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      When Tessa moves to a small town in rural Georgia with her boyfriend Philip, she doesn't have grand expectations. To her, living in the heart of the south means hillbillies, hunting dogs and humidity. And Philip's not exactly behaving like Prince Charming anymore, either; he's making her second-guess everything about their life together. 

      

      Enter the Small Town Swingers, a group of men and women who've found an intriguing way to entertain themselves--and each other--on the long, hot nights. While Philip's eager to join in the fun, Tessa's not sure about some of their rules . . until she encounters a mysterious man whose touch and whispered promises bring her more pleasure than she's ever known. 

      

      Only problem is, she hasn't seen his face; he could be anyone. Tessa will have to play along with the Swingers to uncover the identity of the guy who rocked her world. On the way, she just might discover more about her own desires than she ever dreamed.

      

      Welcome to Paradise.
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        To the ladies who swing

        Beyond the bounds of propriety

        And with utter disregard to the frowns of others

        Who just don’t get it.

      

      

      

      
        
        Special love to Lili, my partner in crime.

      

      

      

      
        
        Rock on.
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      “Tessa! Where the hell is the toothpaste?”

      I lifted up my head from the box of pots and pans I was unloading. A hunk of hair that had escaped my ponytail fell across my eyes, and I blew at it, but it was stuck on my sweaty face. I’d known Georgia would be hot, but I hadn’t fully realized how close to gates-of-hell sizzling the temperature would be. The air conditioning was supposed to be running, but I wasn’t feeling it.

      “Tessa!” Philip’s tone was even more annoyed now. He stepped out of the bathroom, around a stack of untouched boxes and into the doorway of the kitchen. “I’m running late. C’mon, you told me you labeled everything.”

      I bit my tongue and swallowed the smart-ass retort I was about to make. Like, Well, maybe if you’d helped me with any of the packing, you’d know where all your shit was. Or Maybe if you hadn’t hauled us all the way to this godforsaken town in the middle of the state on the border to hell, we wouldn’t be tripping over boxes and looking for everything in the fucking heat.

      Instead I wiped my hair out of my face. “There’s a box of bathroom supplies, and that’s where the toothpaste is. But for now, there’s a new tube in my makeup bag. It’s on the bathroom counter. Just use that.”

      Philip ran a hand over the top of his head. “Okay. Good.” He disappeared behind a wall of brown cardboard, and I stuck out my tongue at his departing back. A simple thank you might’ve been nice. He acted like it was my fault that we were still unpacking, when I’d told him, over and over, that we needed to allow a few more days between getting to town and his first day of work. He seemed to think that just because I didn’t have what he called a real job yet, I had time to empty all the boxes and organize the house by myself. Well, he was going to have a rude awakening when he got home tonight and found everything the way he’d left it. I was hunting for the coffee maker, and once I found it and made my coffee, I planned to find a corner and hunker down with my laptop.

      I reached back into the box and grinned when my fingers touched the familiar steel. Voila. . .the machine that was going to save my life this morning—and quite possibly the life of my boyfriend, too. Because dealing with Philip without caffeine in my bloodstream would not be pretty.

      I loaded the hopper with imported beans I’d brought from home, AKA Richmond, Virginia. Plugging it in, I hit the button that started the grinder, and immediately the aroma of coffee and hazelnut filled the air. I sucked it in, closing my eyes. It would take at least ten minutes until I could pour it, so I wandered back through the boxes into the bedroom.

      The only thing Philip had done last night after the movers left was set up our bed. I’d carried our sheets with us in the car, so it had been easy to make sure we had a place to sleep. Now I dropped back onto the mattress and buried my face in the cool of the cotton pillowcase.

      “Are you trying to tell me something?” Philip’s finger traced a line up the back of my leg. I shivered, despite the heat. “Laying here all tempting on the bed, just waiting for me to give you a good tumble?”

      “Would it matter if I were? I thought you were running late.” I rolled over to study him, standing next to the bed, his blond hair falling over his eyes, with only a white towel around his waist. He might annoy the living crap out of me, but damn, the boy was hot.

      “Wayne just messaged me that their meeting ran late, so I have another hour before I have to be at the office.” He dropped the towel, revealing an impression erection, and crawled on top of me. “Plenty of time for a tumble.”

      I reached out to stroke him, closing my hand around his length. “Mmmm, our first Georgia fuck, huh? It’s a momentous occasion.” I cupped his balls, teasing the skin just beyond. Philip grunted his appreciation and planted one hand on either side of my head.

      “So how do you want it this morning? Slow and sweet, or fast and hard?”

      I tightened my fingers and pumped him with more intensity. “Fast. And very hard.”

      “Then you better get naked, and do it now.”

      As it always did, his take-charge voice made me wet. I stripped off my T-shirt and wriggled out of the cotton shorts I’d slept in. No bra and no panties made it so much easier, and Philip’s eyes dilated as they drank me in. I reached for him again, stroking his cock and circling my thumb around the head.

      He took hold of my other hand and pinned it to the mattress, above my head. Lowering his mouth to my breast, he fastened his lips on my nipple and sucked until I cried out, on the sharp precipice between pain and pleasure. He bit down and dragged the aching point.

      “Tell me what you want, Tessa. Tell me.” His tongue trailed across my breastbone as he moved to the other nipple. “Say what I need to hear.”

      I arched my back to give him more access. “I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me hard. Don’t stop.”

      He reached between us to yank my hand from his cock, forcing my wrist into position with my other one. Holding them both in a bruising grip, he used his free hand to guide himself to my entrance. Staring deep into my eyes, he sank into me with one hard thrust.

      I moaned, bucking my hips up to him. But as always, he set the rhythm, forcing me into the bed as he drove in and out. He angled so that each stroke hit me at the most sensitive places, bringing me ever closer to the shattering edge.

      I looked up at his face, set in concentration, his eyes closed and his jaw clenched. I wanted to reach between my legs and touch myself, needing just that extra sensation to come. But he held me too tight, so instead I panted out his name.

      “Philip. Touch me. I’m so close—”

      His fingers found my clit and rubbed, rough, and then pinched the swollen nub. An orgasm gripped me, spilling low into my abdomen, and I groaned, a loud wordless cry as the pleasure rolled over my body. Philip gave one last thrust and tensed, spurting into me with a long, growled expletive.

      He fell onto my body, just barely catching his weight from crushing me. His shoulder was below my mouth, and I bent my head to bite the warm skin.

      “Hey.” He rolled off, pulling out of me. “Watch it. I don’t want to go to my first day on a new job with a hickey.”

      I pushed my hair back off my face. “Just who do you think is going to see it under your shirt? Or should I be asking who you’re planning to take off your clothes for?”

      “You never know.” He pushed up and retrieved his towel. “Wayne said something about all the guys playing racquetball after work. I figured I’d bring a gym bag, just in case, and if I have to get changed in the locker room, the last thing I need is getting shit for a love bite.”

      “Racquetball? Really?”

      Philip pulled on a pair of boxers. “Yeah, why?”

      I sat up and reached for my shirt. “Well, first of all, you don’t play racquetball.”

      He stepped into his gray suit pants. “I did in college.”

      “I knew you in college, remember. You so did not play racquetball.”

      “I did before I knew you.” He smirked. “After I knew you, I didn’t have as much time. And I didn’t need the, ah, physical outlet anymore. I took care of it in other ways.”

      “Uh huh.” I remained skeptical. “Anyway, second of all, they play racquetball in Georgia? I’d have thought maybe they’d want to take you skeet shooting. Or duck hunting. Or down to the local bar to throw back some cold ones.”

      Philip rolled his eyes. “Tessa, look around you. We’re not living in the middle of the boondocks. Leesville is a suburb of Atlanta.”

      “No.” I shook my head. “Atlanta is more than two hours away. Just because it’s the closest city to us does not mean we’re living in a suburb. This is just a little
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