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      Reading this book is a very good idea. You’ll be fine if you dive right in. But just so you know, there are some other stories that will add to your experience if you read them beforehand. They offer some spicy background to the true tales in The Sex Club Diaries.

      With this in mind, the following short reads will add to your anticipation and understanding.

      
        
          	
        Hot Wet Touches
      

      	
        Breaking Free (specifically the story One Summer Afternoon)
      

      	
        Hot Wet Touches Amsterdam
      

      

      

      In case you prefer to decide about the background reading later, I’ll also note the relevant spots in The Sex Club Diaries.
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      I’m about to take you behind the curtain. Into a place where people kick sand over the lines the world drew in the sand. A place where base instincts roam free. A place where actions speak so loud that words are barely necessary. But where, if words are used, small talk can go fuck itself.

      After all, fucking is what everyone else is doing in this particular place.

      This book is a series of stories — true stories, faithfully recounted — that give you an idea of what you might see if you went behind that curtain. Into the midst of the fucking. Into a sex club.

      It’s not a swooping, soaring romance. This book is about real life. So this is where I get frank. If you want fantasy, or you want that happily ever after, you’re better off skipping off to another tale about a bumbling girl and a rich, powerful man whose dark side compels him to spank her repeatedly.

      But if you stick around, you’ll discover how real life can knock the socks off any fiction. No, really. Sure, this book has some ordinary, even painful moments. Awkward ones too. Because that’s how real life goes. But it also has some scenes I only ever thought could happen in the movies. And yet, somehow, they happened. Because life can also surprise you with its sweetness.

      And you know what? It’s those bitter times that make the sugar days so good.

      Those of you who know my work will be aware that autobiographical threads run through many of my stories. This will be another of those autobiographical stories, but forget about the thread part. Every sigh, every moan, every thrusting cock and every hungry pussy are exactly what I’ve observed. I want to take you deep inside the hidden world of sex clubs, and I intend to do it properly.

      The Sex Club Diaries intends to shock and provoke. But more than anything, I hope it succeeds in inspiring. There is something base, coarse, raw, tragic and beautiful about what I’ve witnessed whilst visiting sex clubs around Britain and Europe. I challenge anybody who has stood witness to a play room packed with twenty ecstatic couples to tell me they did not stand in awe. Equally, I would not believe that they were moved to poetry!

      And so I won’t be using flowery language in this particular book. Sex club scenes are scenes of animal fucking. So that’s the kind of English I’ll be using. Just like the whole philosophy behind sex clubs, it’s about getting down to the point. Cutting to the chase of why people — a lot of people, anyway — go out on the town to ‘regular’ establishments. So my words are going to cut to the chase too.

      Which is not to say I won’t digress into my thoughts and theories about the world behind the curtain. A world which I’m coming to respect and admire a little more each time I enjoy a brush with it. I don’t think it’s possible to emerge from your first sex club experience without a few new thoughts about society, humanity and the rules we receive pertaining to what animal lovers would refer to as ‘mating’.

      Your thoughts may not be my thoughts, but I hope my impressions of ‘the lifestyle’ will get you pondering one way or another.

      This isn’t a book designed to make it look like the narrator is living the erotic life of a Persian king. Part of learning about sex clubs and parties is getting it wrong. Clubs getting it wrong, the storyteller getting the wrong clubs, or both. So, if a night consisted of little more than watching a corpulent, fifty-something Hungarian fellow, sporting a number one cut and twirling around a pole he shouldn’t be allowed anywhere near, then I won’t be doing no sugar-coating. These troughs are part of the journey. But, trust me, the sweet stuff does come along in the end!

      If you’re an old hand at your local sex club — and yes, trust me, there’s some form of orgy on offer wherever you may live — then I hope you’ll recognise someone, or something of yourself, in this book’s pages.

      More importantly, if you’ve never indulged yourself, then I hope this journey, from Budapest to Brighton via Amsterdam and Sydney, might tip dormant curiosity into action. Or push you to convince that reluctant other half of yours to join you on the ultimate show of trust.

      After all, unlike heroin and unlike street racing, this kind of play is a form of fun where nobody gets hurt. And in these dark times, when a glance at the evening news seems like an encounter with the book of Revelation, making joyous love with each other should be something we embrace – prudery be damned. We need more of that good stuff.

      Wherever you stand on the experience continuum, I want to provoke your thoughts. I do hope you’ll write them down in my reviews. And I want to hear your experiences too. This is a world too mind-blowing not to share.

      I said at the beginning that this will be the unadulterated (if you’ll excuse the multi-layered pun) truth about everything I’ve seen or experienced in the sex club world. That was a tiny lie. I have changed the names of every player in these scenes, and those of the venues that staged them. Because they’re so accurate, it’s dangerous.

      A final note on terminology. In this book, I’m mostly going to be talking about clubs that are set up for couples who are willing to share each other with others for sexual fun. It would be remiss of me not to tell a few stories about what happens when single men are allowed into the building, but when I talk about a ‘sex club’ or a ‘swinger club’, then I’m thinking of a place meant for what’s commonly known as ‘wife-swapping’.

      Are you ready to go behind the curtain? Then get undressed, slip on the best lingerie money can buy, and let’s explore…

      James Grey
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      In the same street as my office, just a short saunter down the hill, there was a bustling pub with wooden floors, sodden beer mats and mildly nauseating food. Well, technically speaking, it wasn’t called a pub. This was Australia, where the last thing you do is call a pub a pub. You call it a hotel. But like all such ‘hotels’, this one wasn’t a place where you could get a room.

      What you could get, though, was Aussie-style pitchers of beer. They never ran out of those.

      My colleagues and I could often be found at this establishment for a drink or two after work. And if it happened to be a Friday, there was a particular game we liked to play. We’d sit outside at one of the pavement tables and keep an eye out for swingers.

      We all knew that a few doors along the side street that ran up to our drinking den on the corner, you’d find one of Sydney’s biggest sex clubs. I’d have had no idea it was there if my workmates hadn’t told me about it. Fortunately, though, some of them enjoyed nothing more than letting this fact be known around the office, usually with an overplayed snicker. And so it was that if you were nursing a cold beverage down at this particular pub, you would see couples approaching that innocent-looking doorway in an entirely new light.

      Of course, a lot of couples — mostly embarrassed first-timers, we supposed — didn’t go right up to the entrance. They’d surface in our pub first, trying to drink up some courage. Then they might sneak around the block so nobody at the pub would see them get up and walk directly to a swinger club.

      Our little game was to see if you could correctly identify a swinger couple at pre-drinks. These duos would invariably be sitting in a corner, not speaking much, and consuming their alcohol rather too quickly. They’d also be over-glammed for a sticky-floor place like this. The well-groomed man would clearly be someone heading for an occasion for which he might want to look his best. And the woman might well be wearing a lengthy coat, despite the warm weather. A coat conveniently long enough to hide an outrageous dress that might come in handy later on in her evening.

      There was a strange satisfaction in calling a swinger couple and then being proven right when they went up to that door and rang the bell. It was even more gratifying if they tried the sly walk around the block before appearing at said destination a few minutes later. We were wise to that ploy, and knew exactly when to expect them to furtively emerge from the alleyway between our observation post and the club.

      As the weeks went by, my fascination with what lay inside the club began to grow. I’m sure we were all secretly curious about it. Australia’s horniness as a nation was a well-kept secret, but I was well aware of it within a few weeks of arriving in the country. Its casual sex sites were busy places full of real people, after all. I felt sure you could have an excellent time at an Aussie swinger club.

      But this place was never going to be the scene of my first sex club experience. This was a serious couples-only venue, according to the website — and I had a girlfriend living on the other side of the world. And while I may be many things, I am not a cheater. So finding a sprightly, open-minded Australian girl to accompany me just couldn’t happen.

      Still, that didn’t mean I couldn’t work there, did it? The discussion about being a barman in the club began as a bit of a joke with my colleagues, after I revealed that the website featured an advertisement for staff. It was clear that both male and female bar employees would have to work wearing very little indeed. The shout-out even prompted applicants to send in a photo along with their resume.

      One Friday evening, well into our third pitcher of ale and a prolonged bout of swinger-spotting, I declared that I was going to apply for a position at the club. I don’t think I was entirely serious, but my colleague’s girlfriend Emily called my bluff immediately.

      “Well then, so am I!” she grinned. She had a feisty, impish look about her. Emily, it seemed, shared my curiosity about the place, although her face also spoke of wanting to join in just to prove a point on behalf of her gender. She obviously fancied showing this particular guy she could take on any dare he could.

      “You know you’ll have to work in your underwear, right?” I warned her. “Or maybe even less. It says so on the website.”

      She shrugged. “Fine!”

      I wasn’t sure if I should feel awkward, considering her boyfriend was sitting right there next to her. Maybe she knew he wouldn’t care. Maybe she knew he knew she was kidding. But was she kidding? It’s hard to tell with girls, especially when they joke about anything vaguely sexual. Our ‘girls aren’t dirty’ culture invites us to assume that they are joking. But many a true word is spoken in jest.

      I chose a fairly neutral kind of reply. “Okay then, let’s do it! Though I bet you’re not serious anyway…”

      Emily sat bolt upright. “Oh, really? Let’s go and ask for jobs right now, then!”

      So she really was calling my bluff. Or at least, she was now! My heart began to race. If I have one weakness, it’s an inability to walk away from a challenge. So if she really wanted to do this, then we would do it.

      Our table-mates began to murmur and chuckle. Some started to egg us on; others thought we were nuts. Emily’s boyfriend sportingly declared he was quite happy for us to go into the swinger club. After all, we’d only be asking for jobs. We weren’t going to strip off and jump into the Jacuzzi.

      And so, a few minutes later, Emily and I got up from our table and took what some couples might consider a walk of shame. We were giggling and shameless though, safe in the knowledge that everyone watching knew exactly what we were — and indeed weren’t — up to.

      The door was typical of the low-rise, inner-city area we were in. Just the kind of entranceway you might find in an office block full of experimental startups. And it did look like there were other occupants in this building, because the button we pressed was one of several. We could see a little camera built into the buzzer, presumably so that someone inside could make sure we weren’t trouble-makers.

      The door clicked open just a second after we hit the button. Presumably seeing a guy and a girl there — albeit two individuals who’d come in rather casual get-up — was enough to make the someone inside assume we were another horny but harmless couple rocking up for the party.

      When we reached the landing for the venue itself — and before we could see anything remotely resembling an orgy — we were greeted by a dark lady. Dark in every respect. Her hair was black, her lipstick and makeup sombre, and her dress long, glamorous and the colour of a raven’s feathers. But she was smiling. I presumed she was the reception committee, or a hostess of sorts.

      “Good evening,” she said. “Welcome to our fancy-dress party. Have you been with us before?”

      Fancy dress…of course! A few of the less inhibited couples we’d seen coming in here tonight had looked outrageous by any standards. We must have looked like we had missed the memo, given our T-shirts, but the lady offered neither a rebuke nor a disapproving look.

      “Er, no,” said Emily. “We’re not here for the party, actually.”

      “No?” enquired the woman patiently. “Then how can I help?”

      “Your website says you’re looking for bar staff,” I ventured, beginning to feel braver. “We were in the area and thought we might as well drop in rather than send a CV. We’re both interested…”

      She eyed each one of us up and down, perhaps in a new light. “You’re right, we are looking. It would be good for you to meet the manager, in fact. But this really isn’t the best time. It’s one of our busiest parties of the year. I’m afraid I just can’t take you to see him now; he’s really under the pump tonight.”

      “That’s a shame!” said Emily, looking at me and making a disappointed face. “Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained!”

      The dark woman smiled, and suddenly I became aware of the music and voices wafting around the corner she was guarding.

      “But do come another time or send in your resumes,” she offered apologetically, exemplifying the encouraging and approachable character of the Australian job market. “It’s just that it’s crazy in here tonight.”

      We nodded and turned to leave. We had a story to tell the others. We’d been into the swinger club and spoken with a perfectly decent swinger-club woman. It was a fun little adventure, and we were both on a high as we skipped down the stairs, high-fived in the lobby and emerged, grinning like Cheshire cats, back on the street.

      We never did apply for jobs there, and my little swinger club trip with Emily became no more than a story we never lived down. But in my own mind, when I was alone with my thoughts and far from the pub banter, something deadly serious was stirring. I’d piqued a curiosity that I was going to have to sate.

      I wanted to know what it would be like on the other side of that black-clad woman at the top of the stairs. Would a sex club really be as amazing as it sounded? What sort of people went there and how easy would it really be to indulge in casual sex with virtual strangers? And, if women started throwing themselves at me, would they just turn out to be hookers planted by the club? I’d read that this sometimes happened in less reputable venues, and didn’t much like the idea.

      In recent months, living a sexless life in a long-distance relationship, I’d begun to question just why sexual monogamy and committed, loving partnerships were assumed to be natural bedfellows. Why couldn’t you be in a monogamous relationship and still play with others? It seemed like a lot of people had concluded there was no good reason why you couldn’t — hence what looked like a thriving swinger scene. Could I convince my girlfriend to try one of these clubs with me?

      I was bursting to unveil the secrets of a world that sounded so delicious that it belonged at the top of some twisted grown-up Magic Faraway Tree. I wanted all the sights, all the sounds…and all the sex. I wanted to learn everything and see everything. I wanted to be in the thick of the party.

      It might not happen until I returned to Europe – and my partner – in a few months. But I made a firm decision about my sexual future. A decision that one way or another, a sex club visit would happen. I was going to throw myself into the fray.
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      Merriman Street Health Spa occupies a squat and functionally rectangular two-storey house in the eastern suburbs of Brighton. It’s a few blocks up the hill from the English Channel and the pebbly beaches that guard London’s favourite little day-trip town.

      Its façade is bizarre. It has no windows at street level, then four generous, evenly-spaced ones, dark and mysterious, looking out from the storey above. It is displeasingly asymmetric, with its front door squeezed up against the right edge of the otherwise blank bottom level. Yet the portico there gives it an incongruous touch of the ornate.

      It’s simply an odd building, especially for a quiet residential street. You might suspect it was up to something even if the spa’s name weren’t emblazoned in sombre capital letters that stretch halfway across its width. Nowhere else on this street has any kind of nod to the commercial.

      The whitewash is peeling, giving it the worn look of yesteryear’s glory. It’s fitting, perhaps, that the outside of the building has slipped a little. I doubt that the original builders of this place — Victorians, maybe — could ever have imagined it being used for the purpose to which it lends itself today. They wouldn’t even have had the vocabulary for it. Because Merriman Street is now a naturist spa that doubles up as one of the most popular swinger venues in the south of England.

      You’d hesitate to call it a sex club, exactly. People can and do come here just to relax in its subterranean basement full of saunas, tubs and steam rooms, which drips like a tropical cave chamber. Or they come to lie naked on the roof terrace. They also come for an excellent, firm (but strictly no extras) massage. You might very well come here just to get away from it all, and no more.

      But for most visitors, there’s an extra dimension to the place. Unlike in continental Europe, nudity and sex are harder-to-separate concepts in Britain. Whereas in Holland or Germany the large public spa facilities are mixed, naked and largely innocent⁠1, anything involving disrobing in England tends to attract a somewhat hornier demographic.

      Hence the ‘relaxation rooms’ at Merriman Street. There’s nothing on the venue’s website about those rooms, apart from the fact that the staff will respectfully avoid that area of the second floor, which lies behind a heavy door that shields passing ears from any moans and cries that might drift down its hallways.

      It’s all very British, that sealing-off. Nudity is difficult enough for the nation to talk about at the best of times — and sex is absolutely not up for discussion. That even goes for a place where the group sex and swinging are an open secret.

      The best times — the only times — to enjoy that kind of activity properly are the ‘couples only’ sessions on Saturday and Sunday evenings. With Merriman Street primarily touting itself (quite reasonably) as a clothing-free health spa alongside its less public alter ego as a sex play venue, the place is open to singles for most of the week. Which means single men abound, lurking in the hallways of the play rooms. Or possibly — with Brighton being the gay-friendly place that it is — looking for other men to play with.

      All of which means that unless you want a particularly uncomfortable kind of audience, ‘couples-only’ time is what you need if you are after some wife-swapping or public sex with a friendly, mixed sort of crowd. And that’s exactly what you get at Merriman Street, where the entry fee is high and — probably no coincidence — an unusually amiable selection of people seems to turn up. This place has been in business since the eighties, and its reputation is as wholesome — for want of a better word — as it gets for the niche industry in which it operates.

      And that’s exactly why I’m here with my girlfriend Jessica. I’ve done enough forum-reading now. I’ve even been that single guy in the hallway. Just the one time — a couple of years ago now. That’s how I know the few things I do know.

      This is the first time I’ve come with a real hope of playing. It’s no fun being the guy in the hallway. I don’t want to be him again, ever. So I’ve convinced my girl to come along and see what happens.

      Now, Jessica hasn’t promised me anything. We’ve been living together for a year or so, and the question of opening up our sex life to others has been openly discussed. I’ve probably mentioned it at least once a week, of course, but she’s never been entirely convinced it’s what she wants.

      Not that she isn’t openly fascinated with the idea. She’s an adventurous woman and loves nothing more than to lose herself in a fantasy. She is turned on every time I read her the short story I wrote about her, myself and Michelle, the glowing, foxy brunette I was with before we got together. That fictional story⁠2 is about Jessica experiencing her first lesbian sex with my former fling, before I join in and a full-blown threesome takes off.

      It’s just that she seems to believe in a clear divide between fantasy and reality. She’s convinced her jealous side would come out if we really tried to act out the kind of scene I wrote for her. In fact, she won’t even look at my photos of the real Michelle, for fear of her pleasing fantasy taking an unwelcome diversion into actual life.

      And yet, she’s been willing to take some baby steps in exciting directions since our relationship began. She has sat with me on a cosy little sofa in a strip club’s private room whilst a graceful, tight-bodied little blonde girl took off her clothes for us.

      Jessica enjoyed it when the sexy creature ground against me, riding my erection through my jeans and letting me breathe in the wonder of her pert little breasts. And she liked it even more — as did I — when the bubbly woman smilingly switched to straddle Jessica instead, offering her a taste of erect nipple and letting her revere such an incredible female body at close quarters. She couldn’t stop talking about it all the way home in the car that night, and we ended up fucking in the doorway, too aroused to wait to get inside.

      We’ve pushed the boundaries with porn together, too. Jealousy hasn’t taken any hold of her while we’ve enjoyed that visual stimulation as a couple. Not even when she’s been on her hands and knees and getting fucked doggy-style in the ass, whilst slick-moving lesbians on the big screen in front of us take me into unknown pleasure territory.

      I fucking love that she doesn’t get green-eyed about porn, and that she will enjoy it with me. Sometimes we’ll lie side by side and pleasure each other with our hands as the action hots up on the television. We’ve even bought each other porn for birthday presents. I pity any guy who has to hide his porn, because both he and his woman are missing out.

      And yet that line of hers is still there. She’s up for all kinds of adventure, and even the odd lapdance — but actual group sex? She’s not ruling it out, but she has her doubts. She said she was willing to come here and ‘see what happens’. The door is ajar, but it could slam shut if she doesn’t like what she sees.

      Jessica does share my love of a relaxing Jacuzzi, though, and has come to appreciate a good steam room since we’ve visited the spa complexes of Germany and Belgium together. So it won’t be a wasted journey, whatever happens. The same goes for me: even just a little nakedness and perving will be enough to make the drive from south London to south coast worthwhile.
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