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Strike One

For most couples, having a fight is the prelude to 'best sex ever'. What worked best for us was to separate for 8 months. After 9 years of being together, we needed the break. Just as the makeup sex, the reconciliation process did wonders. We are more open and playful than ever with each other. Our whole family life is so much better. We spend entire evenings talking, sharing things like we never had before, including our adventures from the previous months. The circus rolled into town one October evening with: "Why don't we try swinging?" A coy little smile and: "I was in a threesome once and I would not mind trying that again!" An interrogative look. Oh my god, she is serious... "Hold that thought, I'll be right back." Still not believing my luck, I race to the bedroom, dig out a copy of Adam's magazine and race back to the kitchen table where Jill is sipping herbal tea. There is a dreamy look about her and that coy little smile again. My magazine has listings for Swingers Clubs in our city. I set it on the table and sit close to her. A little thumbing through, here are the listings. Jill gets up, grabs the phone and sets it in front of us. We look at each other, she puts her finger below the first listing, lifts the receiver and dials. I put my arm around her shoulder, my head beside the receiver. "We're sorry, the number you have reached is not in service." Darn, next listing. This time she gets a ring, another, and a sultry woman's voice comes on. "You have reached ____ Club, we can't come to the phone right now, but if you leave a message, we will get back to you." "Hi, my name is Jill and we would like more information about your club. Please call me back at 555-1212. Thank you." Jill leaves 2 more messages that way. The list exhausted, I take her head in my hand and kiss her, one of those ultra passionate kisses. One thing leads to another and we're making out right there on the kitchen table. We spend the rest of the night making love all over the house. The next few days are very nerve-wracking, not being too sure of what we are getting into, we jump on the phone the second it rings. Only two of the clubs we phoned return our call. The first one is returned by a guy who sets up what he calls a screening meeting in a shopping center. We wait for him for a while but somehow he never shows up. The second call back is on the Friday night, this time by a woman. She is very helpful and answers a lot of Jill's questions. They spend over 30 minutes on the phone. The next party is the very next day and it is a Halloween party, guests are invited to disguise themselves. The club is located on top of a warehouse in the west end of the city, it is a BYOB type of club and, of course, the standard rule of the lifestyle applies. This conversation does wonders to restore Jill's confidence in this adventure and again the excitement makes us very horny. The day seems to drag on forever; the excitement from last night has subsided and is now replaced by a feeling of apprehension, nervousness. I vividly remember feeling the same before my first summer dance when I was 12 years old! Jill is feeling the same way. Finally 7:00 PM, we put the kids to bed and get ready to go. For tonight, Jill selects a great cat disguise. Jill is an attractive petite woman, 5'3" 105 pounds, and very firm with a perky 34B bust size. She is 36 years old. As for me, I am 34, 6'2" 190 pounds with a great set of shoulders. In her disguise, Jill is really stunning. The spandex of her outfit flatters her figure, she looks totally sexy. I can't come to a decision on a disguise so I go for the classic tight jeans and t-shirt. We stop to pick up some drinks, beer for me, and white wine for her. The drive brings back all those weird what-if scenarios. The types of questions everyone ponders before setting foot in a club the first time. Stuff like: "What if we walk into a room full of Kens and Barbies?" Or: "Are these normal people or some kind of cult?" Promises and reassurance made on the phone are just that, until you see for yourself. We arrive at the club, it's 9:30. We're looking at your typical 2-story office and warehouse building. No sign of any kind to indicate what is going on in there. To make matters worse, we can only see 4 or 5 cars parked. Again the question pops into our minds: "What the hell are we getting ourselves into?" We drive around the block for about 30 minutes, still no dice, no real way to spy on who is coming in and out of that place. At that point it's enough, time to take the plunge. I look at Jill and say, half inquiring: "Let's go!?" Hands to the door handles and we're moving. The plan for the evening is to go in, sit down in a corner and watch what's going on; the tried and true 'wait and see'. Well, got to get in first! Jill is holding the piece of paper with the address, I wonder if it's the wind; it's shaking a bit. We walk through the parking lot and reach the door, double check the address. Yep, that's it! I pull on the door, darn, it opens. We hear some dance music coming from above. We are looking at a long staircase leading straight to the top floor. We climb up, it takes forever. We reach the top of the stairs, the door to the right is open, deep breath and here we are. This place is not much to look at, a big rectangle of about 60 by 40 feet; it's furnished with several small square tables with 4 chairs around each. You can spot a couple fridges and a kitchen counter at the back, close to the front of the building. So far so good, there are no crosses or demons hanging from the ceiling. We're standing in front of a large folding table covered with a couple pumpkins over a white cloth; I gather it's the reception desk. If I had any doubts about the Halloween thing they are gone now. A couple, in their late 40's early fifties comes up to greet us. He is dressed up as a clown, pink curly wig with blue stripes, round red rubber nose, multicolored jump suit and the clown shoes, 20 sizes too big. The woman is dressed as a witch, large black pointy witch hat, purple makeup covers her face, green teeth and a black clingy dress. She is also tall, as tall as me. Nice figure, but I'm not so sure about the rest of her! The host, Mr. Clown, takes an immediate liking to Jill, undressing her with his eyes; I can swear I see him licking his chops! After the hellos and greetings, we pay our entry fee and are given the tour. Towards the back there is an area of about 20 by 20 empty but for a set of huge speakers, to be the dance floor. The fridges are to store our drinks, the club supplies sodas, mix and ice. Scattered in the room are another 10 or 12 people. So much for our plan to sit incognito in a corner! We fix ourselves a drink. Jill feels very uncomfortable. Mr. Clown, still showing us around, tries several times to engage conversation with her. The result is to have her grabbing my arm for dear life. While he is very proper, I can say at that point Jill is scared solid. I am not the only one that felt he was licking his chops! Alone finally, we sit down at one of the tables, I open my beer and Jill takes a large gulp from her glass of wine. We sit there without saying anything for a while. I take her hand and say: "It's going to be OK." We smile at each other and start relaxing. The music is pretty good. Couples are trickling in, people are very friendly. Lots of hugs and kisses, they all seem to know each other. The atmosphere is warming up and so are we. About half of the attendance is dressed up in some kind of costume. One fellow immediately attracts our attention, he is wearing a Tarzan outfit, and he has the body to pull it off. Another couple walks in. The guy is dressed in the standard jeans and t-shirt, the gal sports a super sexy black leather teddy; a one-piece thong panties elongated with shoulder straps that barely covers her nipples. Tarzan immediately goes up to greet them. Within a minute he and the gal are heading for the dance floor. The music changes to a slow. Tarzan and Jane cuddle slowly to the rhythm of the tune. My eyes bulge out of my head at the scene. His hands push back the tiny straps as he slowly cups her breasts. She obviously likes the feeling, responding by licking his nipples. She is slowly working her way down until she kneels in front of him, takes his cock out of his Tarzan skirt and gives him a blow job. I take a quick glance around the room. People are noticing the scene, but no one is paying much attention to it. We are both stunned, not sure if we should watch or just ignore it. I realize that the idea for coming here is to get to know and eventually have sex with other people but this is a little brutal as an intro. Jill is even more shocked. The scene is just too hot to ignore so we keep on covertly glancing at it. That is the moment our host chooses to come down to the table and invite Jill for a dance. Jill, still very shaky, accepts. The dance floor is now filling up with couples. Far from being fazed by the crowd, Tarzan and his partner move closer to the wall. She positions herself facing that wall; her hands shoulder height, arching her back. Tarzan enters her from behind, his hands on her hips, pumping to the beat of the music. She tilts her head back all the way, a big horny smile on her face. Some guys have all the luck! I definitely have a hard-on now! They are both quite evidently enjoying this. Jill is dancing with the clown. She keeps him at a safe distance by dancing in a waltz type of position. Watching all of this, the hostess, the witch, comes to invite me as well. That is a very strange feeling, dancing with a very well endowed woman, watching other couples, guys fingering their partners, caressing tits, sucking them, there are a couple blow jobs in progress—this is hot. I feel pretty stupid not knowing if I'm allowed to do the same. I resist the temptation, thinking of my wife's reaction if I let myself slide. What's a guy to do to keep the little wife happy? The slow song ends soon enough and we both get back to the table. Jill is now very much on edge. This evening is definitely not going the way she imagined. I figure it's too much too soon. She drowns her wine and I proceed to get her another, refreshing my beer in the process. A newly arrived couple sits down at the table next to us. They introduce themselves and we start chatting, after a few minutes they come and sit with us. The next hour flies by. We are chatting about the lifestyle, how they got into it, how it made them feel etc. That conversation and the wine have a very good effect on Jill; she is now closer to her own self. Midnight comes about and the other guests make plans for a house party. A chubby lady stops by our table to invite us, handing me a card with their phone number and address. We thank her, saying that we are not sure if we can make it. The club then rapidly empties. We take leave of our new friends and leave as well. The ride home is filled with our discussion of the evening. While our clown host has been very proper at all times, he scared Jill to death. We get out of the car and on the way to the house she says with finality: "You'll never bring me to a place like this ever again!" She is nevertheless very excited by the evening and we make love till the wee hours of the morning.


Singing the Blues

I'm staring at my computer screen. I need a break. I have been working day and night on that program. The little money I get from the guy who ordered it is the only thing that keeps us afloat; what keeps me going is that I own the program; I'll be able to sell it to other businesses once I'm done. Jill has been working hard too. We need a break. I get up for a cup of coffee, sit on a rickety chair at the kitchen table. Naturally my mind drifts to that night, the night we went to that club. Boy that was hot, but that was eons ago. It's amazing to see the difference that 4 months and 2,600 miles can make in a guy's life. Anyway, I got to deal with the present now. It's February 13, I got $30.00 in my pocket. I got to come up with something for Valentine's Day. I clean up my coffee, I'm on a mission. I'm going to set up a really nice day for Jill tomorrow. Let's see how far that $30 can take me. It's evening, today was perfect, and Jill looks lovely in her little red dress. We're sitting at the table facing each other. The candles are half burned already, revealing what's left of a wonderful supper; I move my chair closer to Jill and pour what's left of the second bottle of wine into our glasses. We kiss, one of those long and passionate kisses. Life is great. "You really went the extra mile today." "Nothing but the best for you, Hon!" "Talking about that, you know I've been thinking about trying to find another gal to make love with us. It really excites me to think about it." "You mean you want to give a shot to that swinging thing again?" "Well, it can't hurt to take another look." "Wow... I wonder if that club Jaycee was talking about is still around. Tell you what, I'll check on that tomorrow. For now, come here, you're dessert!" On that I kiss her again and guide her to the bedroom. My pants are going to burst if I don't get rid of them soon. GRRR... The heat is on and I'm not missing any of it! I wonder if the neighbors can hear us, oh well fuck them! I'm in luck, there are 2 clubs advertising in the personal section of the paper. Both are open next Saturday. Even better, one of them is the same club that my cousin had mentioned. I just can't wait for Jill to come home. We got our lesson the first time; a girl has to call if you want any answers!


Second Call

Jill just walked in; she has that mischievous twinkle in her eyes. "Hi Hon." "Hello! How was your day?" "Like this." A little welcome kiss and I point to the newspaper folded in fourths on the table. The personal column facing up where I circled two ads. She takes her boots off, grabs the paper and walks down the corridor toward the bedroom; I'm hot on her tail. "Nice ass!" She flashes me a smile as I close the bedroom door behind me. She sits on the bed beside the night table holding the phone. I lay down beside her flat on my belly. She dials, I get closer but I can't hear anything, then a faint ring. Where's the speaker phone when you need one! I can hardly make out a "Hello" from a female voice. I guess I'll have to wait for her to tell me what they're saying. I back up a bit and watch her expression. "Hi, I'm calling about the club you advertise in the paper. I guess I'd like to know when you are open?" "Yes we have been once to a similar club in another city." "Do you have a dress code there? I mean how do people dress? What kind of club is it? What kind of age group?" "Well the club we've been to was, shall we say, a little on the raunchy side." "I see, just a meeting place for couples. Yes, that sounds fine, Saturday 9 PM, OK. And where is it exactly?" I'm dying here while Jill takes the directions. "Thank you, we will be there on Saturday. Bye." "Well?" I ask. "Sounds like they are a lot tamer than that first place we went to. She also mentioned that the other club in town was more 'risky'. Anyway, here's the address, look it up on the map. I have no idea where that is. I'll go serve supper." She gets up and leaves. I sit there for a second thinking "Where the hell are the maps, what box could they possibly be in?" Wow, a little over 48 hours to go. I smile and head toward the kitchen.


Strike Two

Jill looks great. She is completely yummy in her black short skirt over black nylons, pink chemise and high heels. I got my usual jeans and dress shirt. It's still early but we don't really know the area where we're heading. I figure it's about an hour to get there. "So how do you want to play it this time?" I ask. "How about we just do the same, check the place and people out and take it from there." The address brings us to a motel. There are no signs indicating anything else than normal motel business is taking place here. Not too sure of where to look, we walk up to the reception. I can't help but wonder what the clerk may think. Then again it's a motel; he must see all kinds. I ask about the swingers club. Without even looking up from his magazine he points to a set of stairs leading down to the reception hall. Down we go, a curved stairway. We stop at the bottom; to our right is what looks like the reception table and coat check. There is nobody in sight. We are facing a dozen small empty tables; further to the far right we see a dance floor surrounded by drapes. Facing the dance floor and half hidden by the coat check wall, several other tables are occupied. I estimate the crowd at about 25 to 30 people. After about a minute, a man in his high fifties shows up and comes to greet us. I hand over the $25 guest fee. "It's your first time here?" "Yes but we've been to other clubs before." "Here in town?" "No, quite far away actually," I reply laughing. "OK. Well I don't know what the club you have been to was like, but here we run a clean place. There is no nudity or sex here you understand? We want couples to meet here and take it somewhere else. We are not like the other club in town." "Yeah, sure no problem." "Sit where you would like, the bar is down there," he says pointing to the far end of the room. He then just turns around and heads back the same way he came from. We look at each other, frowning. That's strange, real different than the first place we've been. We set ourselves up at a table midway to the dance floor. "What would you like to drink?" I ask. "Rye and Coke." "Coming right up." To that I head for the bar. It is right beside the coat check. While at the bar I get a better look at the crowd. I get back to the table shaking my head. I put the drinks on the table. Jill looks at me and asks "What's up?" "Have you taken a look at that bunch down there? The youngest gal in there has got to have 15 years on me!" "Really?" "You bet!" "I'll have a look." And she heads for the ladies' room. I watch Jill come back from the far end of the club. She's got the same expression I had earlier. "You're right; it's a golden age club down there." I laugh. "I told you! Talk about different! Well at least the tunes aren't too bad." We down our drinks. This is getting boring real fast. I'm slowly getting to the end of my second beer when a miracle happens. A good looking couple in our age group shows up. We watch as the host goes through the same routine as he did for us. They don't look too sure of themselves either. Finally a break, they're coming down this way. We introduce ourselves and strike up conversation. They are new to all of this as well. The conversation does not go very far as everyone in our little group feels shy and uneasy. Jill is getting antsy. We finish our drinks and decide to go. "You guys want to come for coffee?" "No, we'll watch that zoo a little longer." "It was nice meeting you, we'll see you around." We shake hands and off we go. "What did you think of that place?" I ask once back in the car. "I think we've seen both extremes here." "I agree!" Laughs. "The night is young, how about we stop at the pub beside our place?" "Sure, you know I think we should try this other club from the paper, it has got to be better than here!" "You got it Hon, you got it! Next Saturday?" She nods, a little kiss and into the night we drive off to our usual little pub for a good time.
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