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      Tessa's slowly adjusting to life in Georgia. She and her boyfriend Philip still aren’t sure about the future of their relationship, but they’ve agreed to stay together through their month of initiation into the Small Town Swingers. 

      

      The Swingers are a group of men and women who've found an intriguing way to entertain themselves--and each other--on the long, hot nights. Swinging with a different person each Saturday evening is a condition of Philip and Tessa’s acceptance into the exclusive club. But the secret meetings Tessa’s been enjoying with her mystery lover are most definitely breaking the swinger rules. 

      

      She met Mr. Enigma on her first night with the Swingers, when he rocked her world—without revealing his name or face. Now every Saturday night, she swings with a different partner. Tessa never knows who—and what—will await her behind the bedroom door. Even more intriguing, she's receiving messages from the man whose name she doesn’t know, setting up incredibly mind-blowing meetings where his touch ignites every passion. 

      

      Tessa doesn’t know who he is. . .but his night moves drive her wild.
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      This week was going to kill me. Slowly and painfully.

      Since Saturday night, when Mr. Enigma sent me the text that promised I’d see him on Wednesday, each day had dragged on endlessly. I’d done my best to put on a happy face for Philip, who’d seemed to be perpetually pissed off since we left the Swingers’ last get-together. I had a sneaking suspicion I knew why.

      It had only been two weeks since my boyfriend and I had moved to the small town of Leesville, Georgia. I hadn’t expected to make any friends right away, but thanks to the group of swingers who’d invited us to try out their parties, I was quite . . . intimately connected with our new neighbors.

      The rules were fairly simple: as initiates, Philip and I had to swing with three different people on three consecutive Saturday nights. And our swing friends were chosen by Nick, the Swing Master, who’d established this club. We also were required to perform one public act of intimacy before the month was up. Philip had already gotten his out of the way the first week when he fucked the voluptuous Coreen in front of everyone.

      That might’ve bothered me more, except that while I was watching my boyfriend get a blow job—something I wouldn’t do for him—and enjoy the luscious tits he craved, I was being pleasured by a man whose name and face I didn’t know. He’d stood behind me, touching me and whispering in my ear until I came hard.

      I’d only had one other experience with my mystery lover—Mr. Enigma, as I liked to call him—since that night. He’d come to my house, but not before supplying me first with a blindfold he required me to wear while we had the most intense and amazing sex of my life.

      Last night, I’d had my first real swing night. My partner had been Jake, the air conditioner repairman I’d met on our very first day in town. We’d had a good time together, even though we’d never actually touched each other. I’d been reminded how strong the power of words could be when it came to getting turned on.

      But clearly Philip had not had as good a time. I hadn’t been able to persuade him to tell me about his evening; he wouldn’t even say who his swing partner had been. I suspected he’d been hoping for Coreen again and was ticked off that he wasn’t given the option to choose her. Coreen was engaged to an older man, and the tension had been high between Philip and him earlier in our swing night. I didn’t have any sympathy for him, so I just kept my mouth shut.

      I was dealing with tension of a different sort; I wanted to hear from Mr. Enigma. I needed to know what he’d planned for me, and where we’d meet. Every time I thought about him, a slow flush ran down my body, ending between my legs. Since Philip hadn’t said much to me in two days, let alone tried to touch me, I guessed it was up to me to take care of that ache.

      He left on Tuesday morning, stomping out of the house after growling at me about the fact that we were out of orange juice.

      “You pass the damn grocery store on your way home from work every day, Philip. If you knew we were running low, you should’ve gotten some. I don’t drink it, you do.”

      His only answer was the slamming of the front door, and a few second later, the roar of his car and squeal of tires as he peeled out of the driveway. I groaned and buried my face into the pillow; the last thing I needed was more tension. Things between Philip and me had eased a little in the wake of our night of brutal honesty a few weeks before. We’d both expressed uncertainty about the future of our relationship and decided to get through our three weeks of initiation with the Swingers before we made any decisions. But now it felt like we were back to square one, only worse.

      In the silence of the bedroom, I rolled onto my back and slid my hand up under my T-shirt to tease the slope of my breast. Closing my eyes, I thought of Mr. Enigma and the feeling of his teeth as they sank into my nipple. My fingers moved up to close over the aching peak, pinching until I winced. I covered the other boob with my left hand, twisting the nipple the same way, remembering the feel of his mouth on me. He’d said he loved my tits and their responsiveness; he’d wondered if he could make me come just by touching me there and promised to try it some day. I couldn’t wait.

      As though I’d summoned him by my thoughts, my phone buzzed from the table next to my bed. I hesitated to look at it, mostly because I was afraid it might be Philip, calling to either apologize or snipe at me a little longer. Knowing him, it was more likely to be the latter. Either way, it was going to interrupt my fantasy here. But when the phone didn’t continue to vibrate, I realized it was a text message and scrambled to read it.

      And I was so glad I did.

      Good morning, Tessa. I hope you’ve been thinking of me. I haven’t been able to get you off my mind.

      A slow smile spread over my face.

      As a matter of fact . . . I was just lying here in bed, alone, thinking of you. Remembering what you did to me last week. How you touched me. How it felt.

      He didn’t answer right away, and I wondered if he was at work, and if so, where was that? Was there someone looking over his shoulder, and so that he’d had to put away his phone until the coast was clear again? Or was he deciding how to reply?

      The phone vibrated again. Then maybe I should remind you a little more. Just to tide you over until tomorrow night. Are you touching your breasts, Tessa? Imagining my teeth and my lips and my tongue on your nipples? How does that make you feel?

      I swallowed hard and closed my eyes. Still holding the phone in one hand, with the other I skimmed my fingers over one nipple, teasing until it was stiff. I used my nails to dig into it just slightly, to mimic the feel of Mr. Enigma’s teeth. Opening my eyes just enough to see the screen, I tapped out a response with my thumb.

      Yes, I’m pinching my nipples now. It makes me remember that when you put your mouth on my tits, my pussy got so wet and I thought I was going to come right then.

      The phone slipped from my hand to land on my breastbone, and I left it there as I brought both hands back to my boobs. Holding them in my palms, I circled the peaks with my thumbs, getting rougher with each pass. My breath began to hitch.

      Another message came through, and I read it eagerly.

      That’s
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