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She wanted a change. She wanted a divorce, he brought her to church. She didn’t think she’d like the idea at first, but her husband—down on his luck, and with nothing to lose—pitched the idea to her as if it were a sort of halfway house between staying married and saying goodbye for good. 

“It’s a mutual agreement,” he said, “I won’t ask about your night. You won’t ask about mine. We’ll get home before sunrise and carry on as if  everything’s fine. The kids will never know. And, most importantly, we’ll have a little excitement in our lives.” 

“Trust me,” he said, “this’ll be a good thing. And after we’ve had our fun, we can decide if we still want a divorce. Deal?”

“Deal...” Laquisha said. But did she really mean it? Her tone was tentative and unsure. This was definitely a venture into the great unknown. She would have chalked this whole crazy idea to sick white people nonsense, but she was shocked to discover how many black women were actually involved in this whole scheme. 

The BWWM Swinger’s Club—that’s what those who were on the inside called it. Well, sort of. Nobody was allowed to utter that name in public or write it down anywhere. The members of the club wanted absolute privacy to carry on with their kinky escapades. Laquisha would eventually find out that lifting the veil of secrecy would result in dire and violent repercussions—but that’s for another story. Tonight was Laquisha’s very first time, and for now, she was quite content to keep her mouth shut and follow her husband’s lead. 

Indeed, The BWWM Swinger’s Club held very important meaning for everyone who was a part of it. However, since nobody could utter that name publicly, it was a name that had more of a symbolic meaning. Simply seeing, hearing, or even thinking the name would be enough entwine any one of the folks in this little community in a powerful erotic fantasy. That name represented freedom from all of the burdens and woes which each of them were invariably trying to escape. 

Laquisha’s husband was a sweet enough man, and certainly a good father, but he fell way short as a husband and lover. He’d suffered from premature ejaculation his whole life, so in the twelve and a half years they’d been married, Laquisha could still count the number of times he’d been able to make her come with her hands. That wasn’t all that was wrong with their marriage. Robert’s job as an inventory auditor demanded extremely long and irregular hours. 

Over the years, Robert had built up a quite the reputation for putting work and kids before romance. Laquisha had lost count how many times he’d cut their intimate time short to speed off to another Wal Mart warehouse to count boxes and skids on a moment’s notice. She was sick of it. Something had to change. It seemed as though the BWWM Swinger’s Club would be that change. 

Most outsiders thought that this sex club was actually a religious organization; hence their meeting in a church. It was the perfect cover. Almost every week, the Christian Community Coalition would trump up a new excuse to meet up. The reason might be anything from a bake sale to an AIDS awareness drive. The irony. There was an ‘anything goes’ policy once you were let into the club. Whether you chose to practice safe sex depended on your personal initiative, and, well, let’s just say that by definition, you’ve gotta be a little reckless to be a part of the group in the first place. Andrew was the poster child for being reckless... 

Over the course of his life Andrew had racked up a long list of uncouth slip ups and faux pas. Andrew had been running around behind his wife’s back. One night in particular, he called his wife to tell her that he’d be home late—it was just an excuse to see one of his mistresses. He really screwed up that night. Andre said goodbye to his wife and immediately started sleeping with his mistress. The only problem was that he forgot to hang up the phone and his wife heard the whole thing... 

––––––––

Andrew couldn’t resist having himself a little side romance, but unfortunately, he was far too absent minded to keep it a secret from his wife. The cell phone incident was the last straw amongst an entire haystack of other straws. It seemed that no matter what Andrew did, he couldn’t seem to keep it together long enough to keep his shit under wraps. But it wasn’t his fault. Andrew had ADHD and so he couldn’t stay focused long enough to keep his tracks covered. 

Andrew’s ADHD caused many problems for him, but it also provided him with a few unique advantages. He had boundless energy. He was like a dog, always chasing after a new leaf. In this case, his leaves happened to be horny women. Depending on which of his attributes you wanted to describe, you might also compare Andrew to a jack rabbit with a jackhammer cock. Maybe you might also say that he was as charming as a fox. Indeed, instead of ruining his marriage, the cellphone incident actually saved it because Andrew was able to convince his wife to join him on his erotic escapades. And since he and his wife fit the ethic criteria to the tee, they received his own mysterious invitation to the BWWM Club one fateful day. That had been a year ago. Since then, Andrew had slept with over sixty women and his wife had enjoyed a similar number of wild adventures. Oh, the power of mutually agreed upon infidelity! It worked wonders on their marriage...

Andrew was more than just a white guy with a goldfish memory. Sure, he didn’t always remember to wear a condom thanks to his ADHD. And sure, he might forget to tell his wife about forgetting to have safe sex—but that’s also another story for another time. For all intents and purposes, Andrew was exactly type of man that Laquisha had in mind for her first night as a club member. She wanted to be with a man who was the exact opposite of her husband. She was looking for lots of stamina and originality in the bedroom. What more could she ask for than a handsome face with boundless energy and creativity? Standing before him inside the church, she had a feeling that this zany guy might be a great first choice...  

Laquisha and Robert had found the club online. After a long screening process, they had been accepted. Neither of them knew what to expect, but from the moment the walked in, they felt as if they were in the right place. The entire room was checkered with black wives and white husbands as far as the eye could see. There was already so much to love! Looking around, both Laquisha and Robert knew that they were in a room with their peers. Nobody would look at them funny, or talk down to them because they married outside of their race, as if they were committing some sort of travesty. Laquisha and Robert could also see, plain as day, that the folks in the room enjoyed all of the perks of mixing race as much as they did, without any of the weird racist notions. These were no hicks with jungle fever or anything like that. They knew straight away that these people were open minded. Scattered across the room were white men and black women who weren’t afraid to break the old stereotypes. Finally, they could meet and play with others like themselves... 

“What’s your name again?” Andrew said, “Lateefah?”

“No, it’s Laquisha.” 

“Oh, right, sorry... I can’t remember names worth a shit but that doesn’t hurt my reputation, here in the club. Besides, I think I like you, Laquisha. You’re really cute.”

Andrew kissed his wife goodbye, then turned to give Laquisha his full attention... 

“Shall we?” he said. Andrew extended his hand out to Laquisha chivalrously...

“I-uh...” Laquisha looked across the room for Robert. He seemed to be having a grand chatting with some light-skinned girl. They were already getting their jackets to leave—obviously their minds were elsewhere. With Andrew’s arm extended before her, and her husband preoccupied, Laquisha wasn’t altogether sure that she was saying yes, or just going along with inertia. Either way, she took Andrew’s hand and followed him to his car. Now, it seemed, there was no turning back. 

Along the drive home, Andrew’s mouth sped almost as quickly as the car engine. It was another one of his ADHD quirks. By the time they had arrived at his place, Laquisha already felt like she knew him well—perhaps better that he knew himself. In addition to his sexual history, Laquisha also learned about the intimate details of Andrew’s marriage. She knew, for example, that Andrew’s wife hadn’t given him a blowjob in three months, and he resented her for it. Laquisha also knew that Andrew spoke compulsively about anything that came to his mind. Secrets might not be safe with him... 

At Andrew’s house, Laquisha noticed several pictures of a mulatto boy on the walls. Obviously, it was a picture of Andrew’s son. Somehow the thought of him having a wholesome family unsettled Laquisha. Were they poor excuses for human beings for doing what they were about to do? Or, did every respectable adult secretly have a dark side. Would she have the freedom to tell others that she enjoyed herself? If, that is, she did enjoy herself? Or, would she have to keep her dirty little secret to herself forever? Would dignity and pleasure be forever inextricable for Laquisha?

Andrew turned on some salsa music. He suddenly began strutting his feathers in circles around her. He bobbed around like a Mexican jumping bean, hardly caring that Laquisha wasn’t dancing, perhaps not even caring whether she came, or went. She watched his vigorous movements, and she had a hard time deciding if Andrew was trying to impress her, or if he
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