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I

never imagined my life would spiral into such a throbbing vortex of forbidden desires, seated in a dimly lit strip club where the air hangs heavy with the musky scent of sweat, pussy juices, and the tangy promise of cum. 

It all began back in college, in the steamy confines of my dorm room, where I’d steal glances at my roommate’s thick, veiny cock swinging unashamedly free as he towel-dried after a shower. His tanned, chiseled abs dripping with water made my own shaft harden and leak pre-cum in secret.

Those illicit moments of secret pleasure ignited a fire in me—a raw, unquenchable bisexuality that pulsed through my veins like a drug, filling me with a mix of shame and exhilarating lust that I couldn’t shake. I tried my very best to suppress it, jerking off alone to thoughts of his plump lips wrapped around my throbbing dick or his tight ass clenching around mine, but the bi cravings only grew, evolving into full-blown fantasies of sucking fat cock while watching hot young women finger their slick, swollen clits. 

Marrying Jessey changed everything: her insatiable, hedonistic appetite for sexual exploration and adventure encouraged me to confess and embrace my erstwhile-hidden urges. And now, as we sit here surrounded by practically-naked female and male bodies grinding and moaning, I feel that same charged thrill electrifying my balls, making my cock strain uncomfortably against my pants.

Watching my stunning wife in that skin-tight red dress, nipples poking through the fabric like hardened peaks begging to be sucked, amplifies my excitement—and it’s not just about the men I’ll soon devour with my mouth, but the intoxicating rush of exposing my bisexuality to her, letting her witness every filthy thrust and spurt as I surrender to the debauchery. Our shared voyeurism will turn simple lust into a mind-blowing, cum-drenched sexual bond that binds us forever.

God, the anticipation is killing me.

My cock now pushing painfully against my zipper as the bass-heavy music pulses through the club, making my balls tighten with every beat. Jessey’s hand rests, warm, on my thigh, her nails digging in just enough to send shivers up my spine. I can’t help but glance at her, seeing her full lips curved in a knowing smile that promises all sorts of filthy delights... 

We’ve been talking about this night for weeks, ever since that wild weekend when we invited a friend of mine over for a hot, sexy threesome—me sucking his thick, pulsing cock while Jessey rode his face, her pussy dripping and clenching as she watched me take him deep into my throat. That memory alone makes my mouth water, imagining the taste of salt and sweat on another man’s shaft, the way it twitches against my tongue while Jessey’s moans fill the room.

It’s not just the physical act that drives me wild; it’s the emotional high, the liberating rush of exposing my bisexuality to my wife, feeling her approval wrap around me like a vice. She knows how it makes me feel—vulnerable yet empowered, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and ecstasy as I dream about what’s coming. 

The club is alive with temptation: strippers writhing on poles, their taut, oiled bodies glistening under the spotlights, bare tits bouncing freely and asses clenching with each grind. 

I lean closer to Jessey, my voice a low growl over the thumping music. “Babe, seeing those women up there, their shaved pussies peeking out from thongs and bikini bottoms, it’s got me rock hard. But fuck, what really gets me is imagining one of those guys joining in, his massive cock swinging as he eyes me up. How does that make you feel, knowing I’m dying to wrap my lips around another man’s cock while you watch?”

Jessey turns to me, her eyes dark with lust, her hand sliding up to cup my bulge. She squeezes it gently through the fabric.

“It makes me so fucking wet, knowing you’re about to let go.” She gives me a lascivious smile. “Remember our first time experimenting with another man? You were nervous, but when you finally took him in your mouth, sucking that veiny dick like a pro, I came harder than ever just from watching your face light up. Tonight, I want to see that look again—the way your eyes roll back when you taste cum in front of me.”

Her words hit like a jolt, making my dick throb even harder, pre-cum leaking out to stain my pants. I shift in my seat, trying to relieve the pressure in my crotch, but it’s no use; the sight of all the strippers only fuels the fire. 

One of the women up on stage locks eyes with me, her fingers trailing down to her crotch. She rubs her clit through the thin material of her black thong as she blows me a kiss. Beside her, a muscular guy with a bulge that could rival a baseball bat flexes his abs, his massive cock straining against his speedo like it’s begging to be freed. My bisexual urges surge, a cocktail of desire and adrenaline flooding my veins— I feel alive, exposed, and utterly turned on by the idea of Jessey witnessing every second of what I fully intend to do.

Another stripper, a tall, voluptuous blonde with gold nipple piercings that catch the light, saunters over to our table, her hips swaying hypnotically.

“Hey there, big boy, you look like you’re ready to play. Want me to give you a private dance? Or maybe your lady wants to join in?”

I swallow hard, my throat dry with excitement, and turn to Jessey for her cue.

“God, yes. Let’s do this?” My question is rhetorical. “Feeling your eyes on me while this gorgeous lady grinds herself on my lap... it’s going to make me explode, babe.”

Jessey nods, her breath quickening as she pulls me into a deep kiss, her tongue invading my mouth with a hunger that tastes like pure sin.

“Go ahead, let her work you up,” my wife encourages. “But save that big load for when things get really wild—I want to see you share it with everyone.”

The blonde climbs onto my lap, her bare tits pressing against my chest, pierced nipples hard as diamonds against my shirt. She grinds her ass against my erection, the heat of her body making me groan.  Across the stage, the male stripper starts stripping down what little he has on, revealing a long, thick, uncut cock that bounces free, already slick with anticipation. 

Jessey watches him intently, her hand slipping under her dress to touch herself, whispering in my ear. “Look at his huge dick, baby. Imagine it’s in your hand, your mouth, stretching you wide. How does it feel to know I’m getting off on this as much as you are?”

It’s intoxicating.

The sheer voyeurism heightens my every sensation—the warmth of the stripper’s skin, the scent of her arousal mixing with the club’s musk, and the knowledge that Jessey’s pussy is growing wetter by the second. 

My mind races with fantasies: me on my knees, sucking that stranger’s cock while Jessey watches or – even better – films it, or her joining in, her lips meeting mine in a sloppy kiss around his hot, throbbing shaft. The buildup is relentless, each tease pushing me closer to the edge, my body humming with the need to dive deeper into this bisexual frenzy.

As the scene escalates, another performer—a toned guy with tattoos snaking down his arms—joins the blonde at our table, his eyes raking over me with blatant interest.

“Room for one more? I can see you’re packing heat down there. Bet you’d love to feel what it’s like to have two of us working you over.”

I glance at Jessey, my voice hoarse with desire. “This is it, babe. Watching them, feeling this... it’s making me feel so alive, so free. Are you ready for the next step?”

She smiles wickedly, her fingers slick, glistening as she pulls them from under her dress. “Absolutely. Let’s make this night unforgettable.”

The blonde stripper on my lap grinds even harder, her juicy ass cheeks sliding against my throbbing cock through my pants, each movement sending jolts of pleasure straight to my balls. Jessey’s eyes are fixed on us, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she licks her lips, still tasting her own juices from moments ago. 

The tattooed guy stands nearby, his uncut cock now fully erect and bobbing in the dim light, pre-cum glistening at the tip like a beacon calling to my bisexual cravings. I feel the weight of his gaze on me, making my heart race with that familiar mix of excitement and vulnerability—exposing my deepest sexual desires right in front of Jessey isn’t just arousing: it’s cathartic, like shedding years of hidden shame and replacing it with pure, unfiltered lust.

“Let’s take this to the back room,” the blonde purrs in my ear, her voice a sultry whisper that cuts through the club’s pounding music. “I can see how bad you want it—your cock’s about to burst, and I bet your wife wants to watch you get that sweet release.”

I nod, my voice thick with need as I turn to Jessey.

“Babe, this is pushing all my buttons. Feeling her rub against me while he stares at my bulge... it’s like my body’s on fire. Are you okay with this escalating with the stripper guy? Knowing I’ll be touching him, tasting him, all with you right there?”

Jessey leans in, her hand slipping inside my pants to wrap around my shaft, stroking it slowly as she whispers against my ear.

“I’m more than okay—I’m soaking wet thinking about it. Remember how you felt that first time, when you slid your mouth down that guy’s dick and I saw the pure pleasure on your face? This is going to be even better. Go ahead, let them lead us.”

We follow the strippers to a secluded booth draped in red velvet curtains, the air deliciously thick with the scent of sex and sweat. The blonde pushes me onto a plush couch, straddling me again, her pierced nipples brushing my lips as she arches her back. The tattooed guy kneels beside us, his hand boldly reaching for my crotch, unzipping my pants and freeing my rock-hard cock with a firm grip. His touch is electric, his fingers wrapping around my shaft like they belong there, stroking up and down with a rhythm that makes me groan loudly.
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