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“I HAVE SOMETHING to confess.”

Five words you never want to hear from your wife.

I considered the possibilities of where she was going with this. For a moment, some innocuous, naive ideas flitted through my mind: I dropped your favorite mug. I scratched the car. I told the girls I could join them for a long weekend. But in this context, it was clearly something much, much bigger.

We had only just got back from a date night. The evening had gone well enough—a great Italian dinner followed by some cocktails at a nearby bar, a rare chance to enjoy an evening together without her work getting in the way, or interrupting us halfway through.

But toward the end, as we nursed our last drink at a high top table in that dim, overpriced bar, her demeanor had shifted. Despite a couple of drinks and a nice buzz, she had become tense, touching her face incessantly and staring into her cocktail. I had asked if something was wrong, and she just shrugged it off as if she didn’t know what I was talking about. But I could tell she was holding something back.

So now, as I followed her into the living room and she patted the couch cushion next to her, I realized that the ‘something’ she was holding back was only to be uttered in the privacy of our own home. And from the look on her face I could tell that, whatever it was, I probably wasn’t going to like it.

I sat next to her and tried to take her hand, but she pulled away. She even shifted an inch or two along the couch away from me.

“Hannah? What’s going on?”

She took a deep breath and slowly ran her fingers over her scalp and through her long, brown hair. Her body was tilted toward me at an angle but with her long legs pressed together defensively, having the unintended effect of making the hem of her dress ride up a little and reveal the soft squidge of her gently toned thighs squeezing against one another.

“When we talked about our past… relationships, and experiences… I wasn’t completely open with you.”

I shrugged. “I don’t need to know every little thing. I don’t really want to. I’ve got the gist, at least. Right?”

Holding my gaze pointedly, she shook her head very, very slowly.

I felt my pulse quicken, and my head get a little lighter. Honestly, I had no idea what I was afraid of. All I knew was that I should be afraid. Hannah isn’t one to beat around the bush—she can be disarmingly direct—so this build-up was just making me worry more.

“So if I haven’t got the gist… what is it?”

“You know I was single for a couple of years before we met. But you don’t know what I was doing during that time.”

“You got promoted three times in those two years, and you always say your new eighty-hour-a-week job is ‘calmer’, so I thought it was pretty obvious what you were doing.”

“That’s all true,” she said quickly. “I was working my ass off. But that’s probably part of the reason why I did… the other stuff I did.”

I just stared back and silently willed her to come out with it.

“Steve… every week for those two years, I went to a sex club.”

I stared back, dumbfounded.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you a long, long time ago. Way before we got married. It’s been eating me up inside.”

“I don’t understand…”

I really didn’t. My head was reeling. I was struggling to accept the mental leap from Hannah going to a sex club to the obvious implications of what she must have been doing at that sex club. Surely there was some missing context; perhaps she was just watching, or maybe whatever went on there wasn’t actually all it was made out to be, or that much worse than the goings-on in a regular club.

I quickly realized I was in denial, and she probably did too. She pressed her hand over mine, leaned in, and held me in a sympathetic, almost wincing stare.

“I’m so sorry, Steve. It was a stressful time, a kind of tumultuous time in my life. And I found a… well, for want of a better word, a release.”

“You were going there to… have sex?” I asked, stupidly.

She nodded.

“How much were you doing this?”

“I’d usually go there once a week, sometimes twice, depending on the nights they were running.”

“The ‘nights’?”

“Oh, God.” She rubbed her face. “I hate myself for dropping this on you.”

She was looking at me like she’d just kicked a puppy. And to be honest, I felt like a puppy that had just been kicked.

“How many times… people… did you…?”

“I don’t know, but…” Another deep breath. “Almost every time, I would hook up with someone… sometimes, more than one.”

“More than one?!”

Another solemn nod.

I felt like I was going to black out. This was my wife talking. We’d been together for four years now, and married for just over a year. I figured I knew her pretty well by now. I knew she had dated a lot in the years before meeting me, and I had quietly accepted that she probably had a handful more sexual partners than I did before we met, but this was on a totally different level.

“How many people do you think you slept with at this club?”

The fact that the polite innuendo of the phrase ‘slept with’ wasn’t really applicable in this scenario wasn’t lost on me.

She sighed. “They weren’t all just one-offs. But at a guess… maybe between a hundred and twenty and a hundred and forty.”

***

THREE MONTHS LATER

I let Hannah step through the doors first and lead me down the staircase into the darkness. As we went lower underground into that basement, a counter came into view, with a soft blue glow emanating from uplights on the stone wall behind it, and a set of double doors at the opposite end of the small room.

Behind the counter sat an attractive woman of roughly Hannah’s age, wearing sultry make-up and a revealing dress that hinted at the tone of the venue. She passed a ticket to the customer in front of us—a man apparently visiting alone—and then sorted his cash into the register drawer as she waved him through.

Between the counter and the double doors stood another employee, a man in a suit, presumably an extra security guy in addition to the one guarding the doors at street level. He cursorily stamped the guy’s wrist and stood aside to let him enter the club. As the doors were briefly held open, a burst of atmospheric dance music and an undercurrent of chatter swirled out into the reception area, dying down again the instant they swung shut.

Ready to serve her next customers, the woman looked up at us, then did a double take at the sight of Hannah approaching.

“Oh, no way! I haven’t seen you in a while!”

What followed was an excitable exchange between the pair, Hannah introducing me as her husband in what was a slightly awkward moment for the both of us, but apparently the most normal thing in the world for her old friend. Meanwhile, I noticed the guy in the suit giving Hannah a small, knowing smile, returned by my wife with a subtle wave, and he cast a couple of appraising looks in her direction as we waited to get in.

The last few months had been something of a journey for me. The night that Hannah told me her secret had shaken me to my core. It was chilling, horrifying, to hear that the woman I loved had been with well over a hundred men.

But a twisted curiosity had set in, and I had felt compelled to know as much about it as Hannah was comfortable with discussing. She had patiently explained this bizarre underworld to me, justified its allure, and, eventually, detailed some of her nights there—at first delicately, but soon in her usually candid style.

And with that renewed openness from her, amidst this tested and strengthened trust between us, the reason for her admission had come to light.

I paid for our tickets, and Hannah waved to her old friend—named Tammy, apparently—and suggested they catch up later. The male employee gave us our stamps, exchanged wry smiles with her, and then gave me a blank nod, before letting us through.

I followed my wife, admiring the view as she strutted ahead of me in her little black mini dress and stilettos, into a fucking sex club.

Hannah had confessed to her past life at this club because she wanted to return to it. With me, her husband, by her side.

Or, if necessary, to one side.

“So, what’s your game plan?” I asked, as we sat at the bar with drinks in hand, strategically positioned so that I was on the end stool while Hannah had a couple of empty seats next to her.

She gave me a dry smile and swirled her vodka coke in her hand.

“What?”

“There’s no ‘game plan’. You aren’t out with your horny buddies tonight.”

“Okay, then what’s going to happen this evening?”

“We’re going to hang out here and enjoy the place. Have a drink, maybe a dance. It’ll start getting busy soon, and then we’ll see what happens.”

“You’re very relaxed about all of this.”

“This isn’t my first rodeo,” she smiled.

It was strange, how an initial reaction of horror at finding out my wife had slept with about ten times the number of people that I had expected could swiftly merge with rabid curiosity, then give way to nothing but potent arousal. And over the last few months, little reminders like that had immediately made my cock start to swell. I mentally fought to suppress it—my default state so far this evening had been something near half-erect and fully doused in pre-come, which was uncomfortable enough. It was going to be a long night, and I needed to take it easy.

So we did what Hannah said we would. We sat and enjoyed our drinks, the music, the people-watching. Though the night was young, and the behavior of the growing crowd was so far not too different to that of a normal nightclub, the sights around this place were already making my effort to stay calm a lot more tricky. Several women were wearing exceptionally revealing dresses or two-piece outfits, and a few were wearing lingerie of varying types. One or two were even wearing fetish wear made of leather or latex.

It was those dressed in the more adventurous outfits—accompanied by partners both old and new—who seemed to slink out of the bar area first, and I knew enough to guess where they had gone. Meanwhile, we had largely kept to our own company, with Hannah subtly rebuffing a couple of early advances by keeping the conversation short and polite until they got the hint. The chairs next to her were now occupied by another couple who either read our lack of interest in a two-couple situation or shared it.

I started to become restless, knowing that others were making a move, feeling like we were missing out on all the fun that we came here for.

“Just wait,” Hannah smiled, one leg crossed casually over the other as she sat facing me, creating a tantalizing spectacle that was drawing the gaze of several men around the room. Her eyes seemed to scan the room, quietly calculating, assessing her admirers. “It isn’t about hooking up as soon as you get a chance.”

“I know, but… when will it happen, then?”

“Who knows. But it will happen. And it’s always worth the wait.”

Another hour or so passed. I tried to play along with Hannah’s game and simply enjoy our time together in this loaded new setting, trying in vain to forget what we were really here to do.

Inside, I was going crazy. I had seen obvious hook-ups playing out all over the room—guy-girl pairings, two-couple groups, even a girl-girl pairing, and some enviable couple-girl situations that I had to fight not to stare at; all of which made me think back on what I now knew about some of Hannah’s wilder nights here. Most frustrating of all, there were some couple-guy groupings, one of which seemed to include a perfectly good ‘third’ who seemed like a missed opportunity, though I could only assume that he was looking for the same thing we were offering.

One by one, each of these pairs and groups stepped out of the main bar; down the corridor that led to private rooms, to the stairs that went down to the basement and the kinkier activities, and the stairs that went up to the big communal ‘playroom’. Only Hannah knew which area she would be leading us to tonight.

After all, she knew all of the options, intimately.

For all her experience here, I was starting to doubt whether we—or, more accurately, she—would have any success tonight. Perhaps I was the problem, somehow making her a less attractive proposition to the type of partner she was here to attract tonight. Maybe she had just overestimated how easy this could be, based on her days as a single female, a completely different situation to the one she was in now.

But she knew what she was doing, and I had no reason to worry.

And when the right guy came along, perched himself in the now unoccupied stool next to her, and made his move on my wife, we both knew our patience had paid off.

It was a surreal scenario. Sitting on the other side of Hannah, at times involved in the conversation but largely a bystander, watching a guy hit on her, watching her flirt with him and hungrily assess him with her stare. The best view of Hannah in her little mini dress—her piercing blue eyes, the generous view of her thighs, the tantalizing cleavage—was presented only to him. At times, when she was particularly engrossed or animated, her back was actually half turned to me.

I was so eager to see where this might lead, so keen to make sure their flirting remained uninterrupted and the momentum could keep building, that the moment their glasses were a couple of sips away from being empty I ordered another round of drinks for the three of us.

Buying a drink for my wandering wife, and another for the guy trying to bang her. ‘Sean’, apparently.

This was not what I thought my marriage would be like.

The flirting ramped up. She’s the handsy type in her day-to-day life, so it wasn’t much of a surprise when she threw in little touches here and there, pressing her palm against his chest or biceps as they chatted. What really got things moving, and got me quietly suppressing a hard-on in my corner of the bar, was when a touch to the arm became a prolonged rub up and down, exploring the feel of his muscles through his shirt—and when a casual lean of her hand against his knee became a subtle crawl up his thigh, resting there for whole minutes.

He hadn’t done much beyond tentative touches of her hand or her arm, but she had made her intentions clear now, and it was time for him to respond in kind. As he told her some well-rehearsed story about a surfing competition in his younger days, he pressed his palm against my wife’s exposed thigh and left it there. I watched her for a reaction, and saw only a subtle upward shift of her cleavage towards him, and a flash of excitement in her gaze.

I hadn’t said a word for a while now. I was just a spectator. And even the conversation between them was just a pretense at this point; the subtext was deafening, and I was simply waiting for them to finally burst this tension.

That still didn’t make it any less surprising when Hannah leaned in, her fingers idly stroking his forearm where he’d rolled up his sleeves, her lips parted in a pout and her eyes scanning his, imploring him to make the next move.

The next thing I knew, he was wrapping an arm around her waist, lowering his face to hers, and kissing her.

It was immediately clear that this wasn’t the type of kiss you’d normally see in public. It wasn’t like a kiss on a date, or even like most hook-ups in a bar or club. This was about sexual attraction and nothing else. Their hands wasted no time in taking hold of the other’s body and roaming, grasping: he gently squeezed her slim waist, the enticing flare of her hips, the flesh of her thighs just below the hem of her dress; and she grabbed at his wide shoulders, and his lean but dense upper body, before placing teasing touches across his lap.

And I quietly sat and watched. My eyes flitted around the bar, half expecting to see someone staring and judging me for this, but no one was paying us any attention. This was normal here. There was nothing to deter my wife and this stranger from fucking in this place, and nothing that would make me want to stop them.

For a brief moment as they kissed, Hannah’s hand blindly reached back, found my own hand, and gave it a squeeze. It was a weirdly sweet moment, a little acknowledgement and affection for her husband as she prepared to commit adultery.

She broke off from the kiss and gave him a sultry smile. “You want to go somewhere else in this place?”

He nodded, stood, and helped her down from her bar stool.

I followed, a few yards behind them, as Hannah led him by the hand towards the end of the room. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I suspected we were heading towards the private rooms. He certainly didn’t strike me as the type for the downstairs sex dungeon and the more adventurous activities that Hannah had described down there.

To my surprise, and without a moment’s hesitation, she led him toward the other staircase and led him up to the big playroom. Whatever they were going to do tonight, it wouldn’t just be for my eyes.

If the situation downstairs had been surreal, it paled in comparison to the one up here.

I sat at the foot of a king size bed, one of many scattered around this open-air floor, watching my half-naked wife rolling around the mattress with her legs wrapped around some other guy and her tongue in his mouth. Their clothes had been tossed in a pile next to me, as though to consign me to watching over their belongings as well as watching their evening of passion.

Like much of the club, the room was mostly dark, with scattered ambient light that gave every intended ‘play area’ a soft, moody glow. It meant that I could see enough of what they were doing, but not everything; a teasing, restricted view basked in the dim atmospheric lighting, where wandering hands could disappear and leave my imagination to fill in the blanks.

It meant that I couldn’t see their non-verbal communication, time lurching forward so that before I knew it, he was peeling her panties down her legs and then shifting down the bed with his face over her pussy.

I had always known Hannah had a lot of experience. It was just obvious—out of every girl I’d been with, she was by far the best in bed, and that doesn’t just come from reading a few Cosmo articles. But seeing her navigate an evening in a sex club was something else altogether. The night was really only just starting, but it was already the weirdest, most confusing, most exhilarating moment of my life. And yet everything that had happened so far just seemed like second nature to her.

Accepting early in our relationship that she had probably been with a few more people than me had been one thing. Coming to terms with the fact that her number of sexual partners was actually substantially higher than my lifetime tally of friends, girlfriends and family members was another. I knew it was the kind of thing that would sicken a lot of guys; I could only imagine how much it would have freaked out some of my friends if they ever learned something like this about their wives.

I think that’s why it turned me on so much. Even as my brain had wrestled with that bombshell after she had first told me, my cock would swell in a rock-hard, pounding erection. Somehow, knowing that so many men—and even a few women—had been with my wife had merely amplified her appeal for me. When I found out more, I understood the nature of her past at this club as what it was: a strong, confident and sexually liberated woman experimenting in a safe, healthy environment.

And that was the exact image I was faced with now, as she parted her legs, wrapped her hand around the back of the head of some dude she met an hour ago, and had him go to town on her. It was an out-of-body experience for me, watching her now naked body recline, her chest rising and falling to the rhythm of his tongue. Through the soft amber lighting I saw the boundless sex appeal and the alluring power of my wife.

She wasn’t like other women at all. She was more confident, more secure, and more adventurous than any girl I had ever met, and because of that she had experienced so much more than they ever would.

And now, with the encouragement of her husband, she was going to get even more.

After some time had passed, I watched with bated breath through the low lighting as her breathing quickened and her hips squirmed. I could sense that somewhere in that sprawling room, other eyes were glancing over and seeing this too. She gripped his back muscles, bit her lip hard, and then let out a yelp over the gentle pulse of the background music. Her stomach undulated, her chest heaved, and her legs trembled.

And I just sat there and took in the mesmerizing sight of my wife coming with another man.

When she was done, there was none of the gradual transition that normally bridges the gap between our sex acts. There was no need here for affection or affectation. She pulled at his arm and lay back, coaxing him to mount her again, but this time she tugged at the waistband of his boxers and mouthed through the music: Get those off.

Sean proudly stood over her and whisked down his underwear, revealing a throbbing, glistening member that bulged at the sight of his prize lying prone on the bed. He took his place between her legs, and I stared as the scene seemed to turn to slow motion. His dick was now looming over my wife’s naked pussy, a place where no other man should be.

Time seemed to speed up, as if the point of no return had passed, and he shoved his member between her folds. She was watching me with a mix of concern and curiosity, her husband now seeing for himself this secret slutty life that she had led before him, which she was now merging with our marriage.

Her expression relaxed when she saw my lewd enjoyment of the scene, and she responded by flicking her hair back, gasping as he plunged all the way inside her, and lying against the mattress with her chest thrust out, accepting the ravenous grasp of his hands around her breasts.

I never knew sex could be so… easy. It hadn’t taken much effort from him to get my wife to open her legs for him, much like some of the other pairings and groupings that were cavorting on the surrounding beds. It had taken me a few dates to get Hannah into bed, and I felt a pang of bitter jealousy at what felt like unfair treatment. But I knew that this was different, that with me she had sought something real, and with this man—and the many others she had experienced in this place—she had just been looking for a moment, nothing more.

Encouraged that among the various positions taken up by others around the room, a handful of men and some women were pleasuring themselves while watching the rest of their respective party fucking and sucking, I shook off my pants and released my rigid, oozing cock from its prison. I gripped it through a sticky glaze of pre-come and slowly stroked it to the sight of my wife laying back with her legs in the air, her tits in his hands, and her pussy getting pounded by his cock.

She did something unexpected then.

When we had planned this evening, I had made it clear that, for reasons I couldn’t really explain, I preferred for her to enjoy herself and for me to just watch. The alternative was to participate along with her, which probably sounds like a more appealing prospect, but somehow it didn’t work for me.

Maybe it was the thought of being with her at the same time that she’s with another guy, being a part of their act—the slightly awkward connotations of getting my rocks off while another guy is doing the same thing.

Maybe it was the performance factor, the daunting leap into this whole new world.

Whatever it was, I had told her I would just watch, and she was content with that. But now, as her pussy was hammered by this stranger’s dick, she reached out towards me, gently pushed my hand away from my shaft, and began to stroke it.

In the moment, my earlier reservations melted away. I could get on board with this.

The feel of her soft hand closing around my oversensitive member, gently bobbing up and down upon it, was so much more pleasurable than my own. I kneeled next to her, so that it was easier for her to keep going, and took in this crazy, overwhelming sight.

My wife on her back, jerking my cock while she was getting fucked hard by a stranger. The image and the sensation became even more powerful when she coaxed me closer to her and took my cock in her mouth.

With the feel of her hot, swirling tongue, her piercing gaze, and the unwitting bounce of her face and hand as that cock pummeled her, it took me mere seconds. I felt my balls shoot up and my shaft tighten, and before either of us was ready for it I was launching one creamy blast after another into her mouth. She sputtered and rushed to swallow my load, keeping eye contact with me, milking every drop from me with her fist.

Reality came roaring back. She gave me one last lustful smile, a bite of her lip, and then she tossed her head back and concentrated on the feel of her pussy getting rammed. In a strange way, I felt more alone than I had done before, with my arousal sated and back to zero while the two of them kept going right in front of me.

That unsettling, isolating feeling dissipated quickly, when I saw the mounting effect of that increasingly hard and fast fucking on Hannah. She was shivering now, her mind occupied by what he was doing to her. His hands tightly gripped her hips now, and his forehead and chest shone with beads of sweat from his exertion. Sean’s eyes were fixed on her body, glazing over with lust.

She convulsed suddenly. Her legs shook around him, and her head flailed from side to side on the mattress. The music was louder now, but in between the beats I heard her cry out in bliss. My drained cock began to twitch back to life.

And with a stiffening of his body and a visible gasp of relief, her lover unloaded himself inside her.

We spent some time down in the bar after that. He didn’t have to, but Sean joined us for a while at her invitation, and I was weirdly glad for it. I suppose even in these most casual of circumstances, it still feels normal and right to spend some time together in the aftermath. The idea of him immediately moving on from Hannah made me strangely annoyed on her behalf and protective of her.

What was this place doing to my brain?!

He knew better than to crowd us, though, and after chatting and decompressing for a while on a couch in the corner of the now teeming bar area, he said his goodbyes and set off to explore the club some more—though not before mentioning that he was a regular visitor and would look out for Hannah in the future.

I was already pretty sure I wanted her to come back here.

“How was that for you?” I asked her.

“How was that for you?” she grinned, with a you-don’t-need-to-worry-about-me expression.

“Good. Weird. But I liked seeing you like that.”

“Bet you never thought you’d be in a devil’s threesome with me when we got married.”

Until she said it, it hadn’t really occurred to me that that is exactly what we had done. A threesome. But with another guy. The realization blew my mind.

“That was your first, right?” she asked, cocking one eyebrow.

“Couldn’t you tell?”

She smiled and squeezed my hand. “I think you enjoyed it.”

I decided not to ask her how many such threesomes she had participated in. This night had been overwhelming enough for me already, and I wanted to pace myself as she opened up this world of hers to me. I was ready to call it a night.

But I knew that was all about to change, when I saw the doorman from the reception area—the one who had silently greeted Hannah with that wry, familiar smile as we entered the club—pacing across the room in our direction.

“Hi there,” he said, sliding along the couch and sitting next to her, his body language clearly signaling that he wasn’t planning to stay here for long.

“Hello again, Kyle,” she smiled back at him, her eyes flitting back at mine. “This is Steve, my husband.”

He nodded and shook my hand, and then made small talk for a minute or two. It was clear that he was angling for something, and my pulse was already quickening, wondering where this might be heading.

“So,” he said, shifting the tone to something a little more direct. “The boss knows you’re here.”

“Does he, now?” Hannah replied with a coy smile.

“And he’s requested an audience with you in his office.”

We passed down the corridor lined with private rooms. The speakers overhead played a slightly more intense dance track, presumably with the intent of blocking out the noises emanating from the surrounding rooms, and if so with only some success.

Every so often we would hear another sound cut through the beat: a woman’s moan in one room, a man’s voice booming out some vulgar instruction in another, and then from behind a third door came what sounded like the crack of a whip. Hannah looked over her shoulder and raised her eyebrows at me with an excited smirk.

What was different now was that I wasn’t the only newbie in these circumstances; Hannah had never set foot in the owner’s office, though she had met him and had heard the rumors about what went down in there. And now, as Kyle led us to the end of the corridor and then unlocked a door marked ‘Private’, her excitement was obvious.

He led us up another staircase, where the plain surrounding decor was strongly indicative of an area that was typically for employees only. At the top of the staircase was a small landing, where two open doors revealed administrative and storage areas, and a third door on the end remained closed.

Kyle rapped his knuckles against the door and a voice called out for us to enter.

We were led into a surprisingly large room which, upon entering, had the look of a typical office. But as I looked beyond the desk and computer screen, sandwiched between the proprietor’s chair and one for guests, I saw that it was much more than that.

An inviting leather couch and armchairs sat in the middle of the room, illuminated by atmospheric lighting much like that in the playroom, giving this lounge area a suggestive look that you wouldn’t find in the everyday workplace or living room. To my surprise, an enormous round bed lay beyond, with all-black decor and mirrors placed upon the walls and ceilings.

I was so dumbstruck by the bizarre space in front of us that I didn’t notice we had company until he spoke.

“Hannah,” uttered a deep voice, and I turned to see a greying, smartly dressed man approaching from a small bar area to the side. “It’s been some time.”

I watched as they kissed one another on the cheek. I knew that Hannah had never been with him, but that she had held a crush on him throughout all those years of frequenting his sex club, two facts that didn’t really add up in my mind.

“It’s nice to see you, Paul.”

“Please, take a seat. Kyle, please fetch us all a glass of the Macallan that I’ve left out on the bar.”

Kyle nodded and left us to seat ourselves. As he had greeted her, Paul had subtly maneuvered my wife in front of the couch, and as they sat together I was left with an armchair to their side. My cock had by now returned to that same restless state as when we first entered the bar, reflecting my thoughts as they raced ahead, predicting whatever scenario Paul was planning for my wife—who looked enraptured by our host.

Her wide-eyed gaze made it look like she was under some kind of spell; this older gentleman had clearly made a huge impression on her during all her visits to his club.

The doorman came over with a tray of drinks for all of us, including himself, which I hadn’t expected. As he sat in the other armchair, I wondered if Hannah and I were really in the most trustworthy company and setting for us to be accepting drinks, but I reminded myself that my wife knew this place like the back of her hand—and most of these people, too.

Paul held out his glass, and directed a toast to Hannah.

“To those who stray, and find their way back.”

She rolled her eyes playfully and led the rest of us in clinking glasses, and then we drank.

Paul was clearly a man who knew how to work a room, and the conversation flowed under his direction. He asked about how we first met, our wedding, and our lives together, but it was casual and sincere, as if he was just one of Hannah’s old family friends who I was meeting deep into our relationship. He talked about the club, and the goings-on there since Hannah’s last visit, even sharing some gossip about staff who had since left. I would have bet good money that some of the people they were talking about had had their way with her during her heyday.

With each of us nearing the end of our second drink, Hannah moved the conversation along.

“This is a nice office you have here, Paul. It’s a shame I never got to see it until now.”

He cleared his throat, took one last sip, and placed his glass down on the table between us, shooting her a mischievous grin. “Well, I’ve always been quite selective when it comes to inviting guests up here.”

“You really know how to make a girl feel good about herself,” she smirked, holding her hand across her chest as though affronted, though her demeanor remained flirtatious.

“I have specific criteria. Two, to be exact.”

“Well, I’m glad I’ve finally met them.”

“Don’t you want to know what they are?”

She cocked her head thoughtfully, and seemed to decide to play along.

“I’ll try to guess them.”

“Sure.”

“The first is probably that the girl needs to look the part. Maybe I didn’t for all those years,” she added, teasingly.

“More or less, that’s right. But you always met that requirement.”

“So I didn’t meet the second requirement… until now. Surely you aren’t saying I was too young for you, Paul?”

He laughed and shook his head. “I’m not sure what you’re suggesting. But no, that wasn’t it.”

“Then there’s only one other thing that’s changed since then. Were you feeling a little jealous tonight?” she smiled, throwing a conspiratorial glance in my direction.

“You’re close.”

“Then spill.”

He looked over at me for one brief, unsettling moment, and then he smiled back at her and replied, “I only invite married women up here.”

Her eyes widened, in a look of genuine surprise that shifted to intrigue. Still, she teased him, though her mouth was starting to sound dry. “Scared they’ll get attached?”

“No, it’s not that. There’s no real reason to it. It just appeals to me.”

“I think there is. I think you want what you can’t have.”

He calculated a response until he found his words. “I suppose I want to take what I shouldn’t have… and I like knowing that their husbands will never be able to completely take it back.”

My heart thumped hard in my chest, and Hannah was starting to look like she was short of breath. In just one sentence he had managed to get under both her skin and mine.

“And you need Kyle’s help with that?” she asked, pulling herself together just enough to give the doorman a sly smile.

“No, I just thought I’d sweeten the deal. I know that you like Kyle. And I know you have a preference for certain… scenarios.”

I was starting to feel light-headed. This was hitting me harder than her earlier hook-up in the playroom. She knew these people, and they knew her—they knew things about her that, until recently, I didn’t have the faintest idea about.

I watched in a daze as Hannah leaned in and placed a teasing kiss to Paul’s lips, shuddering contentedly as he wrapped his hand around her arm and then the small of her back. They kissed for a moment with a growing heat, until she shifted closer to him, looked back at Kyle, and patted the cushion next to her.

The doorman obliged straight away, and a moment later she was kissing him. Their tongues flicked together fluently in a familiar dance, and they sighed deeply as they felt one another’s bodies for the first time in so long.

And then with all the confidence of a woman with plenty of experience of handling two men at the same time, she sat back, placed her hands over the thigh of each man, and invited their attentions. Paul kissed her neck and eagerly caressed her figure through her little black dress, Kyle letting his employer take the lead and making do with fondling her thighs and chest. She closed her eyes and sighed with a shiver, surrendering to all four wandering hands.

As she did so, she expertly flicked open both belts and slid each zip down, until she revealed two hard packages wrestling against the fabric of their respective underwear. She had the two men completely under her control as she squeezed their growing members, prompting each to lurch hungrily in response. My wife opened her eyes, gave me a devilish smile, and then admired the twitching outlines of those hardening shafts enclosed in her hands, instinctively licking her lips in anticipation of what she was about to take.

Paul slung one of the straps of her dress down over her shoulder, kissing along her clavicle as his other hand explored her booty. Kyle saw this and repeated the action on her other side.

Hannah smiled, sat up straight, and flicked her hair free.

“If you boys want me out of this thing, you’d better unzip me.”

Kyle raced to find and tug the little zip down the hidden track behind her, until the tension released in the upper half of her dress. She then stood and faced her two suitors as she shimmied the dress downward, until it fell to the floor and she wore only her lacy black strapless bra, her matching panties, and her heels.

Both men watched with bated breath. It was clear who was in charge.

She lowered herself and kneeled in front of them, and then in one fluid motion she flipped the waistband up and over each of their members. Now, I was watching my wife down on her knees, taking hold of two stiff cocks with her hands, gazing up at the two men.

Paul’s confidence didn’t come from nowhere. His dick was well above average in size, throbbing impressively in her clenched fist. And it was plain to see why she liked Kyle: his was bigger still, especially in girth. I’d have never thought my wife’s tight little pussy had a history of taking cocks of this size.

With one more pointed lick of her upper lip, she stared up into Paul’s eyes, brought her mouth to his cock, and then pressed her tongue around the underside of his glans.

“Oh, God,” he sighed.

Her other hand started bobbing against Kyle’s length as she gripped Paul’s shaft and slipped his head into her mouth. I always knew my wife gave great blowjobs and handjobs, but it was shocking to see just how good she was at administering one of each at the same time; it looked like second nature to her, as her lips slid down one sizable shaft with ease and she breezily pumped the other in her hand.

My own cock was now threatening to rip a hole down the middle of my crotch, and I hastily freed it and began to jerk off to the spectacle of her servicing two men. It can’t be common for a man to find out his wife is so cock-hungry and encourage her desires, fueling new fantasies of his own, yet here we were. If this club had taught me anything, it was that we were not alone in these pursuits, especially after what Paul had said.

I wondered how many husbands had watched him seduce and screw their wives in this room.

I also wondered how this was going to work with Kyle, who was first and foremost employed by Paul, a man who seemed to enjoy exploiting his elevated status. My questions were answered when the owner reached down, took Hannah’s hand, and then guided her up onto his lap.

Her other fist still gripped Kyle’s length as she straddled the older man. She let him pull her panties aside and gently press his head to her folds, spellbound as she watched him.

“Finally,” she sighed, as he guided her hips downward so that she sank over his member.

“You feel even better than I had imagined,” he said, unhooking her bra and casting it aside. She began to bounce on his cock, and he squeezed his hands around her ass, enjoying the view of her freed breasts swaying with her movements.

Her hand still worked Kyle’s shaft with aplomb, as if nothing else was happening to distract her from the task. He seemed content to sit back and watch her, too, this liberated woman expertly riding one cock while pumping his own with her ring hand.

It took me all the effort I could muster not to spurt my load then and there. Watching her go down on Paul had left me reeling, but seeing her pussy now sliding up and down his bare, swollen cock had me almost shivering with lust for her.

I didn’t feel any pain or envy at all. I just found it hot, hotter than anything I had ever seen.

She rode his cock faster and harder, until she made the telltale sign of gripping his shoulder with her spare hand and pressing her body lower to his while she fucked him. What followed was one of the most abrupt and intense orgasms I had seen Hannah have, her body convulsing silently for a moment until she gasped out in relief.

“Fuck, fuck,” she breathed in a high-pitched whisper. She seemed to tremble for whole minutes, all the while being mauled by his roaming hands, his eyes blazing hungrily at the sight of another married woman coming on his cock.

Driven by a renewed need for her, he pushed her to one side so that she was kneeling between them. Kyle’s patience was rewarded as she instinctively plunged her mouth over his bulging cock, and though it took her several attempts to work her way down that thick shaft, she was able to take all of him down her throat. She sucked and pumped him feverishly, and Paul mounted her from behind.

I watched my wife bounce between the two cocks, impaled at either end, and moaning contentedly against the meat in her mouth. She was fired up now, simultaneously servicing Kyle and churning her hips back against Paul as though making them both come was a matter of life or death.

The way the two men grunted and grasped at her naked, willing body showed that it was working. Paul pumped her pussy harder. Kyle thrust his enormous shaft further into her mouth, willing her on. She intensified her efforts, pushing both men closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh, fuck,” Paul boomed, and a second later Kyle silently tensed up.

I watched as they each pinned her in place—one cock buried up her throat, the other fully embedded in her pussy—and emptied their seed into her.

After a brief respite and another drink, the party moved over to the massive round bed. I hadn’t noticed it until now, but another armchair was hidden perfectly in the shadowed corner of the room. It had a full view of the bed while being so poorly lit that its occupant would be practically invisible; there would be no distraction for anyone cavorting on the mattress.

And so I sat and watched them go on for round after round. I had blown my load right after they had simultaneously come into her on the couch, and it turned out to be the first of many. I came as they swapped roles, Hannah blowing Paul while being fucked by Kyle’s enormous member. I came watching her ride them in turn, coming powerfully on top of them before being flipped onto her stomach and filled with their loads. And I watched as, her pussy impaled on Kyle’s cock, she was fucked in the ass by Paul.

The club owner seemed to take delight in this last act, after learning that it was something that neither Hannah nor I had ever really been in to, yet easily convincing her to try it now. Strangely, I was a lot more interested in seeing her ass getting claimed by someone else; and, perhaps, feeding off the twisted enthusiasm of both me and him, Hannah relished it. So much that, when Kyle stepped out of the room to help with closing up the club, she made Paul sodomize her once more in front of me.

Though the venue was emptying out by then, Paul granted us our own private room downstairs so that we could end the night alone together.

Our clothes were off within seconds of closing the door behind us, and without a word Hannah blew me until my tired, aching cock was raging with need for her.

I climbed on top of her and slipped between her legs, kissing her passionately, feeling an odd sense of pride to be the guy who landed her for real despite the many men who had been with her. We kissed and stroked each other as I gently pumped her folds. Her touch, the unusually hot and tacky feel of her pussy around my cock, and the mental effect of what I had just witnessed were a heady combination, and before I even knew what was happening I was blasting my load into her.

She just kissed me and wrapped herself around me, coaxing every drop into her, and smiling sweetly.

“Did you have a good night?”

I had forgotten about Hannah’s friend at the front desk. We had just walked through the bar area, now fully lit and occupied only by a cleaner, and it had felt like we would be able to make a quiet exit without detection.

“Of course—as always,” Hannah smiled, and then turned to me. She was prompting me to answer for myself.

“It was great,” I said, feeling a little strange for admitting it.

“She’s a firecracker, isn’t she?” Tammy replied, with a mischievous smirk, and then she turned to Hannah. “Do you think you’ll be coming back again?”

My wife wordlessly turned to me and let me answer for the both of us this time.

“I think so.”

“Good,” Tammy smiled. “Then listen. I need to run, but in case you need my number again, here’s my card. Maybe if you’re interested, we can talk some time about putting on one of those nights for you again.”

There was suddenly an excited glint in Hannah’s tired eyes as she accepted the card, and she glanced over it before tucking it into the pocket of my jeans. “That might be interesting. I’ll talk about it with my husband and maybe I’ll call you sometime.”

They said goodnight and I walked with Hannah into the cold night air, not a soul outside the club now.

“What did she mean by that?” I asked her.

She stopped, gently kissed me on the lips, and gave me a devilish smile.

“I guess I didn’t give you all the details about my time in that place.”

“Go on…” I felt a flood of adrenaline, not knowing whether I was more turned on or more afraid.

She took a deep breath. “They put on these nights where there’s just one girl, and a number of guys, who’ve all applied to be selected by her. I’ll leave it to your imagination as to how that works.”

“And you… did that?”

The lights of a cab washed over us, and I held out a hand for the driver to pull over. He came to a stop next to us and I opened the door for her.

She kissed me on the cheek and whispered, “I had three of those nights.”

Then she smiled sweetly again, turned and stepped into the cab.

It was clear that her mind was made up already.

And I had no intention of stopping her.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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