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      Everything comes down to this night.

      Tessa and her boyfriend Philip just moved to a small town in Georgia. Although they're both unsure of their future together, the two join a local swing club, thinking it'll either save them . . . or break them. Each Saturday night for a month, they have to swing with a different partner chosen by the Swing Master.

      To further complicate matters, Tessa's become involved with a mysterious new lover. She hasn't seen his face, but his touch bring her more pleasure than she's ever known. He's promised that if she'll give him time and trust, he'll move heaven and earth so they can be together. 

      But now Philip's broken the Swing Club rules, and his deeds may mean the end of their initiation. Tessa has a decision to make: can she give her body--and her heart to Mr. Enigma? 

      One night will change everything.
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      Sleep has always been a big deal for me. When other kids were partying all night in college, I said goodnight at midnight and headed back to the dorms. I never pulled an all-nighter; I got my studying done during the day and made sure to get my eight hours of shut-eye before the test. Sleep was like breathing and eating, and bed was my friend.

      That Saturday night after Philip was discovered with Coreen at the Swingers party was the first time I stayed up all night.

      I didn’t plan it. At first, I figured he’d be home eventually, and I brewed a pot of coffee as I sat at the kitchen table. My phone was next to my mug, and every little while I touched a button, just to make sure I hadn’t missed a message. Whether I was hoping for one from my erstwhile boyfriend or from the man who’d been currently lighting my fire was something I didn’t want to examine too closely.

      The hours dragged on. Every time I let my mind wander, I remembered the scene in the hallway at the Wilkersons’ house, where our weekly swing party took place this week, with Lyle cursing at both Coreen and Philip. Coreen had panicked, while Philip didn’t seem to care one bit. It definitely didn’t shake him up to see me watching the drama unfold. But then again, I was just the girlfriend he was probably planning to dump anyway. Coreen, who was engaged to the much-older and richer Lyle, undoubted stood to lose more if he dumped her ass.

      By the time I’d finished my fourth cup of coffee, it was after three in the morning and there still was no word from Philip. I changed into yoga pants and the oversized T-shirt that passed for my PJs most nights, washed my face and climbed into bed, but I left on the lights and sat up against my pillows. I didn’t even doze until close to six, and every time my chin hit my chest, I jerked awake again.

      It was nearly seven-thirty when I finally heard a key in the front door. I stayed where I was in bed and listened to the barely-audible sounds of Philip’s steps as he went into the kitchen, opened and closed the fridge and then finally made his way into the bedroom. Leaning against the door jam, he met my eyes without saying a word.

      “You look like hell.” It was the first thing that came to my lips and the absolute truth, too.

      “Yeah, I feel like it, too.” Philip pushed off the door and came into the room, palming his shirt to pull over his head. My gaze wandered down his muscled back to his narrow waist, but watching him didn’t give me even a twinge of desire. Instead, I felt a vague sense of pity.

      “So where were you all night? Did you think of maybe, oh, I don’t know . . . calling me? Or sending a text? Anything?”

      He blew out a long breath and wadded up his shirt in two hands. “God, Tessa. Give me a fucking break, okay? It was a long night, and when I left that house, I just didn’t want to come back here and get into it with you. I checked in at the motel outside town and crashed there.”

      “And you couldn’t have just shot me a text? I mean, I’m pretty sure I can see our future, but you might’ve told me out of respect for the person who lives with you.”

      “Sorry.” He sounded anything but. “After what I went through with Nick and Lyle, I wasn’t in the mood to make nice.”

      I shifted, pushing the pillows up behind me. “Are you going to tell me what happened?”

      He shrugged. “Sure, if you want to come in while I shower.” He bent to grab basketball shorts and a T-shirt from his drawer and stalked into the bathroom, leaving the door open behind him.

      I hesitated for a moment. There wasn’t an iota of doubt in my mind that my relationship with Philip was over, and that being the case, I didn’t quite feel comfortable seeing him naked. On the other hand, my curiosity was getting the best of me. I decided I’d keep my back to him while I got the scoop. It seemed like a decent compromise.

      Giving him a few minutes to settle himself under the running water, I stood up and stretched before making my way slowly to the bathroom. The steam from the shower hid most of Philip’s more interesting parts, and I perched on the edge of the closed toilet, wrapping my arms around me knees.

      “Okay. So spill.”

      He groaned, rubbing one hand over his face. “Okay, okay. So you’re not going to like all of this. But I’ve been, uh, seeing Coreen the last few weeks.”

      “You mean you’ve been fucking her.” My voice was matter-of-fact. I wasn’t at all surprised by this news.

      “Yeah.” If there was any regret in my soon-to-be-former boyfriend’s tone, he hid it well. “We just clicked that first night, and then I ran into her one day . . . and well, you know. She’s been unhappy with Lyle for a long time. It worked out. But I didn’t want her screwing anyone else at the Swingers, and she didn’t want me to be another girl, either. So she worked it out to switch our partners for last night. It would’ve been fine, but I guess Lyle was suspicious and checked on who was assigned where. He came screaming into the bedroom like a lunatic right when I was about to—uh, at a very inconvenient time.”

      “Huh.” I didn’t have much more to say on that topic. “Who were you with last week? I knew you were pissed that it wasn’t Coreen, but you never said.”

      Philip turned off the shower and reached for the towel that hung on a nearby hook. I watched him grope blindly for a minute before I gave in and handed it to him. Looking away again, I waited for his answer.

      “That son-of-a-bitch put me with a guy that night. Can you believe that? He expected me to mess around with another dude.”

      I bit down hard on my lip to keep from giggling. I didn’t know much about Nick, the Swingmaster who assigned partners for initiates and who’d helped to establish this swing club, but suddenly I liked him more. Philip had been insisting that he and Coreen be matched up last week, and I assumed this was Nick’s little revenge. I gave him a mental high-five.

      “So what did you do?” I thought about my time with Shelby last night, pouring whiskey over my skin before she licked it up. I didn’t see that happening with Philip. “And which guy?”

      “His name was Dillon, and he told me I needed to be more open-minded. I said the fuck with that. And I left the room and went out to sit in the open area until the session was over. Afterwards I grabbed Nick and gave him hell for that little stunt.” He tossed the towel back over the hook, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw him
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