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      Tessa's not sure that moving to Georgia with her boyfriend Philip was a good idea. Their relationship's been rocky, and living in a small town in the middle of nowhere isn't going to help that. 

      

      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. On Philip and Tessa's first night with the group, she encountered a mystery man whose touch and whispered promises brought her more pleasure than she'd ever known. Only problem is, she didn't see his face; he could be anyone. 

      

      Now Tessa has to play along with the Swingers to uncover the identity of Mr. Enigma, the guy who rocked her world. For the next three weeks, she'll swing with a different person each Saturday night. She never knows who—and what—will await her behind the bedroom door. Even more intriguing, she's receiving messages. . .and an incredibly mind-blowing visit. . .from Mr. Enigma himself. 

      

      In this sleepy Georgia town. . .the heat is most definitely on.
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        Who never let the naysayers get them down.
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      “Tessa. Tessa! Are you okay?”

      I blinked up at Philip as the lights in the room brightened from dimness to full strength. Around us, men and women were standing, stretching, chatting as though we were part of a regular cocktail party that was just now breaking up.

      That was so far from the truth that if I’d had the strength, I would’ve laughed. No one who’d just wandered down to Shelby and Buddy’s finished basement would’ve suspected right now, but just a few minutes before, most of the couples in the room had been having sex of some kind. . .with people who were not their significant others.

      Of course, the main attraction in the past fifteen minutes or so had been my own long-time boyfriend Philip fucking the voluptuous Coreen right there on the futon. One of the membership requirements for this swingers’ club was performing a public act of intimacy, and apparently Philip hadn’t been able to wait to comply.

      As though he could read my mind, he flushed as he looked down at me and dropped the hand that had been shaking my shoulder. I stood up, smoothing the wrinkled cotton of my cute little sundress down. My fingers grazed the sensitive skin between my legs, and I sucked in a gasp, remembering with sudden clarity the touch that had brought me such intense pleasure just a few minutes ago.

      I hadn’t expected to be anything but an observer tonight. It was our first time with this group—or anything remotely like them—and while I’d come with an open mind, I’d discovered that swinging in practice was a lot more overwhelming than it was in theory. As my college roommate Melissa used to say, shit got real.

      But my plan to fly under the radar had gone out the window the minute Philip had decided to get down and dirty with the luscious Coreen in the middle of the room. As we all stood around watching, I’d been treated to my own private trip to orgasm-ville by a mysterious man who stood behind me. No one else had noticed, I was fairly sure, but there wasn’t a chance I was going to forget it any time in the near future. Especially since he—whoever he was—had promised me a repeat performance soon.

      I turned to Philip. “Yeah, I’m okay. Are you ready to go?”

      He glanced around. “I guess so, but do you think we need to talk to someone first?”

      “You mean like for permission to leave?” I rolled my eyes. “No, I think we can go home without the Swing Master giving us his nod.”

      “Okay.” Philip turned toward the steps, and I followed. We’d nearly reached the doorway that led upstairs when a hand brushed over my arm.

      “Tessa?”

      I stiffened, a thrill of anticipation running down my spine before I recognized the voice. “Hey, Shelby.” I wasn’t sure if I could look her in the eye, considering I’d just seen her husband being ridden by the red-head who was standing a few feet away, her arm linked through that of a skinny guy with a shaved head.

      “Y’all okay?” Her gaze skittered from me to Philip, questioning. “We didn’t scare you off?”

      I shook my head. “No, I don’t think so. I mean, it’s. . .it’s an adjustment, right? I’ve never done anything like this before. But everyone was really nice, and we had a good time.” Shit, I sounded like we were leaving a Tupperware party.

      Shelby laughed. “I remember the first time we did this. None of us could look each other in the eye for the next week. But you get used to it. We don’t talk about what goes on between parties, and I guess you learn to compartmentalize.”

      “When do you decide who you’ll be. . .uh, swinging with each week if you don’t talk about it?” Philip shoved his hands into his pockets as he spoke, and some of his earlier flush returned.

      “At the cocktail party, most of the time. You get talking to someone, and it just works out. Some people have a kind of routine set up where they rotate through a set group of people. . .whatever you want.” She shrugged. “The only thing Nick insists on is no outside contact between swing partners. You know, like no lunch dates, no calling each other on the phone, that sort of thing. You don’t have to avoid the others in the group—that would be impossible, since so many of us work together or are friends beyond the Swingers. But we don’t want to break up marriages or start affairs.”

      “That’s kind of ironic, isn’t it? We get together to screw other people, but he’s afraid of causing problems in marriages?”

      Shelby nodded. “I know it sounds crazy, but it really does work for all of us who’re involved. Swinging isn’t for everyone. You need to be committed to your spouse, for sure. There has to be a level of trust.”

      Another couple sidled around us to get to the steps, and Shelby patted my arm. “Why don’t we have lunch this week, Tessa? We can chat about any questions you might have.” She grinned at Philip. “And you can talk to Buddy or Kevin if you want to know anything from the guys’ point of view.”

      “Sure. Lunch sounds good. Just tell me when.” I smiled. “I’d say I’ll check my calendar, but since I don’t know anyone else in town, I can pretty much count on being free any day that works for you.”

      “I’ll call you.” She leaned forward and kissed my cheek, taking me by surprise. “Now if y’all will excuse me, I need to say good-bye to a few more people and close up down here.”

      Philip and I joined the rest of the crowd wandering up the stairs, through the house and out the front door. I caught sight of Philip’s new friend Coreen as she walked in front of us, holding the hand of an older man with gray hair and glasses. She grinned up at him and laid her head on his shoulder, and he laughed at something she’d said.

      Philip’s eyes tracked her, too, I noticed. His mouth tightened almost imperceptibly as the older man’s hand slid down to squeeze Coreen’s round ass. I bit back a sigh and followed them out the door.

      We walked home through the dark in silence. It was still humid, but a breeze stirred the branches over us, and I leaned my head back, letting it cool my skin. Every nerve in my body felt ultra sensitive and alive. I was drowsy and relaxed from the orgasm at the same time that I was jumpy and alert, adrenaline from the evening still coursing through me. It was a strange sensation.

      Philip opened our front door and let me go in ahead of him. I headed straight for our bedroom and stripped off my dress, tossing it into the hamper, and then tugged an old T-shirt over my head.

      “Do you want to talk about tonight?”

      I jumped a little. I hadn’t heard Philip come into the room, but he was already taking off his shirt.

      “Why? What’s there to talk about? We agreed to do this, or at least to try it out. And I think it’s pretty apparent at least one of us embraced it.” I ignored the memory of my mystery man. What my boyfriend didn’t know wasn’t going to hurt him.

      Philip turned away from me to drop his keys into the bowl on his dresser. I saw scratches down his back, angry spots that I knew hadn’t come from me. Those had Coreen written all over them.

      “You were the one who was all enthusiastic to do this in the first place, remember. Once we got there. . .yeah, I got into it. So sue me.” He unbuttoned his shorts. “Didn’t you. . .what were you up to the whole time we were downstairs?”

      I snorted. “Let’s see. I started out sitting in chair between a bunch of people who were fucking each other. . .or at least getting damn close to it. And then for the second half of the evening, I had a front row seat to the show you put on. So. . .yeah, that was fun.”

      “If you had a problem with the whole idea, Tessa, you should’ve said something before we went downstairs. You told me you wanted to see more. You want to hear what I think? I think you’re pissed that you didn’t get to swing with someone tonight. I think if it’d been you on that futon, getting fucked

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heat-is-on-green-and-orange-tessa.jpg
.





