from how to give a blowjob, to how to safely fist someone to...

He tapped the screen.  “This one,” he said.

It was an introduction to something called the Sybian.  “What’s that?” I asked.  But I answered my own question by clicking the link.  It brought up a description of the class, along with a photo of a device that looked like a black leather saddle with a knob on top.  Only that knob wasn’t a knob it was...  whoa.

“It’s a ladies only class,” he said, and I realized that he had read about it before.  He’d meant to direct me here.  This was all legitimately something he wanted, something he had put thought into.  As if I needed further proof, he added, “I just want to make sure that your needs are being met while I recover.  Whatever that means.  And hey, if you check this out, if it turns out it’s something you’re into and you want to bring one of these things home...  I could be really into watching you ride that thing.”

I shook my head.  “You’re twisted, man.”  But the truth is, I had been thinking about investigating sex toys, and this thing was the mother of all sex toys.

“I love you,” he answered.

“I love you, too.”  Then, I rolled my eyes like I always did, to show I wasn’t into this, this was something just for him, and said, “I’ll think about it.”

But before I’d gone to bed I’d signed up for the class.  It was scheduled for the next afternoon.


Chapter Three

I was more nervous than aroused the next day at work, anticipating my class at Club Mirage.  Would I be the only one who showed up?  Would they think I was a pervert?  Would they suggest they film the experience as promotional material?  And most terrifying of all, would I actually enjoy it, find it all arousing, and report this to Jim only to find it was all some sort of test to see if his wife was a sicko?

I went home to change after work, and Jim checked in with me, how I was feeling, if I was still up for it.  I cautiously told him yes, and he seemed more pleased than put off by the answer, so that at least helped allay some of that last fear.  I wasn’t sure what to wear, so settled on what I’d normally be comfortable in in public:  jeans and a button down T-shirt.  I left my cellphone at home so I wouldn’t have to worry about the confiscation process.

He wished me luck before I left, and though he didn’t say he would be, I could imagine him at the living room window, watching me cross the street to head into his newest obssession.  I climbed those few stone steps to that unobtrusive, green metal door with my heart pounding in my chest.  I cast one look back over my shoulder, but wasn’t sure which window in the apartment complex was ours.  If I’d lived in the city longer, I might have checked to see if anybody I knew was going to spot me going in, but aside from Jim and, I suppose, Collette, my only new acquaintaces were still surely at the office.  I pulled the door open and stepped inside.

I recognized the lobby right away from the tour video I’d watched, though it hadn’t prepared me for the air conditioning, which was pleasantly cool after the street heat.  The lobby area was empty of other patrons, and for a moment I almost lost my nerve, almost turned around and went back outside, but I’d already caught the eye of a worker, a pleasant looking girl of no more than twenty behind the front desk.

“Hello,” she said, bright and cheery smile on her face.  It was an everyday greeting, and that’s what made it seem strange.  She might have been welcoming me to a shoe store or a family diner.  “Can I help you?”

“Hi,” I said, hesitantly.  “I signed up for a class...?”

“Oh, yep!  What’s your name?”  She pulled up a clipboard, cross-referenced the name I little more than whispered to her.  “Oh, yep!” she said again.  Then she gestured down the hall.  “The Sybian demonstration.  Leslie’s going to be running it.  It’s in the Cab room.  Do you know where that is?”

“Cab room?”

“Caberet room, sorry,” she giggled.  “It’s the small sort of theatre we use for classes or demonstrations.  It’s down this hall, behind the green door to the right.”

“Thanks.”

“Before you go, just have to check - no cell phones or recording devices of any kind?  We can secure them at front desk until you’re leaving.”

“No, nothing.”

“Okay!  Enjoy the Sybian!  It’s super fun!”

I started down the hall she’d indicated, still marvelling at the banal nature of the dialogue.

The green door was bright and obvious.  I stepped through into a room I did recognize, not from the video tour, but from one of the subsequent videos I’d watched with Jim.  This is the room in which the blonde, ponytailed hostess had been strapped into a chair and made to cum by way of automated dildo.  Somewhat akin to what would be demonstrated today, I realized.  And, as if to reaffirm that, I was being greeted by someone I recognized.  It was the self-same blonde girl, hair in a ponytail exactly as it had been both in the video tour and the machine-fuck video.  Leslie, her name was.  I felt a weird moment of being “star-struck”, and I also felt myself blush fiercely with the knowledge of how intimately I already knew this stranger’s body.  But, exactly as had been the case at the front desk, the greeting was completely banal, like this girl saw nothing at all untoward about what we were here to witness, or about the electric saddle by her feet.

“Hey, how you doing?” she smiled.  “We’re getting started in just a minute, if you wanna grab a seat.”  She gestured to a small tier of folding theatre seats with black leather backs and cushions.  There were already four other women sitting there, staggered through the rows.  There was also a very attractive man there.  He had wavy brown hair that extended to just above his shoulders.  His face sported about two days worth of scruff.  And he had arresting blue eyes that stole my focus, even from across the room.  He was seated in the front row, chatting with one of the women.  I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about his presence, but one of the selling points of the class had been “ladies only”, so I confirmed with the hostess.

“Oh, the class is ladies only,” she agreed.  “That’s Peter.  He and his partner, Mark, run the company that distributes and rents the Sybians locally.  So, they’ll be on hand to operate it.”

“You can rent these?”

“Uh-huh!  For parties and whatnot.  Or for personal use.”

I nodded, headed over to the seating area.  The man, Peter, I guess, got up as I approached, nodded to me, went to speak to Leslie.  I cast about for a moment before settling on a front row seat.  I expected today would be observational only, and I’d might as well get the best view possible. 

The Sybian was resting on a pair of spread towels at the centre of the floor.  A long, beige phallic shape protruded like a blunted unicorn’s horn from its top, though I could see that there were other attachments of different shapes and sizes, one even double-headed, still in their packaging beside it.  There was also a bottle of lube, a spray bottle of disinfectant, a roll of paper towels and a pack of condoms.

Three more women entered and took their seats over the next few minutes.  The audience was a real cross-section of ages.  There were two girls who may have been college aged, one other who I guessed was about my age, four who would have probably been in their forties or fifties, and even one who I’d have placed in her sixties.  Peter’s counterpart, Mark, also arrived a couple minutes later.  He was both heavier set and older than Peter, and dressed more formally, too, in a button down shirt versus Peter’s black T-shirt and jeans.

Leslie took centre stage and we all gave her our focus.  She went on to describe the machine, both its historical origins, and how it worked.  Peter leaned against a wall while Mark took a seat in a plastic backed chair and operated the machine via a wired control.  She talked about the different settings, demonstrated the variable speed of the vibrations, the rotational control of the dildo, or its ability to pulse up and down like a little jackhammer.  She talked about the different attachments, making special note of the double-header which was designed to insert into two separate orifices at once.  It was all quite matter-of-fact.  The three of them may have been selling vacuum cleaners.  I’m sure the clinical approach was by design, to set us at ease, to take any of the intimidation factor out of the event, but still, when she asked if anyone wanted to volunteer to try it, nobody put up their hand.  It’s not that we weren’t interested.  I know I was.  It was that we were in a room full of strangers, and volunteering meant stripping down and fucking an appliance in front of the rest. 

So, Leslie bit the bullet.  “Okay,” she said.  “I’ll give it a test run, and we’ll see if I can’t entice anyone to follow.”

I’d seen the videos.  I knew the place’s policy on clothing.  And hell, I’d even been witness to nudity and sexual encounters on the club’s roof.  But I was still taken aback when, just like that, Leslie started stripping.  Off came the Club Mirage T-shirt, followed immediately by her plain white bra.  Her breasts were small, her body lean.  She kept herself in shape.  She peeled her sneakers off her feet without untying them.  When she reached for her socks and wobbled, Peter rushed forward to provide an arm she could grab for support.  He stayed near at hand while she took off her shorts and panties, too, revealing a completely shaved pussy, and while he acted  professionally, without any hint of alarm or creepiness, I did see his eyes drop to and linger on her ass as he returned to his leaning post against the wall.

I’d never really been into women, but I can’t deny a certain rush of arousal at the way this very pretty girl got down to her completely nude self in front of us.  She had an upside down heart tattooed on her inner right thigh, something I hadn’t noticed in the video the night before, and my eyes caught on it, held for a moment, before following the pointed trajectory of the heart’s base to her bald vagina.  I’d never seen a grown woman shaved before.  There was something so overtly sexual about her complete exposure, even though, for the moment at least, she was acting like this was the most normal thing in the world. 

She went down on her knees, got out a condom and rolled it down over the Sybian’s dildo head.  She also took the time to apply lubricant to the shaft.  Then she planted her hands on the towel, and swung her right leg over the saddle.  She inched forward on her knees, spread her pussy wide with one hand, raised herself up and gently lowered herself onto the dildo.  There was a low murmur through the small crowd of women.

With a rubber penis up inside her, Leslie took the time to look up at all of us, and smilingly point out the rubberized row of what looked like soft flexible spikes directly ahead of the dildo portion of the attachment.  “In addition to the various heads, many of the attachments come equipped with devoted clitoral stimulators like this one.”  She settled her weight forward, bringing her clitoris into contact with the pad.  Gripping either side of the saddle, she looked up and nodded to Mark.

At the touch of a dial, the machine began to hum.  Her body hitched briefly and she laughed and muttered, “Yeah, that’s on.” 

The truth of this was obvious, but it struck home to me suddenly that I was seated no more than a hundred feet from my new home, which I’d occupied only some forty eight hours, and here I was watching a young and pretty girl, ten feet in front of me, having sex with a machine on the floor.  Moreover, I was here at my husband’s request.  I glanced at the women around me to gauge their reactions.  Some were smiling along with Leslie, some were watching with unhidden arousal, some were striving to appear non-chalant or even bored, probably to mask their interest.  I think I was one of that last group.  It’s weird how that childhood guilt can manifest, such that even at an event where we’d all agreed to assemble for the express purpose of witnessing this, we’d go out of our way to pretend to have no interest.  I tried to shake off my own guarded response, that instinctive desire to hide my arousal, because yeah, now that I was here, seeing what I was seeing, it was very real.  And if I didn’t embrace it, I was pretty much wasting my time in being here.

Leslie said, “I mentioned variable speeds.  This is something you’re going to want to play with.  Find what works for you.  Me, I like to start off slow, but as I start feeling it, like I definitely do now, I like to gradually up the intensity.”  She nodded to Mark, made a twisting motion with her hand.  As he adjusted the dial, the machine’s vibrational pitch rose, and she gave an involuntary grunt of pleasure.  She had leaned back enough that I could see her pussy lips engulfing the dildo shaft.  They vibrated along with it.  The little spiked pad in front of her was vibrating so fast, it was blurring into unseeable motion but seeming to display only a slow undulation, the way fan blades or hubcaps on the highway will when they get going fast.  She folded herself forward, to bring her clit back in contact with it and her mouth dropped open, still smiling.  She said to us, “I can get off with just the head doing its thing, but I like the...  the...  pad thingy.”

She rode it that way for another minute or so, giving out the occasional low hum, herself.  At one point she leaned back again, looked to Peter, gestured him over with her head.  He came right away, going to one knee beside her, leaning in so he could hear what she had to say.  Whatever that was, he responded, “Sure.”  And he shuffled around behind the machine.  She raised her arms over her head, and I was shocked to see Peter’s hands reach around from either side of her, to start caressing her breasts.

My arousal levels spiked right about then.  The girl was a hot little pixie, and seeing her surrender to the machine was one thing.  But having this very handsome man suddenly join the party?   I was suddenly very glad that “ladies only” didn’t preclude his presence.  I shifted in my seat, abruptly aware of how wet I was.  I’m pretty sure a few of the other ladies did the same.

As he continued to attend to her, playing with her nipples, both very obviously on point, she added a slow pelvic thrust against the saddle.  She grunted out, “Take it higher, Mark,” and when he asked what she had said, Peter called, “Turn it up!”  The machine hum spiked again and what lingered of her smile disappeared into a look of pure ecstasy.  She whispered something to Peter, lowered her hands to grip the saddle again and folded herself forward to bring her clit again into contact with the soft spiked tab.  She must have asked him to adjust with her, because he kept his hands on her breasts even as she bent, though he had to shuffle forward on his knees to do so.  I saw him adjust as his own crotch came into contact with the machine - just a quick smile and a further shuffle foward to raise him up and break the contact.

Leslie craned her neck backwards so we could all see her face.  Her jaw was dropped, her eyes shut and she was emitting a regular series of groans.  She may have been drooling.  If they were trying to sell us on these machines, it was an excellent sales pitch.  Her eyes suddenly popped open, and while it was hard to hear her over the machine, I think she grunted out, “Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum.”  Moments later, her jaw stretched further, her entire body visibly trembled and she leaned even further forward.  “Oh, fuuucck!” she cried.  Nothing hard to hear about that.  She rode it for five or six seconds longer, the orgasm and the Sybian both, then cocked a thumbs up to Mark.  The machine hum slowed, dropped, disappeared entirely, leaving just the sound of her panting.  Peter leaned back and away and somebody, I’m not sure who, started clapping.  The rest of us joined in because when you see a good performance and someone starts clapping, its rude not to join, though I wasn’t sure how appropriate it felt.  This wasn’t show and tell.  Maybe Leslie felt the same because she laughed, leaned back and said, “Thank you, thank you...” and then, in a mock Oscar speech, “ I’d like to thank the Academy and my parents...”  Which got everyone laughing.

She dismounted, removed the condom from the machine, wiped away any remaining lube, then sprayed it all down with disinfectant and cleaned it heartily.  She didn’t bother dressing again the whole time.  She stood straight, naked, her vagina still red and swollen from the mechanical beating it had just taken.  She looked satisfied, though.  While Peter swapped out the towels beneath the Sybian for a new set, she asked, “Who’d like to try it next?”

Oh, how I wanted to volunteer.  As the lobby girl had predicted, that had looked very, very fun indeed, and it was also the first time I had ever, face to face, watched anyone orgasm besides my husband.  To say I was turned on would be an understatement.  But I was still too nervous, and while I was sitting there trying to work up the courage, one of the college looking girls volunteered.  Over the course of the next 40 minutes, three other women would also ride the Sybian to orgasm in front of me.  By the end I was practically squirming in my seat.  But at the end of the hour, the class was over.  I took one of the business cards for the Sybian rental place and headed home.

“How was it?” Jim asked as I came in the door. 

“It was hot,” I told him, but he knew that, because I had only just shut the door when I started stripping down, exactly as Leslie had done.  After that display, I needed some relief.  In another time that would have meant fucking my husband on the couch, but it was progress, I guess, that I was able to present to him my need without any associated guilt.  His smile and eyes were equally wide as I kicked out of the last of my clothing and crossed to him naked.  I took his right hand, pulled it between my legs.  I could tell by the expression on his face that he was impressed with how wet I was.

“So tell me about it,” he breathed.

“Finger me while I do,” I told him, and he started a slow in and out with two of his fingers.

I described the event while he played with me.  When he asked for confirmation that the facilitator had been the same girl we saw in the video, I grunted, “Uh-huh.”  When he asked if she was as hot in real life, I again grunted, “Uh-huh.”  I described what she had done, described her body in graphic detail, as well as the bodies of the girls who had come after.  I wasn’t always into talking dirty, but I was getting off on sharing what I had seen.  He seemed particularly aroused by Peter’s involvement asked for more details there.  He brought the thumb of his other hand up to rub at my clit and I gasped.  So I told him about Peter, confirmed how handsome he was when Jim asked.  I was just grateful he didn’t ask, did you want to fuck him?  Because aroused as I was, another honest confession would have spilled out of me.  My eyes were closed as he folded the thumb of the hand that was inside me to replace his other at my clit, then raised his left hand to toy with my tits. 

“Pretend you’re fucking the machine and I’m Peter,” he said.

I followed his invitation, letting my imagination roam while I forcefully fucked his hand.  I came in mere seconds, savagely, knees buckling so that I had to grip his wheelchair to keep from either hitting the floor or wrenching his hand.  I came back from it slowly, still standing in a semi-crouch, still with my husband’s fingers jammed up my pussy.  My eyes opened onto his very aroused smile.

“That was fucking hot,” he told me. 

I climbed into his lap and we kissed, passionately.  A few moments later he asked if I wanted to go back to the club at all, and, as was always the case when I was hyper-aroused, I confessed, my voice just a whisper.  “Yes.”

“Tonight?”

“Tomorrow,” I promised.  “Tonight I want to spend with you.”

While we still couldn’t make love, we lay naked together in our bed that night.  He brought me to orgasm twice more, once with his hands, once with his mouth, me straddling his face like the Sybian.  I toyed with his penis and he promised it felt good though I didn’t know if he was just lying to make me feel better.  I wished fervently for his recovery, prayed that Collette wasn’t sugar coating things.  I fell asleep tucked naked against the man I love.


Chapter Four

I had probably chosen the wrong week for my first visit to the club.  I’d come from a very sheltered background, and even the small taste of it that I’d had felt like it had blown the doors wide open on a sexual awakening.  Thank God I was only required for a couple of hours of training the next day, because I was finding it almost impossible to concentrate on what I was being taught.  My mind kept straying to tonight, when I would experience the club properly, not as part of some isolated class, but in in all its wicked glory.

Before heading over that night, I checked in with Jim three times.  There was no denying how arousing he’d found the experience the day prior, but then, I hadn’t actually done anything the day prior, other than watching.  I wasn’t sure I’d have the courage to do more than that tonight, but I wanted parameters clearly established.  He did that for me, suggesting I try anything that seemed fun, so long as I was safe about it.  Anything, he emphasized several times.  I doubted it would come to what it seemed he was hinting at, but at least it was openly stated between us.  He couldn’t say I hadn’t warned him or given him full say in the matter.

I didn’t bother rolling my eyes at him before I went.  He knew I wanted this.

I shaved my legs, trimmed my bush.  I was doubtful anyone was going to be seeing it tonight, but if they did, I didn’t want to look unkempt.

I waited till after dark, when both Jim and I spied the naked people starting to filter to the rooftop to swim and more.  He had his binoculars, so I knew he had his night mapped out.  There was a part of me that was nervous enough to want to renege, maybe stay with him right here and just enjoy the show from the window.  But I knew I could get a lot closer, close enough to see details, close enough, should I have the nerve, to touch and be touched.  And Jim was encouraging it. 

I packed a white bikini into a bag and crossed the street.

The joint was hopping tonight in comparison to the day prior.  There was techno music playing from the bar area.  I could hear its bass drop even in the lobby.  And as I approached the counter, a pair of young, nude girls walked shamelessly past me, headed from that bar down the hall that led to the Cab room, and on to the red, padded orgy area, if my tour memory held.

It was someone different behind the counter this time, a young guy with brown hair.  He wore the usual Club Mirage attire.  He spotted the satchel over my shoulder, asked as I approached, “You need a locker to change?”

I said yes, he checked if I had my own lock, went through the check for cell phones again, then directed me to the locker rooms.  I passed three other people on my way there, one of them, a middle aged guy, also nude, and a couple making out in the hallway.

I was alone in the change room, though.

It wasn’t huge, like the change room at my gym back home.  It had a single wooden bench running down the middle and maybe 40 half-lockers with wood veneer doors lining the walls.  There was also an adjoining bathroom and a few shower stalls. 

I hadn’t dressed sexily, knowing I intended to change into the bikini straight away.  While I wanted to get a good look at the different areas and experiences the club had to offer, if anything was going to happen, I wanted it to happen on the roof.  I had no doubt Jim was still glued to our window.

I had gotten fully out of my clothes, was completely naked and just rummaging through the bag for my bikini when the door opened and people came in.  A man and a woman, both about thirty five, both as naked as the day they were born.  My immediate instinct was to cover myself up, and I crossed one hand over my neatly manicured vagina, the other over my breasts.  It hadn’t occurred to me, of course, that the change room was co-ed.  The whole place was clothing optional, after all, and now that I thought about it I realized I hadn’t seen a male or female designation on the door.  The man threw me a wink in passing, but the couple were really there for each other.  They proceeded to one of the shower stalls, got the water spraying, stepped under it together.  The man was already erect, a nice thick penis that prodded at the woman’s ass as she adjusted the water.  He didn’t notice me staring as he pressed the woman into the wall and inserted himself from behind.  My breath caught, I blushed furiously, and I even forcefully turned away.  I had no idea what the etiquette of this situation was.  I knew from my window observations that watching a couple fuck was totally kosher, but that had been when they were out in the open.  These two were in the change room, in the shower.  Of course, they hadn’t bothered to close the curtain, so maybe they didn’t mind an observer, and holy shit, after I’d turned I’d still been able to see them in a mirror and I’d been staring this whole time as he fucked her, with her face pressed to the wall.  My nipples were fully engorged, my pussy tingling for touch and I hadn’t even gotten out of the dressing room yet.  Or put on my bathing suit.  I finished that up, shoved my clothes and bag into a locker and snagged my combination lock into place.  I left the change room before I could cave to the temptation to sit on the bench and enjoy the private show.

I made my way to the bar area first, thinking a drink would help steady me.  The disco light was spinning, turning dancers and decor alike into something out of Oberon’s court.  There were patrons drinking in chairs at small round tables, others up on the dance floor, all of them in diverse states of dress or undress.  The stripper pole wasn’t in use, but there was a sex swing hanging in a corner where some scrawny guy was easing himself in and out of a young Asian girl, while a few persons sipped at their drinks and looked on from a few feet away.  I felt wide eyed and disoriented, nervous and aroused.

The guy behind the bar was a tall, handsome college kid with red hair. 

“Can I run a tab?” I asked him.  I had to yell to be heard.

“Sure!  What’s your name?”

I gave it to him, checked if I was allowed to leave the bar area with the drink. 

“Yeah, anywhere in the building’s fine for alcohol,” he confirmed.  Then, noting my attire, “They run poolside service, too, if you’re heading up there.  And you can settle up at any of the bars.”

I nodded at him, took the margarita I’d ordered.  Somebody jostled me from the side and I nearly spilled it, so I decided to head somewhere a little less crowded.

I went to the red room next, and it was exactly the scene I had expected.  There were at least five couples openly having some form of sex on those red padded couches.  And not all of them were male/female pairings.  At the far end a well sculpted, naked Black man was going down on a handsome businessman.  Both were likely only in their mid-twenties.  The businessman was sipping a beer, watching the others fuck around him, casually.  He hadn’t even bothered to undress, was still wearing his full suit, penis simply pulled through his unzipped fly.  I edged closer, mesmerized by the way the Black guy’s luscious lips engulfed the businessman’s cock, the way the business guy was playing it cool, like nothing was going on, only the occasional drop of his eyelids to half-mast betraying that he was enjoying what was being done to him.  Well, that and the fact that his hard-on never dropped.  My pussy was on fire and I took up a seat at a corner of the red couch they occupied, only occasionally remembering to sip at my drink.  Some woman on the floor came loudly, stealing my focus, and when I looked back the businessman was tapping the Black guy’s chin up.  That guy must have understood the signal because he slid the business guy’s dick from his mouth, revealing a throbbing, well-veined boner.  I soaked it in before the Black guy enwrapped it in his hand, and the business guy positioned nothing more than his cocktail napkin to try to protect his suit.  His cum didn’t jet when he climaxed, but just boiled over the head of his penis like lava from a volcano as he groaned and tried to catch it all.  The Black guy laughed.

Any one of the things I was witnessing and had witnessed would have been enough to blow my mind before tonight.  I had an instinctive desire to masturbate, even flicked my gaze behind me to that mirrored wall, wondering how many people were behind it right now, doing just that.  But I didn’t want to disappoint Jim, had promised a full reconnaissance of the place, so I forced myself away and headed down to the dungeon.

There were less people down there than had been in the red room, and far less than had been in the bar.  The confinement chair was occupied, but wasn’t being used for its designed purpose.  A fully clothed couple sat in it, necking.  Across the room, a woman wearing both shirt and knee high boots, but nothing between the two, sat spread legged on some sort of wooden block, while another woman gently stroked her cunt with the leather head of a riding crop.  Some dude was sitting on a bar stool, watching this, openly masturbating, while a girl with long red hair sat on the bar stool next to him, watching him.

I was passing slowly through the room, absorbing the details for my description to Jim after I got home, when someone addressed me.  “Hey,” the voice came from my right.

There was a girl there, maybe all of eighteen.  She was dressed all in black leather, a gothic corset, matching skirt, wore dark lipstick and eyeliner that complimented her long, black hair.  She was the one who’d addressed me, but she’s not the first thing I noticed.  There was a boy beside her, both thin and short, probably about her same age, though it was hard to tell as his face was partially concealed behind a blindfold.  He was strapped into the St. Andrews Cross, naked, arms and legs locked in spread v shapes above and below.  His penis was much shorter than my husband’s and thinner too, but it was erect, the head an almost angry red as his dick pulsed and throbbed.  It had what looked like a glisten of precum at its tip. 

The girl occasionally and idly reached over to give it a tickle or a slap.  She asked me, “You wanna fuck him?”

“What?” I said, on instinct, though I knew full and well what she had offered, and it was nothing more than what I’d already seen going on all around me.

“It’s my friend’s eighteenth birthday.  I promised him at least a blowjob from a stranger tonight if he came with me.  I thought it might be funny to trick him into letting a dude do it, but he’d never forgive me.  You’re hot.  You wanna suck his little dick?”

“Um...”  This was all happening way faster than even my wildest imaginings might have suggested to me.  So I just confessed to her, “This is my first time here.”

“His too,” she acknowledged. 

I wasn’t drunk enough to go down on some tied up kid on his eighteenth birthday, and I hadn’t even finished my recon of the place yet.  I did reach out a tentative hand to at least touch his penis - it was his birthday, after all.  It was hot to the touch and he gasped as I did so, so I folded him into my hand.  It was like holding a garter snake.  It was also the first besides my husband’s I had ever touched, and even though I was here with more than Jim’s permission, with his blessing, in fact, with his prompting, I let the kid go, guiltily.  “Maybe later,” I promised the girl, and she threw me a wicked smile.

I was no longer sipping my drink, was gulping it down.  I felt like I sometimes had when I would go to parties in college, and a friend would abandon me in a house full of people I didn’t know.  A wallflower, uncertain who to talk to or how to get a conversation started, and I would concentrate on my drink so that anyone looking would think, oh, she’s fine.  She’s got her drink.  Of course, here, I was looking to start more than a conversation, but even with the invitation from the goth girl, I knew I’d need a lot more alcohol in me to get past my innate inhibitions.

I’d finished the drink by the time I returned to the bar for another.  I took that one all the way upstairs, to the rooftop.

Even with the crowd of people inside, there was a noticeable difference in temperature when I went from air conditioning to summer night.  It was both hotter and quieter on the roof, although the nearby traffic on the busy thoroughfare was audible.

The crowd up here was roughly equal in size to that which Jim and I had seen from our living room that first night.  The mix of clothed to unclothed was roughly equal, as well.

I gave a quick glance to our apartment complex, but still couldn’t tell which window was ours.  With the fence blocking my view of the lower portions, I couldn’t even count, to be sure which floor was ours.  Most of the lights were out in that building, and I suspected that if Jim was watching (who was I kidding?  Of course he was watching!) he probably had the lights out, too.  Contrary to my expectations, while I admittedly couldn’t see what was going on in any of the darkened apartments, I didn’t see a single one of my neighbours peeping on the festivities from a lit window.

I polished off my second margarita, then, with nothing left to occupy my hands, decided to go for a dip in the pool.  What the hell?  It was a hot evening, I was dressed for it, and it was like the drinking - it gave me something to do so I didn’t feel like such an outsider.  Most of those on the rooftop were either talking, kissing or fucking in pairs.  I was alone. 

I looked around for what to do with my drink, saw a girl in the Club Mirage attire with a round tray.  I caught her eye, gave her the empty.  She asked if I wanted another, took my name, then went off to fetch it.

I dove in.

A lot of the rooftop’s light came from the submerged lights of the pool, and while I don’t usually like to open my eyes in chlorinated water, I did this one time, wondering what it might be like.  Under the water, it may as well have been daylight, I could see so clearly.  There was a guy in a red bathing suit swimming nearby.  His eyes were open, too, and he was focused on the shallower areas of the pool.  I wondered then if this particular activity might offer its own unique form of voyeurism.  After all, most of those without the pool couldn’t see what you were doing underwater, and as I said, the view below was crystal.  I crested for air, kicked off the far side of the pool, swam back in the direction he had gone, to shallower regions.  And yes, there he was, under the water, but holding his position more or less stationary.  He was staring at the lower halves of a couple standing in the shallow end.  Their bodies were close together, but angled slightly to give clearance, because the male half of the couple was stroking his penis, and the female half was playing with her pussy.  The dude in the red bathing suit was soaking it all in, only surfacing when he needed air, and occasionally swimming away to, perhaps, offer plausible deniability to his true intentions.

I went up for air, gave the couple a single glance.  They were cute, maybe in their early thirties.  But my eyes were already stinging from the chlorine, which I suspected was heavier than in a regular pool (unsurprising considering what that couple were up to) and there was a whole building at my disposal full of people I could watch, who were doing what those two were doing and more.  Plus, I could see the waitress coming back to the rooftop with a bunch of drinks, including what I presumed to be my margarita.  She saw me, came over to the poolside, offered the drink.  I thanked her, tried to sip at it while clinging to the tiled edge, gave up and hauled myself out.

There were towels available in a series of cubbies near the staircase, but it was a hot night, so I let the water run off me, and took my drink to one of those benches lining the walls, opposite my apartment building.  They were vinyl covered, made to endure both the weather and swimmers like me, so I sat myself down and sipped at my drink.  I tried scanning the windows again, but that was a lost cause.  I did notice, when I glanced down, however, that the water had rendered my bathing suit somewhat see-through.  I debated for a moment, but the buzz from the drinks was kicking in, and, in what felt like a very bold move for me, I set the drink on the ground, reached behind myself and undid my top.  I pulled it off, revealing my tits to anyone and everyone who might care to look.  My nipples were hard, both from the chill of the pool water and my overall state of arousal.  I admired the way my skin flickered in the firelight from the corner flame pit.

It still didn’t seem anyone was paying much attention to me, but I was proud of this one step I’d taken.  Just a couple days before if you’d have told me I would be outside and in public, breasts bared, I would have thought you crazy.  But here I was, and I even brought a hand up to toy with one of my nipples as I lifted my gaze again to look for my husband.  I’d been staring for nearly a minute before, I guess, he realized I was looking for him.  Because all of a sudden a light went on in one of the windows, and a few seconds later he wheeled himself over to where I could see him.  I could tell he was smiling, even from where I sat, and he raised one hand in a wave.  I smiled back at him, and a few seconds later he wheeled out of sight and the light went out again.  He didn’t want to be watched, himself, I guess, and the darkened room would cut down on the glare, let him see what was happening on the rooftop better.  I just needed to give him something to look at.

I picked up my drink, finished it in four gulps.  I was definitely feeling the alcohol, now.  Swimming probably wouldn’t even be wise at this point.  So I checked out the crowd, instead.  People were still engaged in conversation, and a couple on the opposite side of the pool (hidden from Jim’s view by the fence, likely) were fucking like the couple we’d seen a few nights earlier.  Well, not quite the same.  He was seated with his back to the fence, and she was bouncing up and down on him like she was riding a mechanical bull.  When people looked away from their conversations, more often than not, it was to check out those two.  And I was hardly the only one naked on the rooftop (or partly naked - I still wore my bottoms), but I did see more than one gentleman look in my direction approvingly, eyes lingering on the tits I was still playing with. 

I was the girl at the party again who didn’t know anyone, though, and didn’t know how to get the conversation started.  Except, maybe I did.  Because emerging from the staircase now was a couple I’d at least met.  The leather clad goth girl led the way, her walk more than confident.  She strode like a teenaged empress, head held high, eyes somehow simultaneously defiant and inviting.  She was leading the boy, and leading him literally.  He maintained his blindfold, and she had him by the erection, guiding him well away from the pool to prevent his falling in.  I don’t think they were specifically heading for me, but they were near enough that she could see and hear me.  So I threw one glance up to the darkened window behind which my husband hid and decided to go for broke.  “Hey,” I called to her.  “He still looking for his birthday present?”

She smiled, the defiance melting from her eyes, all invitation there now, or acceptance of invitation.  She guided him toward me by the cock.  “Are you offering to blow out his candle?” she asked, amused.

“I guess I am.”

“It’s your lucky day, Karl,”  she said over her shoulder to the boy who had not yet spoken in the entirety of my interactions with him.  “She’s very fucking cute.”  I wondered if the girl had given him orders not to speak.  Orders did not seem out of character for her.  I wondered if the girl was his girlfriend, if she was in to watching him the way my husband professed to be in to watching me.

She pulled him forward by the penis, up beside her, then stepped back and guided him by the hips till he was right beside me.  His small dick, looking like it desperately needed release, jutted toward me at eye level.  I looked again to the dark window.  I was about to cross a line I could not uncross, and if Jim had any reservations, I hoped he would make them known to me now.  But that window was dark and silent, which I guessed was about the same as waving the checkered flag.  I put down my empty glass, shuffled closer to the boy on my vinyl seat.

His dick was probably a little less than four and a half inches long.  His scrotum was drawn up tight beneath it, like a walnut.  And the whole of it was set within only a light growth of hair.  He was eighteen, at least according to the goth girl (and he couldn’t have gotten into the club if he wasn’t) but his physical stature, the size of his cock, and his largely hairless body made him look younger.  I felt particularly dirty as I took that little prick between two fingers.  I smiled when he gasped at my touch again.

The goth girl walked around him, crouched with her back to the pool, down by my outstretched legs.  “I really wanna see this,” she whispered to me.

I switched from a two finger grip to a fist that I wrapped around the whole of him.  The pinky side of my hand was all the way against his pubis, and there was only room for his helmet and maybe half an inch of shaft protruding on the thumb side.  Well, if Jim was going to be jealous of this interaction, at least he wouldn’t be jealous of the boy’s equipment.  I tugged the kid toward me and he shuffled on barely inching feet.  His darkened cock head, very clearly dripping precum, was right before my lips.  It occurred to me that Jim had said to be safe, and if I really wanted to honour that request, I should probably ask the boy to put on a condom.  They gave them out freely in the club.  But his little penis, only the second I had touched in my life, was just too inviting, and suddenly, this was less for Jim than for me.  I wanted to know what another man tasted like, wanted to see what this kid’s snake-like prick felt like in my mouth.  I wrapped my lips around just his cock head, swirled my tongue over it.  He tasted different than Jim, not better, not sweeter, a little less flavourful, if anything.  My hand had returned to my breasts, and resumed the gentle stroke of my nipples.

“Oh, fuck this is hot,” the girl whispered, and she leaned closer in, one hand resting on my thigh.

The kid was literally trembling.  Not just his dick, though that was twitching in my hand, but his whole body, shaking with lust.  We were supposed to ask permission before touching anyone, and I realized that the only permission I had so far obtained was from the girl.  But if I had any doubts that he was into this, those disappeared a minute later.  I released his penis with my hand, reached around to grab his ass, and slid my face toward him, encircling lips slipping down the entirety of this shaft.  I couldn’t do that with Jim - he just wouldn’t fit.  But this kid barely touched on the back of my throat as I took in the whole of him.  He spoke for the first time, gasping, “Oh, fucking God, yes.”  His whole penis resting on my tongue, I still managed a smile.

I think I was shaking about then, too.  I had never realistically envisioned a life where I would get to do this to any man but Jim.  The kid’s dick was small, but it was hard, and I relished the feel of it as I slid him in and out of my mouth. 

The girl shifted positions, maintaining her crouch, but shuffling to a position more squarely in front of me.  I felt her hand slide up my thigh, touch on the base of my bikini bottoms.  I pulled Karl’s dick from my mouth, looked down at her questioningly.

“Can I?” she asked, nodding towards my groin.

I felt a single sharp spike of panic.  I had certainly never envisioned a life where a girl, let alone a teenager, let alone one done up in gorgeous, imperious goth makeup offered to get me off.  But Karl’s twitchy little dick was back in my hand again - I had grasped it on instinct when I’d withdrawn.  The woman riding cowgirl across the way was just announcing her orgasm, and even with that fact, a bunch of men and women were staring in my direction, at the lewdness we three were displaying.  I thought back to everything I had witnessed - the couple masturbating in the pool, that scrawny dude in the bar openly fucking some Asian girl, and most of all, the powerful black man making the suit cum in the red room.  I didn’t know how Jim would feel when I got home from this evening’s entertainment, but it was way too late to worry about that now, red line already crossed, and I thought that if I really wanted to give him a show, goth girl could provide it.  And fuck that, that was rationalization, the same way pretending sucking the kid’s dick was for my husband’s benefit, or exposing my tits to the crowd was for his benefit.  It was all just my usual eyeroll (this is for you, not me) because the fucking truth of it was, this was just as much for me.  I wanted to make this blindfolded teenaged boy cum.  And I wanted to learn what it felt like to be touched by a pretty teenaged girl.  I flashed one last glance up to our apartment window, then nodded to her. 

She smiled victoriously, shoved my legs a little wider, reached beside my left hip to untie my bottoms.  They fell open like a dropped purse, revealing my vagina to the rooftop, and especially to the girl, whose face was only inches away from it.  “Cute,” she muttered, and she pressed her dark lips to me.

My back arched, my head thumping hard against the fence behind me.  Her tongue was wickedly hot, smooth...  and talented.  Jim was great at giving head, but either this girl had more practice, or she inherently knew what a woman wanted.  She divided her attention between my aching clitoris, the lips of my pussy, and even delving deep inside me, like she could ladel an orgasm out of me.  And she probably could, because it was already building.

I returned my attention to the kid’s dick, engulfing him with my mouth again.  I gripped his nearly hairless ass in both hands, force fucking him with my face.  “Oh, fucking God,” he whispered again.  His dick twitched tellingly, and I pulled him out, intending to finish him with my hand.  His precum was one thing, but swallowing the load of a stranger was maybe too much for day one.

The goth girl had no such compunctions.  She was sucking my cunt like a hired pro.  The kid was going to blast off soon, and so was I. 

“Cum on my tits, Karl,” I ordered him, as if he had any ability to aim with his blindfold on.  But something in that, maybe the sound of a woman’s voice, maybe the perverseness of the order, maybe simply hearing himself addressed by name, coupled with my frantically jacking hand, was enough.  That telling twitch became a pulsing spasm, and a moment later he was shooting hot cum at me.  The first blast, forceful as a bullet, struck my cheek, but the rest was up to me, so I angled him down as he cried out to the sky, and the rest of his hot load spattered my tits and stomach. 

It was another first for me, obviously, and I came then, too, right hand continuing to tug clumsily at his cock, while my left went to the back the girl’s head, gripping, forcing her into me.  My feet kicked spasmodically at the tiled rooftop while her skillful tongue lapped and danced over and inside me, and I tried to force my eyes open, to look to my apartment window but I couldn’t.  The orgasm had me hard, was making me its bitch, and instead I ended up collapsing to my side, fairly screaming.  I let go of Karl’s dick as I toppled and my cunt was wrenched from the girl’s mouth.  She let out an evil chuckle, knowing what she had done to me.  It was so reminiscent of Jim’s.

I laid there like that for at least twenty seconds, panting, overwhelmed.  When my eyes filtered open, the first thing I saw was the girl, still on her kees, regarding me with such amusement.  Behind her I could see that more than a few people were looking at us now, one of them even gesturing to us as we had apparently become a subject of discussion.  Karl was standing stock still, dick only starting to fall.  A long drool of semen angled from the head of his cock to the rooftop.

I sat slowly up.  My bikini bottom had slipped from under me when I’d collapsed, and was crumpled on the sperm spattered tile near my discarded drink.  It occurred to me then that the girl might be waiting for me to repay the favour, and I wondered if I had it in me for one more big first.  I glanced down between her legs, said, “Did you want me to...?  I’ve never...”

“That’s okay,” she laughed.  “That’s Karl’s other birthday present.”  She stood, moved around him again and sat beside me.  She turned him by his hips to face her, forced him down to his knees, started shimmying her black leather skirt down.  As I got dressed again, there on the rooftop, she pulled her panties aside, dragged his face in between her legs.

“Thanks,” I said to her and she simply nodded, eyes shut, enjoying what he was doing to her.

“Happy birthday,” I said to him, as I walked toward the stairs, and, without removing his lips from the girl, he responded with something that sounded like a muffled “Thank you.”  The girl laughed.

The shower fucking couple were long gone by the time I got back inside the change room.  I had the place to myself while I got back in my street clothes.  I paid off my tab, then left.

As I crossed the street back to my apartment, a nervousness that was very near to fear stole over me.  I was about to find out Jim’s true feelings about what had gone down.  I wondered if my marriage might be over.

But he was waiting in his wheelchair by the door, smiling as I entered.  He had seen me cross the street.

“Holy fuck,” he said.  “You are a sex goddess.”

I walked toward him, tentative smile on my face, and he gripped my ass as I had done to Karl, dragging me toward him, frantically undoing my pants.

My second orgasm of the night was just as good.


Chapter Five

Jim did physio every day.  Sometimes it was on his own, sometimes he went in to the clinic and, now that we lived in the city, occasionally Collette dropped by the house.  It had been three days since I had visited Mirage, but with the weekend imminent, I was planning on returning soon.  I wasn’t expecting the personal invitation I got, though.

When I arrived home from work that Friday, Collette was just packing up again.  She greeted me at the door as she had before, but surprised me at the tail of that conversation by asking me to step into the hallway with her.

“Is everything okay?” I asked her when we were alone out there.  “Is Jim alright?”

“Jim’s doing better than ever.  I’m honestly amazed at his progress.  He may downplay it, but I’m more optimistic than I’ve ever been.”

“That’s good news.  So...”

“This isn’t about Jim,” she said in that preposterously cute accent of hers.  “This is about you.”

“Me?”

“Jim said you visited Club Mirage.”

I didn’t answer right away.  It wasn’t information I expected Jim to be offering out, and I certainly hoped he hadn’t gone into details about what he’d seen.  The surprise and caution must have registered on my face, because she laughed and fluttered a hand in dismissal of my concerns.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she insisted.  “I go all the time.  In fact, it seems you met a very good friend of mine.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Leslie.  She would have been the one running the class you attended.”

Oh.  So that’s what he had told her about.  “Right!  Yeah, she was...”  How was I to finish that sentence?  Hot?  Fearless?  A dynamo?  I settled on, “Nice,” which was also true.

“Yes.  Well, there is an invite only event that she is running tomorrow.  I’ll be helping her with it.  If you wanted, I thought you might come and help out, too.”

“Help out how?”

“I’d prefer not to say just now.  I think you will enjoy the surprise more.  But, let me say, because I can see the anxiety in your eyes...  if you get there and it’s not something you’re into, that’s totally cool.  You can either stay as a guest, or head on out, no problem.”

“I...” I started, but I didn’t know how to finish.  An open invitation to help out in some sort of class at a sex club, without knowing what it was, is definitely not the sort of thing the old me would have been into.  Truthfully, I felt more nervous than intrigued with the offer even now.  But I had already expanded my comfort zones substantially this week, and I did want to do more.  And I’d already been planning on attending the club this weekend...

She went on, “I talked to Jim about it.  He seemed interested in having you attend.”

“Really?”  Well, that could mean anything.  He was clearly into the idea of me expanding my horizons a whole lot more.  Of course, if I did attend, at least I’d already know Collette.  “Noon?” I checked in.

“Yes.  But you and me would want to get there at 11:30.  Can I meet you here?  Maybe 11:20?”  She could still read my hesitation, added, “I’ve done it before.  And I really, really enjoyed it.”

Which could also mean anything.  I didn’t know what this girl was into.  But I nodded and then went in to see what Jim knew about it.

But he wouldn’t tell me what it was about, either.  “I don’t want you getting in your head about it.  Just know it’s something that excites me, and I think it will excite you, too, if you give it a chance.”

“Okay,” I told him.  “But I reserve the right to run home if it’s something out of my league.”

“Fair enough.”

“They will tell me what I’m getting into before I do it, right?”

“Yes,” he confirmed.  “They would legally have to.”

“Legally have to?  Well, that’s not fucking intimidating or anything.”

But he would never put me in harm’s way, so as the afternoon and evening wiled by, and we continued setting up our new apartment, I began to feel the excitement overtaking the nerves.

With no information to go on, I was uncertain how to dress the next day.  Jim said it didn’t matter, which pretty much confirmed to me that nudity would be my state of dress.  Either that or they’d be providing me something to wear.  I settled on clothing similar to that I’d worn to the Sybian demonstration.  When Collette arrived, she was dressed similarly, so I felt a little better.

“Still nervous?” she asked me.

“Fucking right.”

“That’s good.  That’s part of it.  Part of the fun.  Don’t be too nervous, though.  You’ll be one hundred percent safe, I promise.”

“I’m taking your word for it.”

We crossed the street, and the same girl was behind the Club Mirage lobby counter as had been there the first time I’d visited.  As on that visit, the place was fairly quiet.  She recognized Collette, just nodded and smiled to her, and we walked right on past, together, without a single question.  Not even a reminder of the no cell phones policy.  Collette guided me to the Caberet room.

The first thing I noticed on entering was that some of the dungeon paraphernalia had been moved up here.  The bondage chair and the St. Andrew’s Cross had both been positioned at the centre of the room, facing the tiers of audience seating.  There was no audience as of yet, though, just Leslie, fiddling with one of the wrist restraints on the chair.  She wasn’t dressed casually, like last time, though.  Her hair was back in a pony tail, but she was wearing a leather one piece that covered as much of her as an equivalent bathing suit.  I wasn’t sure how comfortable something like that would be, but she did look sexy as hell.

“Hey!” she exclaimed when saw us, and she pranced over to give Collette a hug.  “Collette!  And...”  She pointed at me, frowned.  “I remember you, but not your name.”

“Kim,” I told her.

“Kim, hi!  Yeah, you attended the Sybian demo on Monday, right?  But you didn’t participate.”
“I was nervous,” I confessed.

“Oh.  Well...  this is a pretty big step up from that.  Are you comfortable with it?”

“I don’t know,” I told her honestly.  “I haven’t been told what I’ll be doing yet.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed, surprised.  “Okay.  Well, we’re doing a bondage demonstration today, both with the chair and the cross.  Collette will occupy one, and if you’re up for it, you’d occupy the other.  If not, I can fill in, but I normally run the demonstration, so it’s like a domino thing where someone has to fill in for me, and then someone has to fill in for them, and so on.  And, no pressure, that sounded like pressure, I’m sorry!  No pressure, just saying, if you’re up for it, that’s what you’d be doing.”

“So, I’d be tied up?  That’s all?”

“Not entirely all,” she confessed.  “You’d be...  well, you’d be naked for one.  Are you comfortable with that?”

“In front of...?”

“We’re anticipating an audience of about twenty, both men and women.  Sometimes people don’t show, so it could be a few less.”

“Okay...”

“And what else goes on is up to you, and something we’d discuss beforehand.  Like, Collette for instance, doesn’t mind some degree of pain...  is that...?”

“No, no pain.”

“Okay.  That’s cool.  That’s totally cool.  Then in terms of touching...  what are you open to?”

“Like, people touching me?”

“Yeah,” she confirmed.  “Me, for one.  As the demonstrator, most of the contact would be with me, though we do invite audience members up after a time, so potentially one or more of them.  Are there any parts of your body that are off limits?”

My heart was racing, but I said, “No.  As long as there’s no pain involved.”

“No pain,” she said.  “We won’t cross any boundaries you aren’t comfortable with.  But, in terms of sex, if I was to use, say a toy or something, to induce orgasm...”

I chuckled, shook my head, exhaled heavily.  But it was just that feeling of being overwhelmed again, not negation.

“It’s a lot coming at you,” Leslie laughed. 

“I’m okay with that.  I’ve got nothing against orgasms.”

“And are you a multi kind of a girl, or a once and done kind of girl?”

“Depends how turned on I am,” I answered.

“Keep you turned on.  Check.  And as far as audience is concerned.  If one of them were to want to participate...  with touch, or mouth, or...”

“Touch, okay.  Mouth, yes.  Fill in the ‘or’ for me?”

She just came to the point.  “Well, if one of them wanted to fuck you.”

“Wow,” I said.  I laughed, but it was a tremulous laugh.  “I, um...”

“Tell you what,” she said.  “If it comes up, because it may not, why don’t I check in with you then?  And you can just give a yea or nay at that time.”

We went over further details, and though I was literally shaking - I was more scared than I was before public speaking, and that scared the shit out of me - I agreed to it.  I couldn’t believe that I did, felt a wild mix of pride, anxiety and sexual anticipation.  I signed a consent form and then Collette and I went together to the dressing room to strip down.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked her when we were alone. 

“Jim thought you would say no if I told you in advance, but that if you actually got here, got excited about it, you would say yes.  It seems he was right.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  I felt an instinctive jealousy about my husband talking to this very sexy woman about anything sexual, but I didn’t exactly have a leg to stand on there.  I mean, what he was only talking about, I was doing, and their discussion had, after all, only been about ways to increase my sexual pleasure, with little in it for him.

“You are lucky to have a husband like him,” Collette said, maybe reading it all on my face.  She was good at that.  “I stay single, because I love doing stuff like this.  Not every guy enjoys his significant other experiencing pleasure with other people.” 

We stored our stuff together in her locker, since she’d brought a lock and I hadn’t.  When her back was to me, I took a moment to admire her body.  Her job required her to keep in shape, and like Leslie, she did a marvelous job of it.  I had no idea how many miles one had to run daily to achieve a body like hers, but her legs were firm, with obvious muscles that flexed even as she shifted her weight, and her ass was a sculpture.  She kept her pussy hair trimmed into a tight triangle above her slit, kept the area around her slit completely shaved.  Her breasts were like twin cantaloupes on her chest.

“Shall we?” she asked.  And we headed back to the Cab room completely nude.

Leslie asked which restraint each of us preferred, and Collette left the choice to me.  I selected the St. Andrew’s Cross, only because I’d seen it in use before.  When I’d first met Karl, he’d been strapped into it, and things had turned out pretty damned good for him. 

“Which way do I face?” I asked her, stepping up to it and eyeing the restraints.

“Do you have a preference?” Leslie asked.  “If not, I’d suggest back against the cross.  It’s a little more comfortable, and allows for more versatility in how someone might access your body.”

Well, that didn’t sound dirty at all!  But I nodded. 

The device was wheeled to allow it to be moved about the club.  It had a raised wooden platform at the front, and Leslie and Collette both helped me up onto it.  I turned back to face them.

“Are you ready?” Leslie asked.  I nodded again, and she gave me one last piece of encouragement to ease my mind.  “Normally we have our models wear ball gags.  I’m not a fan of them, to be honest, but the audience often is.  We’ll not do it today, though, for either of you, to make sure you can communicate with me at all times.  If anything is ever uncomfortable, physically or emotionally, tell me.  You can holler it out, or you can whisper it to me, doesn’t matter.  You’re completely safe and I want you to feel that way at all times.  You’re new to this, so you’re my priority today.  My number one priority.  Do you understand?”

I nodded again.

“And if I use any off-colour language:  bitch, slut...  it’s not meant to degrade, it’s part of the theatrics.  Is that okay?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.  Last question.  Blindfold or no blindfold?”

“No blindfold,” I said right away.  I wanted to see what was coming.

“You got it.”  She helped me position my feet so that the ankle restraints could be strapped in place, then did the same with my hands.  At the end of it, I was naked and spread-eagled, standing before an empty group of seats that wouldn’t remain empty for long.  And there was absolutely no way I could get out again without her aid.

I watched Collette get strapped in.  The set up for her was just as restraining, but a little more revealing.  They’d added a cushioned, sloped back to the chair, and Collette was seated with her ass at the very front edge of the seat.  Her legs were spread, strapped into stirrups similar to those at a gynecologist’s office, leaving her vagina and even her asshole prominently displayed to anyone in front of her.  Her arms were tied down on either side of the chair.  All in all, I was glad I’d chosen the cross.

Leslie double checked that we were both okay, then said she was going out to get the audience.

When it was just the two of us, I confessed to Collette in an urgent whisper, “I’m fucking terrified.  Tell me it’s going to be okay.”

She smiled at me, but didn’t laugh, didn’t want me to feel mocked.  She promised, “It’s going to be okay.  This only my second time doing this, and the last time I was where you are.  But I tell you this true:  I have never cum so hard in my life before or since.  Leslie won’t let anything happen to you that you don’t want.  And think of it this way:  you don’t have to provide anyone else pleasure today.  Today it’s all about you.  So enjoy it.”

There was no more time for reassurances because the door was opening again, Leslie leading a crowd.  She’d pitched her voice louder, sounded like a dirty carnival barker as she hollered, “Step on in, ladies and gentlemen.  Our two lovely ladies are restrained and primed to fulfill our every desire.”

There was the general crowd murmur as people shuffled in.  A few catcalls and whistles.  Those were hard to hear over my pounding heart, though. 

It was a mixed crowd as Leslie had expected.  Not just in sex, but in age and general fitness.  There were older couples and younger couples, some who looked like they lived in a gym, some who were slightly or even drastically overweight.  They did seem to be mostly paired, but the one absolute commonality was that all eyes immediately swivelled to the naked girls tied up in front of them.  Swivelled and stayed there.

On the rooftop four nights back I had been naked in front of a crowd, but so had so many other people.  The goth girl (whose name I had never learned) had blocked some of their view of my body, and Karl’s naked cock had stolen some of the focus.  I’d also been drunk.  Collette was in the room with me now, true, but I still felt more exposed than I had that night.  I couldn’t cover myself the way I had in the change room when the couple had burst in on me, could do nothing to conceal my nudity whatsoever.  My breasts and vagina were theirs to openly stare at, point at, whisper about.  I realized I was blushing furiously.  I was also, undeniably, turned on.

There was one last person entering the room before Leslie shut the door, and he was the one clear exception to the couples rule, as he entered alone.  It was Peter, the guy who rented the Sybians, the guy who had played with Leslie’s breasts as she’d ridden that thing.  He was dressed almost the same as when I’d last seen him - T-shirt and jeans, though the jeans were black this time, like the shirt.  And once again, his blue eyes stood out like chips of magnetic ice.  He looked like he should be working in film and television, not selling oversized vibrators.  He was as handsome as my husband, but in a different way, thinner, leaner, though still chiseled.  My blush must have deepened about ten shades as he took his seat in the front row, eyes sweeping up and down my naked body.

“Okaaaay!” Leslie called, taking centre stage.  I was behind and to her left, Collette behind and to her right.  She laid out what we were doing here today, summarizing at the end with, “We’re here to make these bitches cum till they’re cross-eyed!  Starting with Kimberly!”

The audience cheered as she crossed to me.  With her back to them she whispered, “Kim is short for Kimberly, right?”

I couldn’t believe that that was what she was focused on, but managed to nod. 

She could see the rapidity of my breath - I was probably near to hyperventilating.  She smiled reassuringly to me, whispered, “Calm down.  This’ll be easy.  Close your eyes and let me take care of you.”

So I did.

I felt her lips close around my left nipple, must have visibly jumped, because the audience broke out into a quiet collective chuckle.  Jesus, this was only my seventh day in town, and this was my second time being touched by a woman.  But like Goth Girl before her, Leslie knew what she was doing.  She swirled her tongue over my nipple, then, as it engorged in her mouth, loosened the latch of her lips and started rapidly flicking it with the tip of her tongue.  She was more petite than me, and the platform I was standing on had raised me from the floor sufficiently that my breasts were almost at her face level.  She barely had to crouch as she switched to my right breast, trying a different approach to keep me on my toes, sucking at it like a nursing infant.  My heartbeat didn’t slow, but the cause of its wild beating at least was changing from fear to arousal.  I allowed my eyes to open to slits, saw the way that audience was staring at me, devouring me with their eyes.  I glanced down, saw that my exposed left breast was shining with saliva, realized just how lewd I must look.  And my arousal intensified.

As she withdrew from my breast, she whispered, too quiet for the audience to hear, “Still doing okay?”

My nod was just a twitch of my head.

Again whispered: “Tell me if you want anything to stop.”

She sidestepped, revealing the totality of my naked form to all of them again.  Now I opened my eyes all the way.  I wanted to see them looking at me.  In the second row, a middle aged woman was resting her head on the shoulder of her husband.  The show had only just started, but she had reached between his legs, was massaging him as they both stared at me.

“I think this slut likes having her tits sucked!” Leslie called to them, and there were some quiet claps and cheers.  She ran a finger up my thigh, touched it lightly to my pussy lips.  I was wet already, and she announced it with, “Yep!  She definitely does!”  Laughter from the audience.

She squatted beside me, eyes right in line with my vagina, applied more pressure with that finger now, right over my clit, swirling it as she had her tongue.  I heard myself grunt without meaning to do it, and Leslie said, “That’s not all she likes.”  I didn’t think I could blush harder, but I did.  When she slipped that finger inside me, started pistoning it in and out of my lubed cunt, I embarrassed myself again, not just by grunting, but by straining to bring my vagina into more forceful contact with her. 

“Ah, ah, ah,” Leslie chastised me.  “You wait for it, girl.  No cumming for you yet!”  

I cast my gaze over to Collette, still locked in her spread legged chair.  She didn’t even see me looking, though, because she was staring intently at what Leslie was doing to me.  I was in front of a room full of strangers, but she was no stranger, and it occurred to me that my husband’s physiotherapist was watching me receive a sapphic finger bang.  One way or the other, he was going to hear every detail of what went on today.

“Okay,” Leslie said, and she yanked her finger out of me.  I unconsciously whimpered and the audience laughed.  The fear had mostly dissipated, but the shame remained, larger than ever.  And the shame at my own wantonness was cranking the dial on my lust meter.  “Her cunt is primed!  Let’s leave her something to look forward to, and attend to our other beauty!”

She wheeled over a small wooden structure with what looked like an attached microphone stand where the microphone at the end had been replaced by a bulbous headed wand vibrator.  She positioned it between my legs extended the arm till the the vibrator barely touched my pussy lips.  She switched it on, and I could feel the vibration, but the contact was minimal.  I was past caring about looking whorish, maybe even wanted to look whorish, and I strained again to reach it.  I succeeded momentarily, getting just enough pressure that I knew I could ride this thing to orgasm, but Leslie only smiled and dropped it another half-inch.  Now if I stretched my arms to the point where I felt the first hints of pain, I could get a soft buzz.  Not enough to get me there, enough to keep me wanting it.  Which was probably the point.

The things she did to Collette were no less lewd.  In fact, she was more aggressive with her, attaching nipple clamps, tugging at the them till Collette moaned not just in lust but in pain.  She gave her a hard fingering, too, to the point where Collette was grunting out her needs second by second.  At the tail of that, she left her in the care of a machine as she had me.  It was the fucking machine I’d seen in the video.  She inserted a long thick dildo, turned the machine to low so that it would thrust that dildo in and out of Collette only slowly.  Not enough to get her over the edge, enough to make her want it.  Just like me.

The audience was very into all of this.  That woman with her head on her husband’s shoulder was no longer rubbing him through his clothing, but had fished his chubby penis out of his pants, was playing with it while both her and his eyes alternated between the two hot girls being teased by machines.  Another man in the back row had his arm moving in a way that I interpreted as masturbation, though I couldn’t see his dick to be sure.  A heavy set woman in the front row at the far right had one hand stuffed down the front of her skirt and wasn’t even being subtle.  She watched Collette while Leslie worked on her, but her eyes mostly came back to me, to my pussy, still struggling to get into full contact with that vibrator.  Her partner once made a perfunctory effort to get her to stop, touching on her arm and frowning, but she really didn’t care.  She was like me, and I suspected like Collette - she needed a cum and she would do what she had to to have it.  Peter sat with a growing smirk, occasionally tilting his head to try to peer around Leslie, occasionally switching his gorgeous blue eyes back to me where they would slowly make the tour from my toes to my face and back again.  Drinking me in.

Leslie left Collette in the care of the fucking machine, returned me.  She switched the vibrator off, pulled it away, crouched and touched on my cunt again.  Yes, I was wet, if she’d had any doubt.  “This girl wants it!” she called to the crowd.  When she leaned in and ran her tongue across my slit I thrust my pelvis at her as I had at the vibrator.  She smiled, stood before me, whispered, “You okay if other people do that to you?”

“Oh, God, yes,” I told her.  She could have anyone or anything do what they wanted, right about now, so long as it involved getting some contact between my legs.

She turned back to the audience.  “You know what I think this slut needs?” she asked of them.  “I think she needs her pussy licked.  I think it’ll make her cum.  And I think we need some volunteers to make that happen.”

Eight people got up and formed a line in front of me.  Five men and three women.  I was disappointed that Peter wasn’t one of them, but he had titled his head again, looking past the line of people to see my nude body. 

Leslie retrieved a stop watch, said to the line up, “Let’s make a game of this.  See who can make that pretty little cunt pop.  You each have thirty seconds.  When I tap your shoulder, you’re done.  Go back to your seat.  Understood?  If none of you win, maybe I’ll finish her off.”

There were nods, and the first person in line, a distinguished looking man with salt and pepper in his hair and beard, got to his knees in front of me.  I tilted my head down so I could watch as each person defiled me.

Jim mostly kept himself clean shaven, and the sensation of that beard and moustache at and around my pussy was different than anything I’d ever experienced before.  But that only had my attention for the first few moments, because after an almost loving kiss that he bestowed upon my sex, there was his tongue, and yes, Leslie was right, this is exactly what I needed.  I pushed myself down to meet him, and maybe his objective wasn’t to win the game so much as to torture me, because he retreated with my advance, only allowing me the lightest of licks.  I met his eyes and I could see that he was smiling as he did it, a wicked, teasing smile.  Yeah, he wanted me to suffer.

His time was up and the next up was the heavyset masturbating woman from the front row.  She still, unbelievably, had one hand down her skirt, was still playing with herself while she got down in front of me.  Her partner was still back in his seat, watching her, not quite frowning now, though he didn’t look thrilled.  I wondered if she might be in trouble when they got home, remembered what Collette had said about my being lucky to have a man like Jim.  Jesus, he was going to blow a wad to the ceiling when I told him about this...  of course, then I remembered that he couldn’t.  I felt a bare moment of sorrow for that, but then that woman’s fat tongue was on me, flattening against me, wide enough to barely touch on my inner thighs even while she licked.  Her technique was different than any I’d experienced, bobbing her face forward and back, letting her tongue slide over me.  I guessed it was her first time.  But she kept the pressure on, and it was effective for all of that.  But her time was up before I could cum.

I looked to Collette again, saw her half-lidded eyes once again locked on my vagina.  She was an impossibly gorgeous woman, and that accent, God.  I had a momentary wish that she was in the line-up in front of me, wondered what her French tongue would feel like frenching my cunt.  But number three was at me now, then number four, then number five.

Number six came up with the innovation of adding his finger, first checking with Leslie for the legality of such a move.  She checked with me, got the nod, told him, “Go for it.  No holds barred with this girl!”

He lapped at my clit while he pistoned his middle finger in and out for thirty seconds.  I was close, and the whole room knew it.

Number seven added a second finger inside me.  When he withdrew at the end of his thirty seconds, my pelvis twisted to try to keep him in contact.

Number eight was an attractive looking young man.  Mid-twenties at most.  He had blonde hair that he wore longer, almost like a seventies TV star.  I stared down at him with my mouth dropped open and panting while he got down on both knees and leaned close to my vagina before Leslie could even start the stopwatch, to maximize his time at me.  When she clicked it, he leaned in tight, his tongue like a steamroller on pussy.  He inserted two fingers as number seven had before him, but added his own innovation with his second hand.  His pinky finger touched on my asshole and my hips jolted forward, mostly in surprise.  He adapted with me, though, leaning back, then exerting pressure with that rear finger, penetrating me only a little.  He used that force to keep me drawn forward, hips tilted at his face and at the crowd.  Two fingers in my cunt, one little finger up my ass, tongue aggressively licking my clit.  I was surging toward my orgasm, voicing it audibly and shamelessly when Leslie said, “Time.”

This time I protested.  “No, don’t stop!” I begged, but he was abiding by the rules, pulling away, leaving me to pulse my hips fruitlessly at the crowd, as if the sheer power of my desire could summon one of them between my legs.

“Whoa, my goodness!” Leslie exclaimed.  “Our little whore wants it bad!  You know what?  Let’s let her suffer just a little bit more, while we get back to our robot fucking slut.”

She wheeled the vibrator back over to me, set it buzzing again.  Just out of reach.  I tried to reach it anyway.

She turned off the pistoning fuck machine and withdrew if from Collette.  She took of Collette’s nipple clamps to, and that drew a sigh that was one part relief, one part lust from her.  She asked for volunteers here, too, and a number of people lined up to get at her, including some of those who had previously worked on me.  Peter didn’t join in, though, and I wondered if maybe he’d been instructed not to.  He was, to some degree, affiliated with the club, after all.  But he was watching it all with great interest, and there was an undeniable bulge in his pants.

The crowd, emboldened by what they’d done to me, were even more aggressive with Collette.  Their tongues went to her outthrust vagina, and they openly fingered and even licked at her asshole.  She groaned through it all, not quite shameless enough as I had been to beg for release.  But she hadn’t quite climaxed by the time they were done with her either.

Leslie subjected her to the machine again, then took her time walking back to me.

“Alright,” she told the crowd.  “We need to finish this cunt off.  I think she needs that about now.  What should we do with her?”

When she was in front of me, she dropped the theatrics in her voice, checked in as promised.  “Are you up for some cock?”

“Peter,” I told her straightaway, and her eyes widened, an impressed grin stealing over her face.

She turned to face the crowd again.  “Oh-ho!” she exclaimed.  “This slut has a request.  Not only is she down-to-fuck, she wants to fuck...  my boyfriend!”

Whoa!  That I had not seen coming.  But Leslie didn’t seem phased by it, which given her line of work was perhaps not surprising.  Peter, meanwhile, was smiling and blushing.

“What do you say, people?  Should I let her?  Has she earned that?”

There wasn’t a dissenting voice in the house.  Catcalls and screams of “Yes!” and “Fuck her!”

She moved to stand in front of Peter.  “What do you say?” she asked him.  “You want to bang this cunt into submission?”

“I’d be down for that,” he agreed.  He stood and started stripping off.

With his T-shirt removed, I could see that he, like his girlfriend, worked hard to keep in shape.  His pecs had been sculpted by pushups, his shoulders broad and powerful.  His abdomen, behind a light screen of body hair, was like a row of speedbumps.  But I stopped assessing any of it when his jeans came off and I got an eyeful of the tent that was pushing out his boxer briefs.  It was curved, his penis outlining behind that cloth like a drawn bow.  He sat to remove his socks, then stood and dropped his underwear.

And holy shit.  Jim had an impressive penis, but Peter packed a monster.  Even Collette’s mouth had dropped open in surprise.  It was at least seven and a half inches in length, probably longer, and looked as thick as my forearm.  It curved very slightly, head uplifted, and the whole thing cork screwing some fifteen degrees to the right.

“You still sure about this?” Leslie laughed, seeing my look of shock. 

I tried to answer, got nothing out, twitched my head again in what I hoped she could interpret as a nod.

She had a number of things stashed out of my eye line, and went and fetched a condom from what had to be the extra large pack.  She turned him to face the audience while she rolled it on, so they could get a good look at just what they were planning to stuff inside me.  Most of the women looked impressed.  Most of the men, too.

He turned back and approached me, that cock preceding him like a weapon.  Like a rhino’s horn.  But he must have been used to the etiquette of the club because, like Leslie, when he was close enough to be sure he wouldn’t be overheard, he met my eyes with his gorgeous ice blue ones and whispered, “You gonna be okay with this?”

“I really want to find out,” I whispered back, and he smiled.

“Direct me if anything hurts,” he added, then shuffled up between my legs.

He tried to part me with his fingers and insert, but I’d never taken anything that big inside of me before.  When Leslie saw us fumbling, she came up, poured lubricant liberally over his penis, then used her own hands to part me as he eased himself in.

There was a moment of pain, and a moment of panic, too, when he’d only gotten his cock head inside me and I thought he might just be too big.  But as he pushed onwards, filling me so that every millimetre of my vaginal walls were in contact with him at once, the pain faded and all I felt was lust and fulfillment.  He eased himself out with the same gentleness, then re-inserted himself again, slow and easy.  He was building me up, getting me used to his girth before fucking me proper.

Collette was watching it all wide-eyed, and Leslie suddenly announced, “Let’s see if we can’t get them both to cum at once!”  She picked up the remote that operated the fucking machine, cranked it higher, and suddenly the dildo was pistoning in and out of Collette faster, its noise like a small locomotive.

Peter picked up his own rhythm, accelerating slowly, but building to match the machine.

I was groaning with every thrust.  My head lolled on my neck as if I hadn’t the strength to support it, but honestly, I think it’s just that I forgot to.  Every bit of me was concentrated on what was happening to my pussy, the way it was being stretched, the fact that it was being filled with another man’s cock.  I’d been a virgin when I’d started dating Jim, so he was all that I’d known.  A week ago, none of this had been on my radar, but on day seven in the city I was being not just fucked, but filled, overwhelmed and educated, fiercely educated in what another man’s penis could be like inside me.  I’m sure I was drooling, my tits heaving with the increased force of his thrusts.  And like Collette had said before anyone had entered the room, I was responsible in no way for delivering pleasure in return to Peter, except by the simple presence of my pussy for him to use and abuse.  All I had to do, all I could do, with both hands and feet restrained, was ride out the fucking he was giving me, accept the pleasure that was building, because dear Jesus, it was building, and nothing was going to hold it back this time.

Leslie cranked Collette’s machine still further and now she was howling, a steady ululation that just went on and on.  And still Collette was staring at me, watching the way I was being parted and defiled by Peter’s epic cock.  The audience watched us all, though I could see little of them now, with Peter’s powerful body interposed between us.

I was getting close, almost afraid of what this orgasm was going to be like.  But Collette beat me to the punch.  The ululation dissolved into three quick cries of, “Oui!  Oui!  Ah, oui!”  Then, head thrown back, her body was spasming, thrashing in her restraints and she was crying to the ceiling, now in English, “Oh my God!”

I didn’t need prompting, didn’t need anything but Peter’s dick, but the sight of this gorgeous, restrained girl violently cumming pushed me over the edge a half-second sooner than I might otherwise have gotten there.  My pussy contracted about his cock, and the feeling was unlike anything I’d experienced before, because there was no way it could contract.  My clenching cunt met resistance everywhere it squeezed.  It was like an infinite feedback loop, muscles spasming in response to contact, that action intensifying the contact so that the next cycle was even more intense.  I didn’t even have Collette’s grace to find words, just gargled out something wordless and animalistic.  I sounded like an enraged bull, head thrashing, arms and legs both kicking against restraints so forcefully that the metal links rattled and the whole platform jolted.  And still he was fucking, and still the orgasm went on.  When he looked into my drooling face, his own jaw dropping, those blue eyes clenching shut as his own orgasm hit, and I felt his monster cock throbbing with release, its twitches and pulses meeting my own like two mutually destroying waves I either came again, or found a second level to the first cum.  My head dropped back to the wooden cross, and I went slack, no longer having the strength for anything but my vagina’s unending duty.  When he finally withdrew, condom sagging with his seed, it was almost a relief.  I’m not sure I could have endured more.

Applause erupted throughout the little theatre.  But I was past caring about any of them.

When the crowd had dispersed and Collette and I were released, I thanked the three of them - Collette, Leslie and Peter.  It’s a cliché to say I had trouble walking, but I literally did.  I felt bowlegged, and my legs felt like I’d run a half-marathon.  And my vagina was sore, in truth.  It had been the most powerful orgasm of my life, as Collette had predicted, but I’m not sure it’s something I wanted to deal with on a day to day basis.

“My pleasure,” Peter insisted, and we all laughed.

Collette walked me back across the street, but didn’t escort me inside.  She knew Jim would be waiting to hear the details, and she was right.  He was by the door when I came inside.

“Did you enjoy it?” he asked me.

I hesitated only a moment.  I had gone because he’d arranged for me to go, and he’d already been witness to my sucking another guy off, not to mention my lesbian deflowerment on the roof of the club.  But how was I going to tell him that this other guy’s cock had made me cum with the force of an exploding sun, had nearly blacked me out and left me walking like a geriatric in her final days?  But I did tell him, almost everything, knowing if I didn’t that Collette possibly would, and knowing as well that my telling him was part of the deal.  I could get my rocks off with others, but he got his rocks off (as much as he could) when I described the event.  I left out only the fact that I had requested Peter, working him in instead as a scheduled part of the event.

But I needn’t have worried.  His breath was rapid throughout, when I described my public nudity and shame, when I told him about Leslie and the things she had done to me, the little vibrator I’d tried to fuck but couldn’t, when I described being orally catered to by a lineup of people, when I described his hot physiotherapist surrendering to orgasm at the end of a pistoning machine, and especially when I described being fucked by the largest penis I’d ever laid eyes on in the flesh.  At the end of it, in fact, he said, “Come here.”

I feared for a moment that he might intend to get me off again, like he had the other day after the roof, because I was already all cummed out.  Touching me would only hurt at this point.  But no, he took my hand and guided it down between his legs.  I could feel his cock tracing a line down one leg of his jeans.  It wasn’t rock hard, but it didn’t exactly feel limp, either.  “Is that...?” I asked and he laughed.

“Yeah,” he answered. 

“Can you feel my touch?” I asked him.

“A little,” he said.  “More than before.”

So maybe Collette was right.  Maybe he was making progress.


Chapter Six

I frequented the club often after that night.  Over the next three weeks I went nine times, usually on weekends, since my work had shifted to full-time now.  I’d become one of those people who walked shamelessly nude about the place.  As soon as I arrived, I stripped off in the change room, and didn’t dress again until I was leaving.  I did stumble into my workplace bleary eyed on some mornings, though, after a night of publicly fucking in the red room or on the roof for Jim to watch.  Each night I would come home and describe what had happened for Jim, each night he would be enthusiastic and aroused.  There was one night where I came home to find him gone, but he arrived minutes after I got back and explained that he’d just needed some air, needed to take a tour around the block.

Collette continued with his physio, continued to give me promising updates.  I occasionally saw her at Mirage, too, watching as she screwed some random partner she’d met in the club, admiring her sensuous body, thrilling when I would hear “Oui! Oui!” rising from somewhere across the floor.

One such night, after I’d sucked off some stranger and she’d fucked someone else on the floor of the red room beside me, she saw me lean back, retrieve my drink, and sip at it thoughtfully.  She sat beside me.

“You look very sad for someone who just did what she did,” she said.  “Did you not enjoy it?”

“I did,” I told her.  “I’ll enjoy it more when I tell Jim about it.  I just...  I wish he could come.”  I laughed, realizing the double-entendre of what I’d just said.  “This is fun,” I went on.  “I’m...  fulfilled in ways I didn’t know needed fulfilling.  But I miss Jim.”

“You know he enjoys what you do here.”

“I know,” I assured her.  “And it’s not guilt I feel, it’s-”

But she cut me off.  “You don’t know.  You don’t know what this has done for him.”

“What what has done for him?”

“You.  Coming here.  You telling him what happens.  You letting him watch.”

“Yeah,” I muttered.  “Maybe I should have sucked that guy off on the roof, where at least-”

But she cut me off again.  “He can’t see you on the roof.”

“What do you mean?  Our apartment overlooks the pool.”

“Yes, but...”  She sighed, debated something inwardly.  She must have come to a decision, because she said, “Come with me.”  She took me by the hand, guided me out of the red room, down the hall that led to the lobby, both of us naked.

She didn’t take me to the lobby, though, took me instead through the Cab room.  There were a few people in here, even now, though there was no presentation ongoing, so the population was sparse.  But this isn’t what she was showing me either.  She took me through a door I’d never passed through before, into a service hallway, dragged me along its length.

“I promised him I would not tell,” she said, stopping abruptly and looking me in the eyes.  “You must promise that you will not tell I told.  Not just because I don’t want him thinking I can’t keep my mouth shut, but because it would be bad for him.  For his therapy.”

“His therapy?” I said.  “What are you talking about?”

She held a finger up to her lips, guided me on again, through a door at the far end of the hall.  We looped through another short corridor, another door, and then we were miraculously back in the red room we had started in.  I was going to ask her what the point of this had been, but she held a finger to her mouth to caution me to silence again, guided me onward. 

We had entered the room via a way I’d never taken before.  Ahead and to the left was thewide expanse of the red room, with its ongoing couplings and threesomes, and drink sipping onlookers.  But directly to the left was a little hall lined with curtains.  This was the area behind the mirror, I realized, an area divided into partitioned, curtained cubicles, within which someone could enjoy a solitary wank, or a partnered fuck, all while watching the ongoing sex show without being seen.  She guided me along this hall, to the third curtain in, held a finger to her mouth again to emphasize that silence was needed.  Then she folded that curtain over, just a little, careful not to rattle the rings that held it in place.  She gestured for me to look inside.

I saw the wheelchair first, and realized almost instantly that it was Jim.  Jim, sitting behind the mirror, watching everything that was transpiring, though mostly he was tilting his head to look in the direction in which Collette and I had disappeared.  His pants and underwear were down at his knees.  And he had an erection.

I cupped one hand to my mouth, and she let the curtain fall back into place, hurried me back the direction we had come.  Only when we were safely back in one of the service corridors did she speak again.

She said, “He’s only come the last few times.  I talked to Leslie about it, and we have put a temporary ramp in at the back entrance for him to use.”

“He had a-”

“Yes,” she confirmed.  “Kim, I am telling you this truthfully.  I have never seen such a rapid turn around in one of my clients.  Ever since you moved here, his progress has accelerated.  And I think you are the reason why.”

“This is incredible!” I told her.  “Why can’t I tell him?”

“He’s not ready for sex yet.  He can walk, a little.  He can stand without aid for a very short time.  And - this is the first time I’ve seen it, so don’t misinterpret - but he can get an erection.  He’s told me.  Sometimes he can keep it through an orgasm, sometimes not.”  She saw the look on my face, correctly interpreted it as she always did, added, “Again, just want to emphasize, I’m not sleeping with your husband!  I’m telling you what he has reported to me as his therapist.”

“But why wouldn’t he at least want me to know?”

“He wants to surprise you when he’s sure he’s on the road to a full recovery.  And, at the rate he’s going, I think it’s a real possibility that he may get there.  But I think if he knew you knew, there’d be pressure to try sex, and if he couldn’t maintain the erection then, it would be bad for his self-esteem.  Bad for his progress.  Kim, he works hard, and he trains hard.  But many of my clients work hard and train hard, and I’ve never seen a turn around like this.  I don’t have another explanation other than the stimulus you have been providing him.  I think his arousal is high enough that it’s...  well, it’s getting through.”

“What do I do?”

“Keep doing what you’ve been doing.  Don’t let on that you know.  Wait for him to tell you...  and maybe take a little longer getting your clothes back on when you’re done here, so he has time to get home ahead of you.”

I laughed, asked her if she was up to providing him a proper show right now. 

“For his therapy?  Or for you?” she asked.

“Both,” I promised.

And she answered, “I would enjoy that you with you, Kim, yes.”

So we went the long way back around.  I ditched my drink and Collette and I took up a position on the floor, not far in front of his mirror.  We kissed, we touched, we culminated in a sixty nine, each of our faces to the other’s pussy, her on all fours above me, me on my back.  Even after we’d both climaxed, I asked if she had one more in her.  We scissored on the floor, banging our cunts together, me rolling on my side to face the mirror so Jim could watch my face while I came.  Afterwards I told her, loud enough that he could hear even beyond his mirror, that I was going to get dressed and head home.

He was waiting for me when I arrived back at the apartment.  He asked for details of my night, and I gave them.  Before I got to any details about what Collette and I had done on the floor, I braced him with, “I, um...  I fucked your physical therapist.”

“Really?” he said, feigning surprise.  It was a good performance, I’ll give him that.

“Yeah.”
“What was that like?”

So I described it in exquisite detail, coming to sit on his lap, eyeing his crotch for the erection that was, frankly, already there, but not letting him know I knew.  I finished by saying, “Maybe you’ll get to find out what it’s like when you fuck her for yourself one day.”

“Really?  You’d be cool with that?”

“It’d be pretty hypocritical of me if I wasn’t.”

Over the next two months I continued to visit the club, always stopping at home first to let him know I was going, always taking my partners on the floor of the red room before the third mirror.  He must have seen me fuck a dozen guys, and several women in that time.  But I waited for him to let me know he was ready before initiating anything directly with him.

It happened one day when I came home from Mirage.  He was out of his wheelchair by this point, had been getting about the house on his own for a couple weeks, though he still needed to pause occasionally, support himself on a piece of furniture.  When I entered this time, he was waiting at the door, totally naked, erection the tall and gorgeous object from my memories and dreams.  He took me to the bed and we fucked with me on top.  The orgasm didn’t turn me into a screaming animal the way it had with Peter, but here’s the honest truth:  it remains my favourite to this day. 

The next week I took him to Club Mirage and we entered as a couple through the front door together for the first time. 

We celebrated with Collette.
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