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They had the taxi drop them a couple of blocks away, not wanting the driver to guess where they were going. There were plenty of venues close to the corner they stepped out on. The one they headed to was in the opposite direction, though.

Their destination was down a street of light industrial buildings and small warehouses, all of which were closed at this time in the evening. An open space where one of the structures had been demolished was a car park now. It held a few cars, and another passed them and turned onto it as they neared it. No doubt all those cars belonged to the clientele of the club they were heading toward.

Liz squeezed John's hand, a reminder that she felt as nervous as he did. This was their first time doing something like this. They had excited themselves over and over talking and fantasising about it, but faced with it for real, they each feared they would chicken out, and disappoint the other.

A small, brushed metal sign by a red door gave the venue's name. ‘Club X’ had been cut from the metal, and the cherry red plastic behind the plate gave it extra prominence. John tried the door, but it was locked. “Errr....”

Liz pressed the buzzer button on the video doorbell. A red light came on atop the small black box, and she tugged John closer, pointing out the eye of the video camera to him. The light changed to green. John tried the door again, and this time it opened for him.

Through the door, there was a short hallway. The walls were red, and the ceiling black, lit by a single lamp. The room beyond the hallway was brighter, in shades of red and chrome, but they couldn't see much of it yet. A short, older woman with white hair stood by the door at the end of the hallway. She wore a simple skirt and blouse, and sensible shoes, looking more like a sprightly grandmother than the host of an adult club. She waved them forward.

“Hello there. I'm Moira. This is your first time here, isn't it?” the woman said, giving them a welcoming smile.

“It is.” Liz said, when John could only nod.

“I've got a great memory for faces, and I can recognise every one of our members.” Moira gave the last word a sly emphasis. Faces weren't the only things she remembered. “Have you been to any other clubs?”

“No.” Liz and John said together.

“Oh, you will love it, I'm sure. Come on in, and I will give you a quick introduction and tour.”

Moira led them into the room, and they could see it was set up as a bar. A short counter at one end was tended by a tall, bald man, and there were tables arranged around the floor, and couches against the walls.

To the right of the bar was a single door, painted in red, with black checks. Another door, plain red, was halfway along the right hand side wall. There were people at some of the tables. Couples chatted, or checked out the other occupants of the room. A small group of men was in one corner, watching and wondering who they should talk to.

Some faces turned to Liz and John, interested in the newcomers. Liz stood up straight, letting them get a good look. She had chosen a shorter than usual dress, so that the shapely length of her legs could be on show. The top was fitted, pushing her breasts up and out, making them seem larger, and giving them a lovely cleavage. She felt a warmth in her cheeks, and elsewhere, thinking about the eyes that were studying her.

“We have soft drinks behind the bar, as well as condoms and lube. Just ask Keith here for what you want. We tally up at the end of the night, when you return your locker key and get the deposit back.” Moira told them. “Obviously, you pay for the night up front.”

“Of course.” John nodded. “Should we pay now?”

“If you would like to, of course. We can do that quickly, if you’d like.”

“Well.... Erm....” John looked at Liz, whose flush was even more obvious. She nodded, though, mind made up. “Let’s do that.”

Money changed hands. Keith put it into a cash box behind the bar, made a note in a book, and put two towels, three condoms, and a couple of keys on the bar top. Moira read Liz and John’s confused expressions perfectly. “I mentioned the keys, didn’t I? They’re for your lockers. I’ll show you the locker room on our tour. The towels are.... Well, beyond the doors, it’s almost anything goes for clothes. You don’t have to wear anything, you can go around in your underwear, or you may want to wear the towels. Or you might need them after using the showers. Pop back here for dry ones, if you need to.”

Liz squeezed the top towel, feeling how soft it was, estimating its size, and how much it would cover. She glanced around. Everyone else was fully clothed. “Oh, you don’t need to change yet. You do everything at your own pace, and lots of people start the night in here, fully clothed. It doesn’t last, though.” The way Moira looked around the room, she seemed to be undressing all of the regulars, picturing the scene later on.

“This might be a good time to go over the rules, such as they are. So, the first rule is- consent is everything. Always ask, never assume. If there's a particular thing you want to try, it's definitely worth asking. So long as you respect their answer, nobody who comes here is going to be offended if you suggest a kink they're not into. Most of them will know just who will be up for your flavour of fun." Moira went on.
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